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        Jade is back, and very pleased to be so.

        I hope you’re ready for Mr Lindon.

      

      

    

  








Prologue









Faith

 

It was another pretty in pink birthday. My sixteenth. Me in my backyard as the sun shone down on my teenage blonde curls. Happy birthday being sung loudly along with the glow of birthday candles.

My heart beating fast as my eager eyes sought out my hero in the crowd.

Not my dad, or the array of uncles alongside him. They were great. Of course they were. My dad was every bit the epic hero a girl like me should look up to.

No. This was different. This hero was different.

The man I was searching out was the handsome suited hero who’d been at every birthday party I could remember. The man with the hard jaw and the icy grey eyes to complement the salt and pepper at his temples. He was the man with the cold hard stare. The man who gave me a tingly little shiver between my legs every time he called my name.

Mr Miles Lindon. Managing Director of Lindon Associates and Enterprise.

My daddy’s boss.

I scanned the onlookers for any sight of him, my smile holding firm as my heart picked up its beat another notch. My mum held the pretty cake high as the song sounded loud, and I was there, caught tight in the moment, all ready to blow out those candles and watch him staring right back at me.

But he wasn’t there.

Mr Lindon wasn’t there in the crowd. He’d slipped away without a whisper.

“Make a wish, sweetie,” Mum said, but I didn’t feel sweet. Not in that moment. Not with the tingle of want for Mr Lindon so alive inside me. I didn’t feel sweet at all as a wish for Mr Lindon to claim my innocence tumbled through my mind.

No, that kind of wish wasn’t acceptable. Not for a good girl like me in my pretty pink dress. I pushed the thoughts away, wishing instead for great results at my approaching exams and a win at the upcoming county hockey game. I pushed my dirty fantasies down and thanked everyone for their amazing presents and amazing good wishes, my eyes still scanning the garden for the man who’d been keeping me awake at night with filthy dreams.

And then I did it. I sucked in a breath and delivered.

The applause was loud as I blew out the candles. My school friends gave their whoops and cheers, and my dad smiled on over, and my mum placed the cake onto the side table and started slicing up the portions, but I was already moving. Slinking towards the back. Curiosity pulling me along.

I was on autopilot as I made my way through the bodies, smoothing down my cute satin skirt and giggling along with giggles. The party music sounded loud and the thrum of laughter was lively, but the curiosity still called me, louder and louder.

It was like I knew. Like I knew Mr Lindon really was down there somewhere, I guess on some level I must have done. I must have felt the curiosity like a mischief, tickling hard down deep.

Everyone was busy chatting and laughing and joking as I slipped away and out of sight. Our garden was long. Our pond was a quaint little pool with a waterfall and a bridge crossing. My mum’s bushes and orchids and natural sweep of flower beds curled away to the left, to the summerhouse and the pear trees.

And Mr Lindon.

To his thrusts and grunts. To his filth and wants and growls.

To the slim little blonde girl who looked barely a year older than me.

She was in pale blue, her cute little breasts hardly any bigger than mine as they bounced. She clutched tightly onto one of the pear trees as she accepted him, eyes screwed shut and lip pinned hard between her teeth. She took everything he had to give her, and it looked painful. Painful but beautiful.

His fingers were tight around her neck, his mouth to her ear, grunting. Grunting so cold and hard that my pussy burned.

His words were filth.

His slams were fierce.

I felt the dirty little shudder down deep.

I felt the wetness, and my legs tensed. Oh, how they tensed.

Oh, how I wanted to be that dirty blonde girl in blue.

But this wasn’t the Mr Lindon I’d known for years through school. It wasn’t the Mr Lindon I’d grinned at and bloomed over and read stories to. The Mr Lindon I’d been fighting my own feelings over.

It wasn’t the man who’d given me a kitten at seven years old and congratulated me on a great childhood princess win.

It wasn’t the man who’d pulled me onto his lap and told me what a good girl I was.

This was the man I’d dreamed of during long nights and known I shouldn’t.

This was the man I’d slipped my fingers down between my clammy thighs and felt dirty about over and over.

And now he was the man who twisted his head to face me as I stepped on a twig. The crack sounded loud. Too loud.

We stopped. Both of us. Trapped in the moment as our eyes crashed together across the gap in the hedgerow.

Then his stare slipped down. Slowly. His slipped down pink satin, over my heaving chest and the fingers pressed tight between my legs.

To everything.

To every part the dirty little girl I was daring to be on my birthday.

His fingers stayed tight around the other girl’s neck, and I recognised her. I recognised her as the office admin girl Dad had given a lift home to after school the week previous.

Her eyes widened to match mine, her mouth dropping open just like mine as I stepped backwards. But she didn’t move. Not a muscle.

Mr Lindon held her way too tightly.

I shook my head and muttered my apologies in the aftermath, but my dad’s dirty hero boss didn’t say a word in return. His thrusts were slow, and his eyes were filth.

He was filth.

And that was the moment, as I backed away, mumbling sorries. That was the moment I first discovered that Mr Lindon wasn’t just my daddy’s boss. Not even close.

Mr Lindon was my daddy’s dirty boss. My daddy’s very dirty boss.

 

And it turned out it wouldn’t be all that long until he was my very dirty boss too.













Chapter One









Faith

 

Two years later… Almost…

 

Hell, how there was a shudder of nerves down deep as I followed my dad into Mr Lindon’s office that Monday morning. Okay. Well, not just nerves. Nerves and excitement. A crazily heady combination. One that had been a long time coming.

I kept my smile bright as I stepped on by Fiona, the receptionist at the main office counter, and held up my hand in a wave. She held hers up to her chest in response, as though I was some kind of prize specimen in my fresh little good girl blouse and pencil skirt, and I realised all over again how much they’d all seen me grow up these past few years.

I was taller. Curvier. Every bit the blonder young woman for the years at college.

Well, not quite all of them had seen me grow up these past few years. Mr Lindon himself had steered well clear of me since that birthday afternoon. The one that had seen me staring open-mouthed at him balls-deep in Penny Andrews before I’d backed the hell out of there like a babbling fool.

Cringe.

It really had been cringe, and I really had tossed and turned over the girl-turned-teenager aspects ever since. My fingers had been down my knickers way more than enough to have my cheeks burning. Still, Mr Lindon himself had stayed away without a word on the topic, and I’d kept my mouth shut too.

So yeah, I’d stayed away. Quiet and a good girl, keeping my grades coming okay, all the while dreaming up a future. A future where I could one day be as dirty as Penny Andrews. As much of a bad girl as Penny Andrews. These new days coming were… different…

Finally, college had kicked out and Dad had started up with the summer job ideas, and it was finally becoming likely that I’d get to spend some actual time with Mr Lindon on some fateful level. Pleaseeeeee. Oh, please…

Please, please let the fates hook me up with Mr Lindon finally on some fateful level.

My palms were clammy to the max as I kept following Dad in the direction of his hot boss, nodding and waving to the assembled finance team before stepping on through to the management suite at the back of the Lindon Associates offices. My cheeks felt achy with the sheer weight of the grin on my face, and my steps felt short and quick and stupid as I clutched my file to my chest and kept on going.

I knew Dad had already run my summer job idea past his boss and got the thumbs-up, but it still felt a precarious opportunity somehow. Fragile. A fragile dream I was desperate to explore.

That’s an understatement.

“Remember,” Dad said to me over his shoulder. “Mr Lindon is always busy. You be sure to make the most of his every little gem of insight. You can learn so much from him.”

I nodded hard right back at him. I had no doubt I could learn plenty from Mr Lindon. None in the slightest.

Mr Lindon wasn’t just the hugest hero crush I’d ever have in a million years because he looked the hottest part in a hundred mile radius. He was also the county’s best antiques and auctioneering expert, renowned right across the country for that super sharp brain of his. He knew so much, and had so much respect from so many people. The antiques world was specialist – so many experts respecting experts and he was right at the top of the pile.

And I was so close, with the potential of being so much closer.

I really needed to be so close too. Not just for my crazy crush, but for my interests. My genuine interests. Interests I’d had since I was an antiques-curious kid in an antiques-rich family.

Not just my dad was interested in antiques history, but my grandad had been too. Both of them passing along their genuine enthusiasm to the girl following them around their world.

There was plenty of antique art gracing the walls as Dad led me right through to Mr Lindon’s private office, and I realised again just how long it’d been since I’d been back here.

Almost two years.

It was true. I’d not been back here once since seeing him fucking Penny Andrews at my sixteenth birthday party.

Not only had I been kept at arm’s length since, but the girl herself had gone from office employment less than a month after that incident. From what I could tell there hadn’t been anyone anywhere near her age employed here since either. Only sensible middle-agers with long skirts and no naughty twinkle in their eyes.

Not until today.

Not until me.

My cheeks burned up afresh at the thought.

Dad gestured me right on up to Mr Lindon’s office door ahead of him. He reached over my shoulder and rapped the wood with a smile, and my heart pounded. It really pounded.

I took a breath, but it wasn’t Mr Lindon that answered the door and stepped aside with a tip of the head. It was his assistant. His office manager assistant, Erica Tate. The blonde in her forties who had… history… history with him.

Plenty of history with him.

My belly did a little drop at the thought that maybe they still had plenty of history going on between them.

She raised an eyebrow as she stepped aside to let us through.

“Well, well. You really do have a fresh little office junior on the books from today it seems,” she said over her shoulder, and gestured us in.

I gripped my file tighter to my chest as I stepped over the threshold, certain my cheeks would be pinking up. Dad was smiling away proudly as he displayed me to his boss, and I hoped I really was pride-worthy.

“Our sweet little Faith is here and ready, Miles,” he said. “I trust she’s going to do you proud these next few months.”

And there he was greeting me. The man himself. The crush himself. The man who’d been entertaining me at night for years.

The hard jaw. The sharp suit. The firm shoulders greeting me from across the mahogany desk.

I didn’t know what to do other than head right on up and reach on over, my smile feeling goofy as he got to his feet and reached his solid handshake right back at me.

His fingers were firm. Tense.

His salt and pepper was more vivid at his temples. His dark brows were every bit as dark.

“Faith,” Mr Lindon said, and I nodded.

“That’s me, sir,” I replied, feeling like such a goof. “Really pleased to be here. Thanks for having me. I prepared some documents for you to get an idea of my strengths.”

I handed over the file to illustrate my point, telling him about my résumé and the previous references I’d printed out from the little weekend jobs in town. I told him I was excited to learn a fresh new world about antiques, and auctioneering, and knew that he’d be an incredibly valuable person to share his knowledge. And then, finally, I shut my mouth and waited mute while Mr Lindon sat himself back down and flicked through my file.

I chanced a risky glance at Dad, and he was smiling. His head was tipped to the side as he reiterated that I’d be a great young student for the summer. Erica Tate looked suspicious of the whole setup and its worth, and whether I should have any place in this company whatsoever, but I guessed that would be my point to prove over the coming months.

“You’re sure you will really find the value of work experience here?” Mr Lindon pushed, and I nodded.

“Yes, Mr Lindon, sir. I will definitely find the value of work experience here. I want to be an auctioneer. That’s the career I want long-term, no matter what.”

His eyebrow raised high. Jaw still hard. “You want to be an auctioneer, Miss Martin? I thought you may have grown out of that little dream by now. I thought that may be limited to the seven-year-old Faith Martin’s ambitions before she got a taste of the wider world.”

The shake of my head was fierce. “I’ll never grow out of that dream,” I told him. “I love antiques and always have done. I watch the weekday auction TV shows every day around college. Maple and Co. wardrobes are my favourites. I even collect writing slopes…” I gestured to the file in front of him. “I did reports for some of my business studies assignments. I included them so you can see how serious I am about the world of auctioneering.”

“She’s very serious,” Dad stepped in. “Too serious for much of the time. I told her she could only take the work experience here this summer if she assured me she’d head to university afterwards.”

“Good call,” Mr Lindon said. “That’s truly the case, is it, Faith? You’ll be attending university in September for a decent degree effort?”

I hated the thought, but nodded anyway. “Yeah, I will. Warwick. Accountancy.”

He offered a simple nod. “Good. I’m pleased to hear it.” His eyes burned mine hard, and in that moment I was right back in the garden, staring on while his hand gripped Penny’s throat. He cleared his throat and dropped his stare. “You’ll be learning the most from Erica,” he said. “You’ll be shadowing her.”

My belly dropped again, but I forced a nod. “Thank you, sir,” I told him. “I look forward to it.”

Dad’s smile was bright as he reached over the desk for a handshake from his boss. His friend and boss. “Really, thanks a lot, Miles,” he said. “She’ll be grateful for the experience.”

I hovered like a clumsy teenager as my dad retreated from there, my gaze flitting from Erica to Mr Lindon and back again while my new boss still perused my file.

Already this initial encounter was nothing like I’d imagined. Nothing I’d been dreaming of for months. It was nothing like the sizzling tension I’d hoped would be spitting and bubbling from the moment I stepped over his threshold. It was nothing like the hungry stare I’d been hoping for as he’d realised I was a young girl zooming quickly into adulthood. The kind of adulthood he wanted a piece of.

“You can introduce Miss Martin to the ropes of auctioneering,” he said to Erica, and she nodded.

“I’ll introduce Miss Martin to the fundamental building blocks of office life around here first and foremost,” she replied, and there was a chill in her smile.

“I’m looking forward to learning,” I offered, but it was all to Mr Lindon, and I felt a fresh round of goofy as Erica pointed me towards the office doorway.

My eyes slammed into my crush’s once more before I retreated, and it was heavy. The crash of our stare was a whole ocean of unspoken.

We were in the garden, both of us reeling. Both of us guilty. Both of us hungry and filthy and dirty for more.

We were in the tension of this office environment, me feeling like a blustery little girl out of her depth, and a whole new woman all at once.

We were in my bedroom when I was seven years old, stroking Miss Tiddles, the cat he’d given me, and reading the Owl and the Pussycat while I fell asleep.

We were riveted. Burning bright. Frozen cold.

We were a mess.

“Let’s start with the basics,” Erica said, and her hand landed on my arm. Her fingers squeezed tight. “I’m sure you have a brain plenty big enough to handle the office building blocks in a heartbeat.”

I managed a nod. A nod and a shuffle. Gracing just one more goofy smile back over my shoulder in his direction before she guided me on out of there and closed the door behind us.

I was coasting in the aftermath, following her past photocopiers and printers with my heart still pounding, feeling every bit the dreaming Faith Martin who’d finally come face to face with her love icon all over again. Until my new office manager spoke. Until she pulled up sharp in a room that looked like some kind of monstrous filing zone and tugged the door closed tight behind us.

“Let’s get the basics clear,” she told me, and her voice sounded like a cat’s hiss. “You’re here to tick the boxes and learn the basics. Nothing more. Nothing more glamorous than any other simple office girl craving a piece of Miles Lindon, no matter who your dad might be.”

“Sorry –” I began, but she handed me a pile of paperwork with a thump.

“You think this is bargain beater,” she said. “But believe me, it’s not. It’s nothing of the sort. If you’re lucky, you’ll see a few auctions. If you’re lucky, you’ll see Miles get to slam his hammer down. That’s it. All that you’ve got on the table.”

“But I want to learn…” I started. “I want to learn to be an auctioneer…”

“Then you’d better get started with the A’s,” she snapped, and pointed at the filing cabinets.

I was still staring open-mouthed as she stepped on out of there. Still, what choice did I have? I was here for the journey.

I started putting the papers in alphabetical order and hoped for the best.













Chapter Two









Miles

 

I already knew what was coming. Her bitter slit of a mouth, lips pressed tight.

Erica stormed into my office, her inner ice queen on full display, pitted eyebrows sharp enough to slice.

“You could learn to knock like everyone else,” I snapped.

“Why? In case you already have your filthy hand down your pants over sweet little Faith Martin?” she snapped right back.

I stared over at my delightful office manager, wondering yet again why I still put up with her ceaseless bitching after all these years.

“I haven’t got my hand down my pants over Faith Martin,” I grunted, and turned my attention back to my monitor screen. “Give me some fucking credit at least.”

“Like there’s any credit due,” she hissed and dropped a fresh pile of paperwork in front of me. More invoices to sign off.

I shoved them aside. “And what do you have her doing on her first day? Something worthwhile, yes?”

She leaned over the desk with a raised eyebrow. “None of your business since she’s my trainee.”

I grabbed her wrist before she pulled away. “It’s every bit my fucking business, Erica, considering she’s Faith Martin. You’d best not have her in the fucking filing room.”

She tugged her arm free. “Everyone starts with the filing in life, Miles. She’s not some special princess just because you read her bedtime stories way back when and her daddy works for the company.”

I took a breath. “You get her out of the filing room now. I mean it.”

“No,” she snapped. “She’ll be out of the filing room when I deem she’s shown enough application to deserve it.”

“I mean it,” I said again, but she was already on her heel like the bitch she was. She flipped me the finger before slamming the door closed behind her.

How we ever managed this shitter of a setup I’ll never know. Hard work and a lot of deep fucking breaths, I suppose. That and a whole load of fake smiles in other people’s professional company.

Once upon a very long time ago, Erica Tate and I had made some semblance of a decent partnership. A decent pairing of headstrong personalities, both in the office and in the bedroom. Never so much over the dining room table, but you can’t win ’em fucking all. These days we were nothing but a counterbalance to our opposing bullishness and an acceptance of each other’s shitty qualities.

She was still here, in the business, because she was good at her job. No arguing that. She was capable, certainly, but there was more to it than professional competence.

Erica was my office manager because her raised eyebrow and bitter scowl kept me in line where my morals didn’t. She was my office manager because she knew enough of my filthy ways to buffer me out of interviews and sieve out all the pretty little sweethearts before hiring.

There were always so many temptations to shield from me. So many fluttering eyelashes and cute little smiles calling out to feel my filth. So many innocent little ladies just begging for corruption.

Yet never, in all my years battling the bait, had there ever been a temptation so potent as my little Faith on her sixteenth birthday, dressed up so pretty in pink with her dainty fingers strumming so softly, so fucking sweetly, so fucking quickly between her legs.

My stomach lurched at the thought, even as my dick pulsed.

And now little Faith was older. Just enough older that those sweet curves had matured, turning her even further into a little blonde siren.

Fucking hell, she was a little blonde siren today.

I tried to turn my attention to the pile of invoices, occupying my wrist with the flourish of my signature as opposed to a round of jerking under the desk, but my mind was firmly engaged on the girl.

For almost two full years I’d been keeping my distance from the Martin household, avoiding the little angel who’d come to mean so much to me as I watched her grow. Her young school days with her so eager to learn her arithmetic. Her ditsy little performances in the yearly nativity play. Her little face lighting up when I’d presented her with the fluffy little stinker of a kitten she’d been wanting so hard for months.

That day in her backyard it was me she’d wanted so hard.

There was no denying it. No skirting it. No amount of lying to myself that would undo the knowing.

I’d seen it in that mischievous little pant of hers. The shame in her eyes, knowing what a naughty girl she was for wanting her daddy’s filthy, dirty boss inside her tight little pussy.

She was such a naughty little girl. Such a naughty little girl who needed to learn her lesson.

Hell, there were plenty of lessons I wanted to show her.

I pushed myself back in my seat and gritted my teeth. I wasn’t doing it. Not this time.

I wasn’t going to give into my own filthy fucking nature and corrupt that little girl, not for anything.

When Colin had approached me about Faith doing her summer training job here, in our antiques and salerooms side of the business, I’d initially said I didn’t have the capacity for it. I said we were busy. Unable to offer her the value she deserved from a placement.

It was his face that had done it. The disappointment in his shrug as he’d said that was a real shame. That she’d been excited about learning about the auctions for years. Excited about the furniture and the artworks and the thrill of the bidding wars.

Excited about working with me.

That’s what Colin said. He said his daughter had been excited about working with me.

Oh, the tear between good and bad. The good of wanting to be the nice, decent man I’d been to her when she was so small. The bad of knowing that man was gone, and that in his place was a monster who wanted the dirty young woman he’d seen exposed at sweet sixteen.

The good had attempted to win.

The good had seen Faith signed up for a few months of summer work here under Erica and the admin team.

The good had promised myself I’d stay well out of view and at arm’s length of the beautiful young girl who deserved the very best from this place.

I pulled the invoices back and got myself together. My resolve was firm again finally, my pen making quick work of the signoffs and turning my attention back to my upcoming schedule. I had plenty to be getting on with.

After drawing up the item specifications for next week’s auction and fielding last-minute admission requests to sift out the prized articles, it was fast approaching clock off time for the day. I shot a glance out of the window onto the car park in time to see Erica clacking her way out in stupid heels to her Audi convertible. She’d been making sharp exits lately on more occasions than not. Local town gossip down at the Farmer’s union speculated that she was hooking up with Glyn Morris, the apple farmer on the southern outskirts of town. Lots of money, big hands, not so many brain cells.

I couldn’t give a shit who she was hooking up with, I was more concerned with her bailing on the job before the other girls had signed off for the day. I’m never one for unfair work practices.

I waited until everyone else would definitely be finished for the day, Rachel Kelly giving a knock and a ‘we’re done, Mr Lindon’ with a wave before I gathered my own things together and gave my email a final check before logging out. I was done quite happily, pulling on my coat before picking up my car keys, congratulating myself for surviving Faith’s first day without jerking one off. I got my office lights and those in the corridor, and that’s when I saw the lights from the filing room still fully blazing around the doorway.

No. Surely not. Surely someone else would have checked before bailing.

But no. No, they hadn’t.

She started as I burst my way in there, holding her hand to her chest with those pretty little lips forming the perfect O as she saw it was me.

“It’s past leaving time,” I told her. “You leave at five thirty. It’s way gone six.”

Her nod was divine. Her smile so fucking cute.

“Yes, Mr Lindon, sir. I’m sorry. I was just trying to finish up before I left. I wanted to do so well on my first day. I’m so grateful for the opportunity to be here.”

I don’t know when I’d become Mr Lindon, sir, but I liked it.

I really fucking liked it.

I forced my eyes away from her sweet little mouth, and could have cursed aloud at the sight of the ridiculous pile of filing on the desk in front of her. Erica Tate really was a deliberately obstructive bitch on heat.

“Nobody would have ever expected you to finish up that pile before you left,” I told her, and beckoned her away from it.

“But Erica said –”

“Erica likes to make people feel incompetent,” I said, and held the door open. “Take no notice of her.”

“But she said she’s my manager… she said I’d be working for her the whole time… that I need to do whatever she –”

And that’s when my better judgement bailed. Properly fucking bailed.

“You won’t be working for Erica Tate,” I told sweet little Faith. “Not from tomorrow morning.”

Her eyebrows shot up so high on her forehead. “I won’t?”

Her voice. So gentle. So curious. So damn enticing.

“No,” I said, my voice so hard next to hers. I flicked off the filing room lights once she met me at the doorway, and her eyes were so wide in the dull light through the window blinds.

I cleared my throat before continuing, despising how my cock was straining in my suit trousers.

“You won’t be working for Erica Tate tomorrow morning,” I repeated, already hating myself for the stupidity. “You’ll be working for me.”













Chapter Three









Faith

 

“So, how was it?”

Dad’s smile was bright as he forked up his vegetables. So keen to hear about my day that I felt even naughtier for feeling so churned up by Mr Lindon.

Mum was smiling too, staring across the table at me and just as keen for the details. But it wasn’t the finer details I was so keen to share.

It was the pang of want for Mr Lindon. Of need for Mr Lindon.

The pang of knowing that this was the man really meant to be my first. Because he was. He really was meant to be my first, even if the rest of the world didn’t know it yet, especially him.

My belly was still fluttering with nerves as I tried to find the right way to answer Dad’s question. I didn’t want to tell him that Erica had shoved me into the filing room like I was some dumbass little idiot who shouldn’t be anywhere near there.

“It was good,” I said. “It was really nice to see everyone again. They were all really nice to me.”

I wasn’t lying. The women in the office had been lovely for the little I’d seen of them.

“And what did you learn?” Dad pushed. “Did Miles show you around the sale room?”

I shook my head and took a bite of broccoli. “Not yet,” I told him. “Erica was showing me the admin today, but Mr Lindon says I’ll be working with him tomorrow.”

I told them as much as I could about the day without making it obvious I’d spent it trying to get the filing sorted and little else, realising that no matter how hard I tried to steer clear from gushing, it was still Mr Lindon this, and Mr Lindon that.

Mum let out a sigh. “Surely she can call him Miles, Colin? It’s not as if she hasn’t known him her whole life.”

I felt my cheeks burn up at the thought, and it was weird, because she was right. I had known him my whole life, and I wasn’t quite sure exactly when he’d turned from Milesssss in an excited squeal back when I had gaps in my teeth, to Mr Lindon, Daddy’s boss, when I was putting my fingers down my knickers and imagining him telling me off.

One thing was for sure. He was definitely Mr Lindon, Daddy’s boss, now.

Dad shrugged and turned his head to Mum. “I think the other women in the office call him Mr Lindon. Faith doesn’t want to be setting herself up with any unfair privileges.”

“I don’t mind calling him Mr Lindon,” I said. “I mean, he’s my boss now.”

“And I’m sure he’ll be a good boss,” Mum said.

I felt that naughtiness down deep again, picturing Penny Andrews at the bottom of our garden with his hand around her throat for the billionth time.

“Miles is a great boss,” Dad said. “He’s firm but fair. A true expert in the field. Faith is going to be a very lucky young lady to learn from him.” He shot me another one of his smiles. “Be very thankful you’re getting his time, sweetie.”

Dad had always been such good friends with Mr Lindon. They’d been working together forever, as long as I knew. I’d only ever heard nice things said about the man who was the boss of both the property business – which Dad managed – and the antiques and auction side, which I was so transfixed by.

I guess that’s one of the reasons it had been such a naughty shock to see Mr Lindon making such a bad girl of Penny Andrews. A shock I wanted. A shock that had turned everything upside down and sent me crazy with dirty thoughts for the past two years straight.

Sure, there had been plenty of nice enough guys at college trying to be the one to claim my V card. My best friend, Holly, had been trying to get me to give up my crazy crush and splurge on some random hot guy solidly. But I hadn’t been tempted for a second. Not even close.

There was only one hot guy for me, and he was well and truly worth waiting for.

Talking of Holly, I knew she’d be waiting with bated breath for my first day update. I forked up some more potato and knuckled down to finishing my dinner.

I couldn’t help but notice, as Mum and Dad smiled and stared across the table at me, that in their world I was still the seven year old schoolgirl coming home with a gold star in my maths book. I guess that’s the thing about being an only child. You are always the child. Always the little one. Always the girl who has to be good and eat up her vegetables.

There was no way my parents saw me as a woman rocketing towards her eighteenth birthday in just a few short weeks’ time. If I had to bet on anything, I’d say I’d still be having the sparkly pink balloons and the glittery cupcakes for my birthday party. Not that I’d mind that. I love glitter.

“I’m going out with Holly tonight,” I said to them both, reiterating that I was still the baby girl who needed approval to head out for a few hours in the evening.

“The forecast says a bit of rain is on the way,” Mum said. “Make sure you wrap up warm.”

“So much for summer,” I said, and took the final scoop of my carrots. I placed my cutlery down neatly.

Mum and Dad were almost done too. I waited until they were finished up, then reached over for their plates to stack them.

“Thanks again so much for getting me the amazing job,” I said to Dad. “I’m so excited to have it.”

I loved the proud twinkle in his eyes when he answered. It made my heart soar.

“You’re very welcome, sweetheart,” he said. “I know you’ll do us very proud. Just make sure you do your best for Miles.”

I grinned my best grin before rising to my feet and taking the plates to the kitchen. I pulled my phone from my pocket as I set the dishwasher going, and sure enough there were a string of question mark messages waiting from Holly.

Meet you in twenty at the pavilion, I texted back and got a thumbs-up emoticon in response.

I rushed upstairs and shrugged out of my work clothes, throwing on some jeans and a floaty tunic top. I stuck my head into the living room before I left, waving at Mum and Dad.

“See you later.”

They nodded.

“Not too late,” Mum said. “You have work tomorrow these days.”

I couldn’t hold back the smirk.

Work tomorrow with Mr Lindon. My boss.

My actual boss these days.

“I won’t be too late,” I said, and meant it. I needed to be bright eyed and bushy tailed ready for my office duties.

The walk to the cricket pavilion was an easy one. One I’d walked a million times to meet up with Holly Parker. She was my bestie, and a great one, and the one person on this planet I was absolutely itching to gush over the daily details with.

She was already there when I arrived, her knees hugged to her chest as she puffed away on one of her Marlboro cigarettes.

“So?” she pushed as I joined her. “Tell me all about it. Was he every bit the boss you’ve been rubbing one off to for years?”

I couldn’t stop the giggle. “An even better boss than that,” I said, and leaned in close, my head on her shoulder. “He was a dream. An absolute dream.”

I knew she was rolling her eyes without even seeing them. Her tut said it all. But she was happy for me. Truly happy for me. I felt it as her head rested back against mine.

She squealed in all the right places as I told her about everything from his handshake across the desk first thing to how he’d rescued me from the filing room. She caught her breath as I told her about him claiming me as his own little office girl before we left for the day, Erica Tate be damned.

“You’re actually going to be working directly for him?” she pushed. “For real, you and him?”

I twisted to face her, my nod pretty frantic. “Looks that way, yeah. That’s what he said.”

“Shit,” she said, and lit up another cigarette. “What are you gonna do? Be the sexy little minx he’s always dreamed of and make your move?”

Even the thought of making a move on Mr Lindon was enough to make my belly flip. The nerves would be insane long before I got to that stage. Really insane.

Holly read my mind.

“Seriously, you really can make a move,” she said. “You saw him fucking an office girl in your garden, barely a month older than you are now. One that looked pretty much exactly like you do, and you know it. If that doesn’t give you a thumbs-up for trying it on with him, I don’t know what ever would.”

“But she was gone a month later,” I said. “She didn’t last with him.”

This time I saw Holly’s eye roll. “Jeez, Faith. You’re seriously still clinging onto this whole marriage and babies bullshit?” She paused but I had no response to that. “If you seriously do manage to get Mr Lindon to take your V card, that’s a huge winner. That’s what you should be going for. A summer of fucking the hot boss alongside your summer job.”

“Yeah, but it’s more than that…” I started but she shook her head.

“Then it’s university,” she said. “University and a whole world of other shit to explore. Not just your dad’s hot boss and a lifetime of doing auction shit in the same town you went to school in.”

Even the thought of going to university and giving up on a life with Mr Lindon hurt pretty bad. I looked away at the trees at the bottom of the cricket pitch.

“I promised Dad I’d go to university. It was his condition for getting me the job this summer.”

“Yeah, and it’s a good job you did promise,” she said. “Hell knows what kind of crazy shit you’d be trying for if you hadn’t.”

I knew exactly what crazy shit I’d be trying for if I hadn’t. But that wasn’t for now.

Now was about enjoying seeing Dad’s boss properly for the first time in years. Now was about enjoying my first day and him opening the door to that filing room and heading right on in.

How I wish he’d have kept on coming.

“Tomorrow is gonna be the day you get your first real taster,” Holly said. “You and him, hanging out around the posh antique furniture talking hammer strikes. That’s when you’ll really see that hot boss side of him.”

I felt the heat between my legs and the grin crept up on my face all over again.

I couldn’t wait.













Chapter Four









Miles

 

I did a good job of keeping a handle on my baser instincts that first week. My delicate little Faith did indeed report directly to me, but I’d made sure to be the one to seek her out, and in more visible office locations. I’d been careful not to step in too close to those sweet little curves and the divine promise of such perfect innocence. I’d also been sure to keep my balls thoroughly emptied day and night with the help of a shit ton of tacky school uniform porn, and a host of grunts and fucking curses for my efforts.

It appeared that even Erica – who had barely a sliver of respect for my capabilities in any capacity outside of business or the bedroom – didn’t believe that I would be such a deviant as to debase Faith Martin. Not when it really came down to it.

“Even you wouldn’t stoop that fucking low,” she’d hissed into my ear that first morning I’d steered her away from the girl. “But if I get even a whiff that you’re thinking about it, I swear to God, I’ll tear you down so fucking hard.”

I’d turned to face her. My scowl just inches from hers. “I won’t be fucking thinking about it.”

That was a lie. I was thinking about it constantly, but I had every intention of staying true to the good man Miles, even if I barely knew the guy anymore.

Faith deserved the very best from me. Not just as the man who’d been in her life since she was a sweet little burst of sunshine in her dad’s arms, but as her first boss. Her first boss and the man to offer her first taste of the auctioneering industry.

She was ever so grateful for it.

The girl certainly hadn’t been downplaying her enthusiasm for antiques. She was a sponge, soaking up everything around her, scouting through the sale listings with eagle eyes and a buzz of passion I hadn’t seen around me in this place for years. She was smart, and sharp, and every bit an effervescent little pixie with hunger for the details.

Within those first few days she was already taking client phone calls and responding to company emails without supervision. She had a good grasp of antique terminology and a solid knowledge of commercial value. She was a young little bunny rabbit who wasn’t even slightly caught in the headlights, constantly seeking out more and more.

I made sure she had it, just not in nearly enough of the ways I would like to.

She was a hit with the women in the office, who were all wide smiles and laughter around her – Erica excluded. She was a hit with the clients, all of them speaking very positively about the new little office superstar.

Word about her success made it down to the property office and up to her dad at the top of the management tree. He sent me over an email on Thursday afternoon offering a whole fresh load of thanks for taking her on that summer.

She’s loving it, he said. She doesn’t shut up about it over dinner. Not about the antiques, and not about you, either. You’re making quite an impression.

How I wished he hadn’t said the last part.

Anyway, it was a thumbs-up from all angles. A big fat win for the summer ideals tick box, but life rarely stays smooth in my experience. This was going to be no exception and I should have known it.

Maybe it was running before I could walk that led me to suggesting Faith join me on an outing that following Monday. She was visibly shocked when I suggested it, sucking in her breath and staring up at me with wide eyes from the sales admin desk.

“I’d love to, Mr Lindon, sir,” she said, and there it was all over again. That flutter of excitement in her voice and the subsequent tingles in my balls.

I’d already jerked one off in the office bathroom that morning, but my cock was pounding to a fresh new tune as she flashed me her sweetest smile.

It appeared she knew my diary commitments as well as I did, her smile still bright as she confirmed our destination for next week.

“Is that the trip to Brayburn’s?” she asked. “To talk about furnishing the new hotel down on Quayside?”

My eyes ate hers up. I felt the pulse in my temples. “Yes.”

“That would be really great,” she said, and she meant it. Her enthusiasm was undeniable.

In that one sweet gush of excitement from her mouth I was consumed by that girl and my urge to wrench her over that desk top. My hands clenched at my sides, my mouth watering with the need to stretch her tight little cunt.

It took my all to keep my stare on hers and not stoop lower. It was the swell of those ripe little tits under that tight white blouse. The promise of those pretty pink buds begging my fucking teeth to make them hurt.

Fuck, how I’d make them hurt.

Fuck, how I’d make her beg me to.

It was really fucking lucky that the Friday afternoon auction was about to start filling up ready for kick off. The first of the regular bidders stepped on through and jolted me from my filth. His hand slammed into mine for a handshake and I gestured him on through to the saleroom.

Faith’s breathy squeal was the icing on the fucking temptation cake. She leapt to her feet, dancing a cute little gawky dance as she stepped on out from behind the desk.

“I get to see it!” she squeaked. “Today is the first day I really get to see it!”

Another load of clients stepped on through and she was all grins and giggles.

You’d think she was about to step onto some red carpet award ceremony, not through to the back of some regular weekly auction, but I couldn’t hold back the hum of my own excitement in response. It was low in my belly. A strange little uptick in my heartrate.

Not at the auction or the driving on of the bids. I’d done enough of that to sleep through the rest for a lifetime.

No. It wasn’t leading the auction that had my heart thumping in my ribcage.

It was the thought of those hungry little eyes watching me. Her, soaking up my control at the podium. The awe in her stare. The way she was so eager for so much.

I’d happily give her so fucking much. More than she ever believed she’d be able to take from me.

I’d make her take it all like a good little girl.

“I can watch, can’t I?” she asked, eyebrows high.

I held back my nod until she had her hands clasped together. “Yes, Faith. You can watch.”

Her cute air punch was enough to make my dick twitch.

“I’ve wanted this for so long!” she said. “It’s going to be so much more amazing than seeing the TV ones.”

For one ropey little moment, I only hoped I could deliver her expectations. As I caught sight of my expression in one of the vintage mirrors on the way through, I knew damn well I would do.

It was stern. Severe. Every bit the master. Every bit the man fighting his baser nature and looking fired up to hell for it.

The girl walked just in front of me, shooting sweet little glances over her shoulder as we made our way through into the saleroom. It was already buzzing with people taking their seats, and I gestured to a prime viewing spot at the side for her to enjoy the show.

“I can’t wait to see the court cupboard go,” she whispered before stepping away from me. “I just know it’s going to do well. Much higher than the estimate. The crest carved into the back is just too beautiful not to.”

Instinct. That’s what that was. I’d already made that observation for myself when scanning the listings.

I watched her snake her way to her position, weaving so gently through the gathered bidders. Her blonde hair was a cascade over her shoulders, her hips a wiggle in that tight little pencil skirt. I certainly wasn’t the only filthy guy in the room admiring the view, there were plenty of others scoping out the treasure. Plenty of nudges and nods and I woulds.

They made me both protective and possessive. A strange combination.

I cleared my throat as I took my place at the podium, shuffling through the papers before scanning the crowd. It was a decent turnout, beginning of the month usually one of our finest. I avoided Faith, keeping my attention firmly on the looming bidding wars. People calmed down quickly, the rustle of item listings a wave in the room as people turned to page one.

And then it began.













Chapter Five









Faith

 

For so long I’d been dreaming of this very moment, watching Mr Lindon take his place at the podium and getting ready to lead this auction.

This wasn’t like watching the TV versions. I mean I loved those, I always got a thrill from watching the bids rise and the hammer crash down, but this was a whole other league.

I guess it was the firmness of his expression. The way he naturally controlled the room, the bidders, the everything. Because he did. Mr Lindon was such a natural leader he controlled everything that he wanted to.

I only wished that included me.

I grabbed one of the listing guides and flicked through, even though I already knew it by heart from the days before I’d spent studying it every spare minute. I knew about the oil paintings, and the vintage tea sets, and the bureaus and the mirrored cabinet with wall mounts. I knew about it all, and loved it all, and only wished that one day it would be me up there leading an auction like this one.

Right now there was a whole load more to it than that, though. Right now it was also about Mr Lindon and the spotted navy blue of his tie, and his suit jacket so sculpted. It was about how much he made my breath quicken just to watch him in place. It was about the flutter between my legs, and the burn of my cheeks, and the way I felt like the whole room could see how much I wanted him.

Even so, I couldn’t pull my eyes away. I was transfixed, pulled to him like some crazy hypnosis.

I took a breath as he did, both of us in the strangest sync as his stare swept across the room again. He stopped before his eyes met mine, and I felt a pang. A pang of need.

Please look at me. Please, Mr Lindon, please look at me.

He didn’t. He didn’t look at me.

He addressed the crowd with his short, clipped tone, sounding every bit the well-spoken master. He spun the hammer in his hand, strong fingers truly owning the handle.

I knew where else they’d truly own.

The flutter between my legs met the one in my belly as the bids started coming. My heart was zipping and my head was spinning and I couldn’t hold back the smile.

Hands raised all over the room as the bidding ramped up in earnest, and he read them like a book, tipping his head this way and that to the audience without ever losing the moment. He paused just long enough to let the tension rise, and smirked just enough to encourage those bids even more, and it was perfect. He was perfect.

I squeezed my hands together when the hammer came down for the first time, and I was grinning like an absolute crazy, loving it all.

That grin was still there when the next round began. This one was a tea set, from the sixties. He led it like a dream, smashing the estimate into the ground and almost doubling it before the hammer came down. That’s when it hit me all over again, just how much I wanted this. How much I wanted to be the one up at that podium, driving up the interest to whole new levels. How much I wanted to read the crowd and know exactly when to push and when to close.

How much I wanted him to watch me do it, like I was watching him right now.

How much I wanted to be his good little girl and make him so proud of me.

He didn’t look over in my direction once through the whole first batch of listed items. I felt a twinge of rejection, as though I was nothing to him in that room, but there was a dance of something else along with it. A knowing that he was avoiding me for a reason. He just had to be.

I’d felt it all week, him finding me in the main office before I had the chance to seek him out in his. The way he’d keep his distance and not stepped anything like up close to me.

Yeah, he was avoiding me for a reason. I just daren’t hope it could be… want… wanting me...

The hammer came down again and I couldn’t take the flush down deep. I couldn’t take the sight of him up there anymore without clenching my legs real tight, worse and worse until the grin faded and my lips opened just enough to breathe. My knickers were damp and my thighs were clammy, and I needed my fingers down there so damn bad it almost ached. He was my beacon. The man I adored. The one I needed to claim me for his own and make me his on my eighteenth. It would be the greatest birthday present of my life to have him take me.

I had need zipping through me and excitement already driving me wild by the time the court cupboard came up for bidding – the one I’d fallen in love with in the item listings and known straight away that the estimate was never going to come close.

I took a step forward to get an even better view of the bidding, and he cleared his throat for this one, casting his eyes right over the crowd.

“This one is quite a beautiful specimen,” he said, and there was a twinkle in his stare. An appreciation of the piece in the same way I’d felt it myself, I just knew it.

I could sense the ripple in the room as the bidders prepared, and the tension was alive, the whole place ready to blow.

And blow it did.

Hands shot up all over, even though people were visibly holding back, and Mr Lindon was fast and firm, keeping the action running hard.

I loved it. I totally, one million percent, more than any other promise of a career in the universe, absolutely damn loved it.

There were bidders on the end of phones casting their offers, and bids coming in from the online site, and this one was special. Just as special as I’d known it would be.

Then, when the figure was almost three times the highest estimate, with the silence hanging heavy between Mr Callow in the room and Mrs Evans at the end of the telephone, the hammer came down.

Mrs Evans for the win.

And then, when the hammer blow was still sounding loud, Mr Lindon’s eyes met mine. Hard. Heavy. Hungry. Undeniably hungry. For me.

Faith Martin for the win.

Shock doesn’t even come close. My eyes were wide, mouth open, and I felt guilty and gawky for being so wet between the legs and wanting him so bad, but that didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but how we stared at each other across that room.

It was like the garden all over again, trapped in that moment, but I was a different girl now. A girl who was nearly a woman. A girl who was ready to take him, all of him, whatever he wanted to give me. In his stare across that room I knew there was a whole damn load he wanted to give me.

But then he looked away.

He looked away and didn’t look back.

My heart pounded all the way through the remaining bids, my whole body thrumming, and I could barely make it through before zipping on out of there and heading to the bathroom. Shit, how I needed the bathroom.

I’d never felt like it before, not once in my whole life. I’d never had my clit buzzing so bad that I had to race into a toilet cubicle and tug down my knickers to rub myself senseless.

I came quickly. Crazily quickly. I bit my lip to stop myself gasping, trying to hold my breath as I tumbled over the edge. It didn’t work. I was a mess of hisses and whimpers, cursing myself for being so useless at reining it in. The squeak of the main door hinges sounded as someone entered the toilet block, and I tried harder, giving everything I had to shut the hell up, but my body was a mess of shakes and shudders. Shit, how I didn’t want a client hearing me like this, but I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t help it at all.

Collecting myself took some deep breaths, and I felt even more like a dirty little bitch as I smoothed down my blouse and pencil skirt. I cursed myself before hitting flush and pulling that door lock to the side, but it was when I stepped outside the cubicle that my shame flared to a whole new level.

It wasn’t a client standing there with her hands in the sink, all ready to set the tap running. It was Erica. Her glare stabbed me in the mirror reflection, and my burning cheeks blared right back at me, and I knew it. I knew it for certain. There was no way she hadn’t heard my dirty little gasps and shudders behind the cubicle door.

We stood shoulder to shoulder as I took my place at the sink and I couldn’t look up, couldn’t do anything but soap my hands and hope for the best.

She smelled of violet and spice and crazy expensive perfume, and her breath was a hiss in my ear before she spoke.

“Don’t think you’re the first dirty little slut in this place with an infatuation on Miles Lindon and her hands down her knickers,” she said. “You’re just another sad little bitch who’ll get nowhere, no matter who your daddy is.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing at all, just kept my head down and kept soaping my  hands while she continued.

“If you have any sense in that silly little head of yours, you’ll focus on doing your mindless little job and keeping the coffees coming. You’ll be done in this place before you know it.”

She didn’t hang around for a response, just pushed her way out of there and let the door slam behind her.

I left it a full five minutes before daring to follow, and luckily by then she’d already gone for the day.

Mr Lindon had too.













Chapter Six









Miles

 

I wasn’t a drinker, not these days, but hell did I need a shot of bourbon when I got home from the office that evening. I tipped it back and poured out another, cursing myself for the thousandth fucking time for being such a deviant prick.

I couldn’t even make sense of it. The burn between us. That simmer of something so beautifully raw, calling me like a fucking siren across that sale room. She was a fucking siren across that sale room.

It should never be there between us.

She was Colin Martin’s daughter. My friend’s fucking daughter. Worse than that she was barely more than a girl, despite what those dirty little eyes had to promise. Holy fucking shit did they have a lot to promise.

I kicked back the second shot and hung my coat up on the rack. My tie tugged loose in a flash and I dropped myself down onto the sofa, flicking like frantic through the TV channels. Anything for a fucking distraction, only a distraction couldn’t be found. The TV was pointless, a sea of useless shows which did nothing whatsoever to pull me in. Eventually I flicked it off and turned my attention to my laptop, hoping to at least get some work productivity under my belt for the evening. But that was a useless piece of shit idea too.

I was flicking through auction house listings a few counties over by the time the front door sounded. I peered through the window before I answered, but it was already dark outside and the visitor was too far under the porch to catch sight of.

I should’ve known a mile off it was her.

She was in her knee-length black woollen coat, wrapped up tight. Her hair was styled straight and her lipstick was dark red, just the way I used to like it.

“What do you want?” I asked, not even bothering to smile.

She flashed me that sly little smirk of hers, eyes still frosty as shit. “Aren’t you even going to invite me in before you give me the attitude? Manners cost nothing, Miles.”

Manners cost more than the amount I was willing to spend on Erica fucking Tate these days.

She pushed past me without waiting for an invite, and I pushed the door closed out of habit. She hovered on her heels in the hallway, casting her eyes about the place like anything was likely to have changed these past few months.

“So, what do you want?” I asked again, and she leaned back against the staircase.

“Do you know that little Miss Martin was rubbing herself off in the toilet after the auction today?”

It took everything I had not to suck in breath. I acted as nonplussed as I could, despite the heat flooding through my balls at the thought of little Miss Martin fingering herself. “I have no idea what Faith Martin was doing outside of the auction today. I was otherwise engaged.”

Her eyes were fierce. “She wants you. More than that, actually. I’d say she’s pretty fucking desperate for you. Another dirty little slut wanting a piece of the boss.”

Again I acted nonplussed. I forced a shrug, then headed for the kitchen, pouring out another bourbon.

Her heels clacked loud on the tiles as she followed me. “I mean it, Miles. You need to keep her at arm’s length. The girl stinks of trouble.”

The girl didn’t stink of anything but pretty little pussy, ripe for the taking, but I wasn’t going to tell Erica that. I offered her a shot, my only real attempt at manners and she nodded a yes.

I poured one out and handed it over.

“They always get a sad little crush on you,” she said as she raised the glass to me. “Hot Mr Lindon, the big boss man. No wonder it stokes your ego. Like it needs stoking.”

I sipped a tiny swig of whisky, feeling the familiar twinge of Erica positioning herself for the move.

“What exactly do you fucking want?” I asked again, even though it was a pointless question.

“You know what I fucking want,” she hissed. “The same thing I always fucking want when I come here.”

But tonight was the first night in a thousand my cock didn’t want it back. For the first night in a thousand my cock matched my brain and despised the stupid bitch.

I was prepared when she closed the distance, my eyes as frosty as hers as her hand slid up my chest.

“Don’t try to be standoffish,” she said. “We both know what’s going down here. Stop pretending you’re done. You’re never fucking done, Miles.”

“What happened to you taking Glyn Morris?” I asked, and she laughed her bitchy little chuckle.

“We both know Glyn Morris will never give it like you do. Nobody does. Such a fucking travesty that nobody ever gives it like you do.”

It would have been so easy to slam my lips against hers and take my fill, just like the other billion fucking times she’d come here and laid it on a platter.

Her hand slipped lower. Much fucking lower. “Come on, Miles. Don’t play the prude. We both know you want it like I do.”

But this time she was wrong.

I grabbed her wrist and pulled her away from my suit trousers. “I’m sure Glyn Morris is wanting it pretty hard tonight, you should go over to his.”

Her mouth was a pout. “Glyn Morris can keep wanting. It’s you I want.”

She wrenched her hand away from my grip and for that one moment I let her. Her fingers pressed to my cock through my pants, and I gritted my teeth.

Part of me said I should give it to her. Part of me thought it would be the best way forward by a clear mile, just for the sliver of a chance to forget about Faith Martin for five fucking minutes.

“Come on, Miles,” she said. “We both know you want me. You always do.”

But no. I didn’t. Not this time.

I shook my head, my eyes hard on hers. “Not anymore, I don’t.”

She laughed. An actual fucking laugh, right in my face. “Trying to play hardball?” Her pause was enough for her to step away and pull her coat belt free. “I guess I need to bring out the weaponry then.”

Oh fuck, did she know the weaponry. I held back a grunt as she dropped the coat from her shoulders.

The blouse was just the way I liked it, pure white and nipped in so tight at the waist. The skirt was pleated just right, in its navy blue tartan pattern. But it was the tie. The way it fit so snugly, hanging down just right between her tits.

She was the least convincing schoolgirl in the whole fucking world, but that didn’t matter. My dick sprung into life, balls aching at the sight.

But it wasn’t Erica Tate I was thinking about standing there in that filthy little outfit. It was my sweet little Faith. Of course it was – those blue eyes so needy across that saleroom, just begging to be dressed up like a naughty little girl in her old Arlock Academy school uniform.

“I knew this would be a winner,” Erica laughed. “You really are one filthy sonofabitch, Miles. Schoolgirl never fails with you, you dirty prick.”

I pulled my stare away, shooting my attention back at the bourbon, but it didn’t matter. She closed the distance right back up in a flash, her breath hard in my face, “Come on, sir. Put this dirty little girl over your knee and teach her a lesson.”

If only Erica Tate was the dirty little girl I wanted, life would be so much simpler.

She sighed. “Come on, Miles. How much harder do I have to work for it? Really want me to play this fucking hard for a piece of your dick?”

I closed my eyes when she dropped to her knees, and again it would have been so easy. So fucking simple. But even so, I just couldn’t take it.

Erica’s fingers had barely closed on my belt buckle when I pulled away and moved to the opposite side of the kitchen. It was then that she knew. Really fucking knew.

Her eyes were like daggers as she got to her feet.

“You’re really fucking serious?! You’re really not going to fuck me?”

I held up a hand. “Go to Glyn Morris, I’m sure he’s waiting for his fill.”

It was a hiss that came from her mouth. Her usual tone. “I don’t want Glyn fucking Morris, Miles. I want you.”

My eyes must have said it all when they met hers. Her lips parted, her glare registering the truth in mine.

“Holy fucking shit, you’re really serious,” she said, and grabbed her coat from the floor. “I can’t believe you’re really fucking serious.”

In some ways, neither could I.

She pulled the coat tight around her and re-fastened the belt. “Is this about someone else? Have you met someone?”

How I wished the answer was fucking no, but my gut twisted and fucking lurched, hating myself for what I really wanted.

I shook my head, not quite believing this was happening.

“I haven’t fucked anyone else,” I said. “Really, there’s been nothing between us for months. I really didn’t think it was a big fucking deal.”

She shot a look at the ceiling. “You’re always a big fucking deal in the fucking bedroom, and you fucking know it. Don’t think this is some fucking Shakespearean love affair on my part,” she snapped. “This is about your dick and me wanting to take it. Nothing more. You’re not worth shit besides your fucking dick, Miles.”

I really did hope that was the truth of it.

“Fine,” I said. “Well, sorry I won’t be giving it to you. I’m sure Glyn will happily oblige. Maybe he likes schoolgirls too, so you can get some use out of your outfit.”

“Fuck you,” she said, and her heels were clacking back off towards the front door in a heartbeat.

I didn’t follow.

I’d downed the rest of that bourbon before the door slammed closed behind her, and my cock was already in my hand with Faith Martin’s uniformed little ass in my fucking brain before she would be even halfway down the driveway.













Chapter Seven









Faith

 

If it was even possible for Erica to shoot me a worse glare than usual as I stepped into the office on Monday morning, she did.

I guessed it was hearing me with my hand down my knickers before the weekend, but even so, I figured she’d already hated me as much as humanly possible before that embarrassing little run in. She’d certainly seemed to.

Still, nothing could take the grin from my face as I slipped behind my desk and waited for Mr Lindon to come and collect me.

Brayburn’s was calling, and the excitement was already fizzing up high.

I busied myself taking phone calls and pinging replies to query emails, trying not to count down the minutes too hard.

It was almost ten a.m. when he appeared in front of my desk, his coat draped over his arm as he waited for me to finish up on the phone with Mrs Evans.

“Are you ready to hit the road?” he asked when I dropped the receiver, and I nodded. I’d be ready to hit anything in this world if it meant I could be next to him for the day.

I followed him to the main exit, doing a silly little dash ahead as he held the door open for me. He gestured to his car, a big black Mercedes saloon with huge leather seats that gobbled me up when I slipped into the passenger side.

I clipped my seatbelt in place, tingling all over as he dropped into the driver’s side.

“Brayburn’s is quite a drive,” he said, and I nodded.

“I don’t mind travelling,” I replied, and I wasn’t lying.

He pulled out of the car park and set the radio going along with the sat nav. I tried to stare ahead, but I was burning up, so aware of him being there that I couldn’t sit still without fidgeting. I could smell him, too. A fresh, citrus smell that had me warm between the legs. But there was more to it. Something heavier and deeper. Something rich like mahogany and amber and incense and perfection. So much that had me aching to get closer to smell him more.

I wondered if he could smell me, if he liked the smell of me, but those thoughts had my cheeks burning up. I turned my gaze to the side window, told myself to think of something else.

“What did you think of your first auction then?” he asked as we headed out of town.

Another flash of embarrassment flared up in my belly at the thought of my dash to the bathroom. “It was amazing,” I said, and my words ran away with me. “You were amazing.”

I felt his eyes on me. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

There was so much I wanted to say. So much that I wanted to blurt out like a crazy idiot trying to make the most of my first truly alone time with him in years. I wanted to tell him I’d been thinking of the garden non-stop ever since, and knew he remembered it too. I wanted to tell him I’d seen him looking at me from the podium, and couldn’t stand how much I wanted him right back.

I wanted to tell him it was nearly my birthday. Nearly my eighteenth birthday. That I was nearly a woman wanting a man for her first proper time, and I wanted him to be that man. I wanted him to be the man who would take me.

But I said nothing.

I bopped my head to the radio track and stared out of that windscreen and hated how I was falling so crazy short of the plan Holly and I had conjured up on the cricket pitch over the weekend. In the cold light of day, it really did seem ridiculous that I’d be anything like the tantalising temptress laying it all out like we’d plotted.

“So, how are you finding the office?” he asked, and I shot up a smile.

“I love it,” I told him, and meant it. “It’s everything I dreamed.”

“Really?” he asked, and I nodded. “Well, I am glad about that. I’m pleased your summer experience will be worthwhile.”

My summer experience could be a whole world more than the office alone could show me. My belly did a weird little flip at the thought. The need.

But this wasn’t the Mr Lindon I’d dreamed I’d to be going to Brayburn’s with. I’d imagined the dirty Mr Lindon with the burning eyes, eating me up on the way to the client’s place. I’d imagined the Mr Lindon I’d been masturbating over for years, finally reaching out to grab at me.

This Mr Lindon was professional and calm and everything I admired in the office.

I just wanted so much more. Needed so much more.

“Thank you for teaching me,” I said, and it came out more like a whisper.

That seemed to do something at least. He started a little in his seat, tensing up and pretending it was all about changing lanes, but it wasn’t. I knew it wasn’t. I could feel it.

“You’re welcome, Faith,” he said back, and his voice was lower this time.

I loved him saying my name. I wished I could ask him to say it again. Over and over.

It took everything I had to find the confidence to turn my head to face him. His profile was striking, his jaw so hard and firm. The shadow of stubble was brooding and hot and begging for my fingers to brush against the bristle.

Mr Lindon was beautiful. Absolutely beautiful.

He must have felt my stare, but didn’t shoot even the slightest look back in my direction.

“Brayburn’s should be a good outing for you,” he said, and his tone was flat again.

Fighting it.

Fighting us.

“I hope so,” I said back. “I’ve been excited.”

I made sure to linger on excited. Because I had been excited about it. Really excited about it.

Excited about him more than anything.

He swallowed. He actually swallowed, and his attempt to play it mundane was lost in that one tiny moment.

I daren’t believe it, but I had to. I believed it because it was real. I could feel it.

He wanted me.

He really did want me.

“I’ve been so excited about doing this for years,” I said, and couldn’t stop. “I’ve been excited about the antiques. I’ve been excited about the auctions.” I paused, trying my best to push myself. “I’ve been excited about you, Mr Lindon. About working with you.”

Another swallow from him and I couldn’t stand the flutter anymore. It was right through me, and I was burning up, even though it was stupid and I was an idiot who should know it would never go anywhere. How could it?

But it did. It really did.

“I love how excited you get, Faith,” he said. “It’s a delight to watch.”

I’m sure my cheeks were bright pink. I’m sure it must have been peeking through my foundation.

And that’s when I got the first real sight of him, the dirty Mr Lindon I’d been dreaming of.

“Good little girls get excited about learning their lessons, Faith,” he said, and his tone wasn’t flat anymore. It was alive, alive and deep and dirty.

“I am excited about learning my lessons from you, Mr Lindon, sir,” I said, and it was a whisper. Just a dirty, filthy whisper.

A whisper that did something.

He’d just turned his head to face me, his eyes eating mine up just right for the tiniest beat when the phone ring started up through the car stereo. The office number flashed up on the dashboard screen.

And just like that, it was over.

He cleared his throat and answered the call, and he was back to normal, done and finished. His voice was just the same as always as he talked Rachel on reception through some auction figures from Friday.

I looked out of the passenger window as he went through the details, knowing in my heart that the moment was done. My thighs were still pressed together and I wanted him so much it hurt, but I knew it was broken apart for today, gone in a flash with the stupid phone call.

Sure enough, the conversation turned back into the safe zone once his conversation with Rachel was done.

He asked me about Maple and Co. Antiques and what I liked so much about them. He asked about how many writing slopes I’d seen and whether I’d actually used them to work on. He asked me about the TV shows around college and who my favourite celebrity auctioneers were, and the whole time I answered I kept my smile up bright and meant it.

Even though I was craving so much more, I meant it.

We were at Brayburn’s before I knew it. He pulled up in their car park and reached for his briefcase from the back, and I was pleased to be here. Even though I wanted so much more, I was pleased to be here.

I told him so.

“Thanks,” I said, before we got to their main entrance. “I’m really grateful you brought me here. I’m really looking forward to it.”

His smile was amazing and unexpected. One of the ones I’d known so well when I was just a little girl.

Proud.

He looked proud of me.

It made my heart flutter to a whole different tune.

“You’re very welcome, little princess,” he said, and I could barely move, not even when he held the door open.

He hadn’t called me that in years.













Chapter Eight









Miles

 

Thank holy fuck we got to Brayburn’s. I was torn in half, the two sides at each other’s throats and being mediated by the only version of me with any sense left in his skull.

On one side was the man who loved the sweet little girl who’d captured my heart over a lifetime. I loved her enthusiasm for life, and her cute little tone, and the way she tried so hard to be such a sharp little cookie. On the other side was the filthy dirty Miles who was craving with every cell in his deviant body to make that little princess mine.

It was the sane, rational business version of me that was holding the line in any way fucking steady.

Her eyes were wide as I held the door open for her, a little gasp of breath sounding out before she stepped over the threshold. I cleared my throat and headed for the reception desk, cursing myself to get a fucking grip until Graham Brayburn came on through.

I introduced him to Faith as soon as he arrived with us, and sure enough his eyes roved right the way over her. She grinned back at him immune.

His nod at me over her head spoke volumes, but I couldn’t bring myself to nod back. I couldn’t bring myself to do anything but scowl right on over at him.

He shook it off and got down to business as soon as we were through to his office. We spoke about what kind of antiques he was interested in for the suites at his Quayside hotel and what we should be keeping an eye out for. I tried to keep my eyes on him, but I couldn’t stop the way they flitted over to my side, soaking up Faith’s big baby blues as she swallowed up every little thing he was saying.

I wasn’t expecting her to chip in with thoughts of her own, but they seemed to come naturally. A simplicity in her tone sang a truly beautiful tune.

“Have you thought about an ebonised credenza?” she asked him. “If you want the contrast with the white of the walls, it could look so impressive with the painted front panel.”

And she was right. Holy fuck, she was right.

Graham knew it just as well as I did.

“An ebonised credenza would be perfect for that spot,” he said. “Please do keep an eye out for one.”

Her smile was a beacon. A gorgeous little beacon of pride.

It made my heart soar higher than my fucking dick for once.

Once she had the confidence from that one success, she was very forthcoming with some other ideas. They were all truly exceptional little gems of instinct.

By the time we wrapped up for the afternoon she had a whole page full of her own scribbles in addition to mine.

She shook his hand so hard before saying goodbye, and his nod over her head this time was about a whole load more than her ass in her pencil skirt.

“Lovely to meet you,” he said to her, and meant it.

“Really pleased to meet you too,” she said right back.

I couldn’t stop staring at her as we crossed the car park. Her happiness was palpable, blooming out from her bright enough to burn.

“Well done to the clever pumpkin,” I said when we were back in the car.

“Thanks,” she said, and that grin of hers was at full radiance. “I really loved it.”

We talked about his requests and went over the details afresh, and for once it was the good man Miles who won the battle. The one that had adored that little girl since she was a tiny little dot eating her cereals. I couldn’t stop the way I smiled at her and told her she was a sharp little cookie. I couldn’t stop the way I was beaming with pride for the good girl who’d done so well.

At first she loved it, I could see it in her eyes beaming back at me.

At first she was that little girl so pleased to have been so good and so clever.

But then it changed. Slowly but surely on the drive back home it changed.

Until she didn’t want it anymore.

“You really have got a talent for matching the items with the buyers,” I said again with the same proud smile on my face. “That’s my girl, princess. You always were such a little smartie.”

And that’s when she shifted. That’s when the first flare of something else zapped out to bite me.

“I’m not a little smartie anymore,” she said, and there was a fire in her voice I hadn’t heard before.

“Sorry?” I said, genuinely taken aback.

“I’m not a little smartie,” she said again. “I’m not a cookie, or a pumpkin, or a sweetie pie. I’m me, Faith. Nearly a woman who wants to be a woman. I’ll be eighteen in two weeks.”

Oh, how it hit me. I felt it smash me in the gut, the quiet rage in her words.

The split between the two sides of me took a whole new turn. On one side was the man who wanted to apologise and say I’d respect her more in her age, and it was an oversight. On the other was the man who wanted to pull this car over to the side of the road, wrench her over my lap and tug that pencil skirt up high, and tell her she’d be my little girl however I fucking wanted her to be and learn her lessons without any backchat, pumpkin or cookie or whatever the fuck I wanted to call her with my fingers stretching that tight little cunt open wide.

I went silent. Brooding. My brain ticking as my pulse quickened.

“Everyone treats me like I’m a little kid,” she continued. “I’m always the silly little baby who has to eat her vegetables, and I’m sick of it. I don’t want it anymore.”

I fought back the urge to ask her what she did want. Because it would be dangerous. I already knew what the answer would be.

The same fucking thing I wanted. My cock to be the one to claim that tight little snatch and make her mine.

“You’re still your parents’ little girl,” I said. “That’s a lovely thing.”

She shook her head. “It’s a lovely thing when you’re five. Not when you’re almost old enough to get a mortgage.”

I couldn’t hold back the smirk at that. “I don’t think you’ll ever stop being your dad’s little girl. However many mortgages you get.”

Her shrug was a stroppy teenager’s. “Yeah, well, as long as I eat my broccoli I guess.”

“It’s the adults who eat the broccoli,” I said. “The kids all want the jelly beans and the chocolate sprinkles.”

“Maybe being a kid isn’t so bad then on that score.” She stretched her legs out in the footwell and let out a sigh. “Sorry,” she said. “I just don’t want to be a kid in the office as well as at home.”

“And you won’t be,” I told her. “You’ll never be a kid in the office, not while you’re putting as much in as you’re putting in. You’re very much a member of the team.”

I felt her eyes on me, even though mine were on the road ahead. “It’s not just the office I’m worried about,” she said, and looked away.

I should have left it quiet. Should have turned up the radio and changed the fucking topic and buried all thoughts of that pretty little snatch and how I wanted to feast on it, but I couldn’t. Filthy prick Miles won out in that one fucking moment.

“What else are you worried about, little girl?” I asked, and the irony in my tone was in a whole fucking league of its own.

It was her breath. Quick. Little gasps that had my cock pulsing. Because she felt it. She knew it.

I didn’t think she was going to be able to answer my question. The silence was so heavy it was alive in the car between us, pulsing all on its own.

But then she did.

Just one sharp little word, barely a whisper.

“You.”

I made her say it again.

“What else are you worried about, little girl?” I asked for the second time, and this time she knew what I was demanding.

She turned her face to mine and my eyes were waiting for hers.

“You,” she said, and the whisper was slightly louder this time. “I’m worried about you, Mr Lindon, sir.” She found her voice a little more, summoning up one last bit of that fire. “I’m not a little girl anymore. Don’t treat me like one.”

Oh fuck, how I was going to treat her like one.

I pulled the car sharp off to the left and the upcoming services. I didn’t bother with the main car park, just pulled right on up in the first part of layby and turned off the engine. We sat in silence, both of us breathing heavy, and I was still trying to fight it. Trying my fucking best with my cock busting to get fucking free from my pants and into that chopsy little mouth of hers.

“This shouldn’t happen,” I said. “This really can’t happen. It’s not right.”

“But I want it…” she said. “Mr Lindon, I really want it. I want you to be my first. I’ll be eighteen soon. I really want it to be you.”

I closed my eyes, trying to fucking battle it, but I heard her twitch in her seat, and all I could picture were those dainty little fingers between her legs.

“Show me how much you want it,” I said, and hated myself for it. “Touch that sweet little pussy for me and show me.”

Her gasp was divine. Her fingers were shaking as she spread those thighs nice and wide for me.

“That’s it,” I growled. “That’s a good girl. Show me.”

She bit her lip. She actually fucking bit her lip. I wanted to lean on over and bite it for her.

But I couldn’t. I fucking couldn’t.

Even I couldn’t bring myself to fucking do this.

I slammed my hands against the steering wheel.

“No,” I said and meant it this time. “No, Faith. I can’t. We can’t.”

Her eyes were so hurt. “But there’s nothing wrong… I’m a woman… I’m totally legal, I’ll be even older… eighteen soon… we can do this…”

I shook my head. “I can’t,” I said again. “You’re my employee. Colin’s daughter. There’s nothing ok about this.” I started the car back up. “And there never will be.”

I imagine my tone must have been definite enough to sting. She spun to face the window and didn’t say another word. Not as I pulled out of the service station and not all the way back the rest of the way home.

I dropped her outside her parents’ house and hated myself all over again when she bailed out of the car.

“I’ll see you at work in the morning,” I said, and barely got a nod out of her.

I watched her all the way up her driveway, and cursed myself some fucking more before I drove away.













Chapter Nine









Faith

 

He wasn’t going to do it. Not with me.

It hurt like absolute hell.

I knew he wanted it. Holy crap, he wanted it as much as I did, and I knew it now for sure. But he wasn’t going to do it, not with him believing it was so damn wrong.

It wasn’t wrong. I really was a woman, just a few weeks from my eighteenth birthday. All of my friends at college had been with guys loads of times over. I was the sad little virgin behind everyone else, not some little schoolgirl making him some filthy weirdo.

I couldn’t stop the tears as I lay listening to my Mr Lindon playlist in bed that night. I’d been pinging Holly like crazy, and she’d been trying to tell me to chill out and it would still happen, but I didn’t believe her. Not anymore.

I didn’t believe anything good was going to come out of us after the car episode. He just seemed so strong. So strong and so sure he should say no.

Why was he so damn sure he should say no?

The next day had me feeling like a zombie in the office. Numb to everything. It was better that way than feeling so damn broken.

I saw him in the main office in the morning, enough for a smile and a hello, but that was all there was to it. With a wave and nothing more he was out of the office with his briefcase at just gone lunchtime, and I knew then that he’d be away for the rest of the day.

Avoiding me.

He was definitely avoiding me.

It only hurt even more.

It was only when Rachel came buzzing around my desk needing some Brayburn’s listings from the day previous that I had to snap into my office best and dive in to help her.

“I really need it today,” she said. “I need to start the research net up ready.”

I knew roughly what lists he’d been using and typing up that morning. I could remember them clearly as well as my own.

“Erica’s over at the property office,” Rachel said. “She’s probably not going to be back before the day is out. Do you think you could head into Mr Lindon’s office and scope it out for me? His phone’s ringing through to voicemail.”

I got a weird little shiver at the thought of being in his space, so close to him even in his absence, and then came the pang of rejection again.

He just didn’t want me. Not enough to act on it.

Maybe I wasn’t the kind of girl he really wanted. Maybe Penny Andrews had just been a one off, and he didn’t want anything like her again.

Maybe I just wasn’t enough.

Maybe, maybe, maybe. None of it really mattered. Not right now.

“I’ll go and see if I can find it,” I said to Rachel and got to my feet.

It felt weird going into Mr Lindon’s office when he was out of it. I looked through the papers on his desk but found nothing, and I guess it was luck that meant his computer hadn’t quite closed down properly when he’d put it to sleep. The screen started right up again with him logged in as soon as I moved his mouse an inch.

His documents were easy to look through, not a surprise since he was clearly super well organised, and I had no problem whatsoever finding just the list Rachel was looking for. I pinged it right through to her email with a smiley emoticon.

That’s when I should have logged out and made an exit, but I didn’t. I guess it was the bad girl Faith poking her naughty little head out and wanting to play a bit, but I didn’t want to leave Mr Lindon’s space without finding out something valuable about the man I was besotted with.

I clicked on his internet browser and knew I shouldn’t. The history showed everything you’d expect from auction sites to the local weather, and I scrolled through carelessly on and on. Until it hit me. A listing amongst the others, barely poking its face out. But once I’d seen that one I saw it over and over. The same running theme right through the days and days of history.

Schoolgirl porn. Loads and loads of it.

Dirty little girls being punished, and used, and pushed to their limits by filthy men who made them take it all.

I watched some of it with an open mouth, not quite believing I’d hit the jackpot like this. I sat in Mr Lindon’s office chair and watched the same pornography he’d watched in this seat, and knew there was no way he hadn’t been thinking of me. No way. Not with so many of the girls in these videos looking so much like I did.

Sure, he’d meant it when he said he wasn’t going to cross the line. I knew he’d meant it. But this was something else. An escape for the obvious. Him fighting back the obvious. The obvious that he really did want me and was battling it as hard as I was craving it.

I tried not to keep watching those videos, knowing full well the history showing would be changed, and there was no way he wouldn’t see someone had been snooping if he clicked back just a touch. Still, I couldn’t stop myself.

I wanted to see what he’d been watching. What he wanted. What he needed.

I wanted to see exactly who he was when he was being that dirty Mr Lindon, and what I could do to make him mine.

I copied all the video web addresses and sent them through to my private email from his work one. I tried to leave his office and get back to my normal work responsibilities, but I couldn’t bring myself to leave his desk before I’d really enjoyed being at it.

I definitely shouldn’t have clicked through his gallery folders.

Most of them were of auction furniture, and on any normal day I’d have loved looking at them. But there was more this time. A few extra clicks brought me to a joined up directory with his home PC from the looks of it, and I knew I was being a total nosey little bitch as I clicked on through and made my way around.

First it was nothing, just pictures of Mr Lindon on his mountain bike and out at some socials with friends. I loved those anyway.

Next it was him with some girls from the office, one of them Penny Andrews.

Then it was Penny Andrews, in a school uniform just like mine from Arlock Academy.

Then it was Penny Andrews being taken out of it with his fingers so deep inside her.

I was shaking like a leaf when there was a picture of him along with her. He was naked and he was beautiful. Absolutely damn beautiful.

His chest was so solid, with just a smattering of dark hair. His shoulders were broad and strong and his arm muscles were ripped and ready to throw her however he wanted to throw her.

And there was his cock. His cock just ready to push inside her mouth.

Oh damn, he was big. I hadn’t seen one in person before, but I didn’t need to. I’d seen enough videos to know he was big.

Penny Andrews clearly knew he was big too. Her eyes were wide and wild, and her mouth was open as far as she could stretch it.

Shit, how I needed that to be me.

I knew full well there was no way I should be looking at this stuff, not in a million years, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

I hadn’t been expecting to stumble across such utter filthiness on his machine, nowhere near, but I also hadn’t expected him to push his way back through his office door without so much as a second’s warning to help me click on out of there.

My face must have said a lot, but I stumbled over my words regardless as he closed the gap.

“I needed the listings… for Rachel…” I said, only just managing to get to a safe screen before he was right up behind me.

“Fine,” he said, but his voice was gruff. “I told her she should have left a voicemail, not just left the calls ringing out.”

I bundled right on out of there and he slipped into his seat, his finger click, click, clicking on his mouse button.

“I sent them through to her,” I said, like that made any difference in the slightest.

“Good,” he replied.

I didn’t wait another minute in his space. I daren’t. I just turned away with a wave and made my way right on out of there.

I just hope I escaped the raid into his space unscathed.

Maybe there could be such a thing as a miracle.

Or maybe not.













Chapter Ten









Miles

 

She’d left it open. Not by choice, clearly. No. My impromptu reappearance in the doorway had seen to that.

There it was, as bold as brass, minimised on my taskbar alongside the Brayburn’s spreadsheet. I didn’t know whether to scowl or smirk as I called up the picture of me alongside filthy little Penny. My dick strained regardless, the confusion not stretching that far down.

My cock knew what it wanted. My cock knew how I felt about Faith sneaking her eyes over pictures of me about to stretch Penny’s mouth open nice and fucking wide.

My cock knew I wanted to teach my dirty Faith some fucking manners by choking her hard, my length all the way down that sweet little throat of hers.

I pushed myself back in my seat, cursing my aching balls. Cursing my own stupidity for having the girl take a summer job in this place. Cursing fucking everything.

Clicking onto my web browser seemed the obvious choice, and I clicked on history to call up another round of my favourite filthy schoolgirl videos. A release from the tension by spurting over some horny little bitches seemed by far the best option, but that’s when another round of need slammed me in the gut, another dirty little surprise all ready to greet me.

My browser history was one long stream of filth. Every dirty video from my backlog was right there in one solid line, all of them clicked and viewed by that nosey little innocent princess.

Oh, naughty Faith. Such a bad little girl indeed.

It took every scrap of self-restraint not to pick up my telephone handset and summon her into my office in that one paltry second. How I tried to make that self-restraint last, and how I failed. It lasted three minutes tops before I crumbled, morality done and dusted, consequences be fucking damned. The phone was in my hand, finger hovering over her extension button when the universe stepped in to lend me a helping hand.

The ping of my email was enough to grab my attention for a heartbeat, flashing up onscreen. It was Colin Martin’s name in bold that held it there, my gut already swimming in protest at my own disgusting needs.

The title was Birthday. The topic was Faith.

Hey Miles, just checking you can make our little sweetheart’s birthday party? We’re doing it as a surprise at ours, a week this Saturday.

Can’t believe our little girl is going to be eighteen. She’s still such a baby.

Really hope you can make it.

How those words hit hard.

Hard enough, at least.

She’s still such a baby.

I slammed that handset down like it was my fucking auction hammer and made my decision all over again.

No. I wouldn’t be letting my filth take the reins. Not with Faith Martin. Not for every scrap of need in the fucking world. I gritted my teeth and pictured her in her bedroom as a little one with that little fluff ball of a kitten in her arms, forcing myself to get a damn fucking grip. And then I replied to her dad.

I’ll be there.

Three simple words that had me reeling.

Three simple words which also had me acting, taking control like the man I should be.

I drew up the office calendar and made some arrangements I should have made on day one. I scheduled Faith in with the different members of the team in a far more structured setting. I set her up to shadow the finance team for a whole week straight, and Stephen on warehousing for a few days afterwards. I put her with Rachel on reception to handle client visits for another full week after that, and Mel in admin to teach her purchase reporting. It was enough to block her out and keep her at arm’s length.

Sure enough, as I surveyed my calendar amendments, I could let out a breath of relief. It was safe, and it was done.

I wished I didn’t feel so utterly shit for it as I fired off the instruction email to everyone in the office, Faith included. I wished it was purely about the ache in my balls and not a pang of something so much deeper.

So much more dangerous.

A pang I should never be acknowledging.

I wished I’d never seen the talent in that girl. The enthusiasm in that girl. The passion in that girl.

I wished I’d never seen the sparkle in her eyes, or the sweetness in her smile, or the way she was so confident and so humble both at once.

I wished I didn’t want to be her first with every nerve in my fucking body.

Replies came in from everyone in the office as the afternoon ticked on. Everyone except her. A whole host of sounds great, and can’t wait, and I’ll make sure she covers everything. But nothing from the girl at the centre of it all.

She was still in her seat as I left the office for the day. I shouldn’t have met her eyes, but I did – a cursory glance that should have lasted a moment. But I was caught, my eyes to her beautiful big blue eyes. And the pain in them.

Fuck, how it ate me up inside to see the pain in them.

She dragged her stare away, but it didn’t make a scrap of difference. That pain was still there, burning hard. Her fingers tapped at her keyboard, but her whole body was alive with it. The pain of rejection so tangible I could feel it.

I’d have given anything to reach out and grab that tight little body and pull her close. I’d have given anything to tip that face to mine and tell her that she was too much of a sweet little girl for a deviant fucking asshole like me to take ownership of.

That I’d hurt her. Stretch her until she screamed and squirted and cried sweet tears at just how tender that dirty little pussy was. That I’d make her mine in the filthiest of all fucking ways over and over.

That she’d be a dirty little slut spread open wide and I’d make her beg for it.

That she’d be punished. Choked. Violated. Used and abused and fucked so fucking hard.

And then I’d tell her how she was worth so much more.

But I said nothing at all, just wrenched myself away and left her to it. I held up a hand to the women in the office as I left that place, marching headstrong out to my car and forcing myself away from there.

Home did nothing to ease my tension. I fired up my laptop and replied to client emails, keeping my attention on that as much as I could manage, and was pretty much wrapped up to completion by the time another Colin Martin email came pinging through.

Party starts at 2p.m. Great you can make it. Faith will be thrilled.

If only he knew the fucking truth of it.













Chapter Eleven









Faith

 

I tried my best to move past it. I kept my smile bright around the office, and gave my all to learning from the lovely women in the finance team trying to teach me that week, but my belly was a mess of nerves and hurt and disappointment. My dreams were in pieces, no matter what Holly had to say about it still being guaranteed I’d end up taking him. Mr Lindon was barely in the same room as me, barely even raising a hand to me on his way through the finance office anymore.

He was done with me.

Well and truly done with me.

I should’ve given up. I should’ve accepted that Mr Lindon wasn’t going to be the one. I should’ve faced that I’d been floating around on a fantasy and nothing more.

But I couldn’t. Not with that pile of schoolgirl videos I’d sent to myself from his email whizzing through my brain every night while I was trying to get to sleep.

I sat on the pavilion with Holly on Friday night, frowning and showing my true colours to the one friend who truly got them. She slung her arm around my shoulders and puffed on her cigarettes and kept her grin up bright.

“You do know he’s shunting you away because he wants a piece of you so bad, right?” she said. “Believe me, he’s as desperate for this shit as you are.”

I shook my head. “He’s been pushing me away for weeks on end, so the calendar says. He’s really planning on keeping me away from him. For all time, probably.”

She shrugged. “Yeah, so he might be. Doesn’t mean he’s gonna succeed.”

That’s where the twinge came in. The twinge I couldn’t get past. I couldn’t imagine Mr Lindon failing at anything he put his mind to. He was too strong, too sure, too wise and smart and amazing.

I told Holly so and she laughed out loud.

“I’m sure he’s good at most shit, but the guy’s holed up in his office, jerking off to schoolgirl porn to stop himself fucking you senseless. Hell, he told you to finger yourself in his car.” She paused with an even bigger grin on her face. “He’s probably jerking one off at home right now, thinking of shooting his load down your throat.”

I couldn’t hold back a laugh of my own when she made a blowjob motion.

“Seriously, he won’t even look at me in work right now,” I countered.

“All the more reason to think he’s falling short on his willpower.”

Jeez, how I wished he was falling short on his willpower.

Eventually we turned the conversation in other directions. We talked about her job at the hairdressers and how she fancied the guy who worked in the store across the road, and how I was absolutely loving learning the antiques industry, with or without Mr Lindon. We talked about my eighteenth and how my parents hadn’t even mentioned it yet, bar talking about heading out to a restaurant next weekend.

Maybe the glitter and cupcakes really were over this year.

Holly shook her head when I mentioned it. “There’s no way your parents will ditch glitter and cupcakes. You’ll be hitting retirement and your dad will still be looking at you like you’re five years old.”

She had that right.

“Come to me for the birthday evening if you’ve got nothing else on,” she suggested. “We’ll have a sleepover like old times, only this time with some prosecco to go along with our crappy reality TV viewing.”

The thought was surprisingly appealing. Appealing enough that I mentioned it to Mum and Dad when I got back home for the night.

They looked at each other for a fair few seconds before answering with great, sweetie, and I marked it down in my mental calendar as birthday activities to bring in womanhood. Seemingly I’d still be a virgin for a fair chunk of it at this rate.

Monday morning saw Mr Lindon ignoring me afresh, but I didn’t let it get me down any more than absolutely essential. I really was nearly eighteen, a serious young woman, and one who really was dedicated to being an auctioneer herself one day. I soaked up everything humanly possible from the finance team, even able to draw up some transport invoices myself by the time I moved on from there. I ended up in the saleroom and the Lindon Associates van for the rest of the week, working with their storage and warehouse guy, Stephen.

I guess it was the end of my first day with him that I first noticed the way his eyes hung onto me when he was talking. He was twenty-one, Rachel on reception had told me with nudges and winks during my first week there, but I hadn’t really given him any thought. Hadn’t even looked in his direction much when he’d called into the main office, either.

Here in the saleroom and the warehouse out the back it was just us, me and him, and the way he was walking so close to me. His smile was a good one, and his jeans were low slung, and I wished I could take a photo on my phone to whizz on over to Holly to get her interest, but I kept about my work without staring back at him, burning up just a little to feel the way he was checking me out.

There was only one man for me in this entire universe, but if there wasn’t… if there wasn’t then maybe… just maybe a guy like Stephen could one day be the one to grab my interest.

“Heard it was your birthday tomorrow,” he said before we left work on Friday night.

I flashed him a smile. “Eighteen years old, adulthood here I come.”

He shunted one of the bureaus back against the racking. “Maybe I could take you out for a couple of birthday drinks. Celebrate your big day.”

My cheeks flushed, I felt them in a beat, not quite expecting to be asked out on a date by a guy working next to me.

“I, um… I’m not sure what my weekend plans are yet…” I told him, and held up a teapot to the light to check out its pattern.

His smile was cocky. Confident. Unbelievably confident. “Next week then,” he said. “Just tell me what night you’re free.”

“I’ll have to check my diary,” I lied. “I don’t really know…”

His laugh was as cocky as his smile. “Well, let me know when you work it out,” he said, and headed for the exit, his day done.

He held the door open, and smirked again as I dipped under his arm to step on through. I felt the heat from the way he was looking at me, and couldn’t meet his eyes, just flushed again and dashed on by. Dashed on by and almost straight into Mr Lindon standing there in the saleroom. I met his eyes in a flash, my cheeks burning up all the harder as his expression dropped from stern into something else.

Something heavy and fierce and full of fire.

Something I absolutely loved to the heart of me.

Stephen came swaggering up behind me, and I flinched in shock as his arm landed around my shoulders. He gripped me tight with a squeeze.

“Hey, Mr Lindon,” he said. “Faith is hot to trot with the help she’s giving. Think I can have her next week too?”

There was something in it. Something about it. Some lingering way that he focused on have her when he got the words out. I felt the ground opening underneath me, not sure where the hell to look as Mr Lindon’s stare shifted to the guy at my side.

“No,” he said, and his tone was clipped and cold. “You can’t have her next week.”

“Damn,” Stephen said, with a laugh in his voice. “I guess I’ll have to have her outside of work, then.”

His arm was still hooked tight around my shoulders, and when he stepped on through the saleroom my legs went with his on instinct, even if my eyes stayed on the man I adored. I turned my head, and his was turning too, both of us locked in vision as I kept on moving.

My belly fluttered and pained both at once, and I watched as his hands clasped in fists at his sides, his whole body rigid.

But then I was gone, outside in the main office and still held in Stephen’s grasp as he guided us through to the main reception exit.

“Alright then, soon to be birthday girl,” he said in the car park before letting me go. “You have a great weekend, and make sure you check out your calendar for next week.”

I nodded, daring to smile a little, even though I had no intention whatsoever of checking out my calendar for any guy who wasn’t Mr Lindon. More fool me.

“Thanks for showing me the ropes,” I said, and meant it.

He didn’t wait to watch me leave, just flashed me one final glance before heading off on foot.

I pulled out my phone to fire off a message to Holly, telling her again what a hot potential suitor Stephen could be for her, and couldn’t help but laugh to myself as a load of winks and obscenities came back in response to my description.

The laughter was still going strong as I set off on foot myself, well and truly ready for a birthday weekend of a load more laughter with my awesome friend.

The sound of footsteps behind me was enough to get my attention, and I was gasping in shock for the second time in a row as a hand clasped tight on my arm.

I spun in a flash, staring up at the figure behind me who kept that grip tight. He was fresh from the office, the sternness of his expression still harsh enough to burn.

“Stephen Jones is no fucking good for you,” my insanely perfect boss told me, in barely more than a growl. “Stay clear of him.”

I tugged my arm away, trying to work out why the hell he was suddenly so bothered about speaking to me, but he seemed to come to his senses and stepped back, his brows loosening as he regained some kind of composure.

“What’s wrong with Stephen?” I asked, my belly aflutter all over again.

“Everything as far as you’re concerned,” he said.

I shrugged, just a little. “Is that why you chased me out here? To tell me Stephen Jones is no good for me?”

His jaw was gritted, his eyes still fierce. “No,” he said, but didn’t elaborate.

“Why then?” I pushed. “Why did you chase me outside?”

I didn’t know what he was going to say, especially when he closed the distance back up between us so tight I could feel the heat of him. He must have been able to feel my shudder right back at him, the quickness of my breath as I felt him there.

“What do you want for your birthday, little girl?” he asked, his voice a rasp in my ear. It had that edge again. That filthy edge that drove me crazy.

My answer was instant. Soft and shivery and every bit the little girl he told me I was.

“You,” I whispered.

“What do you want from me exactly, Faith?”

I could barely breathe. “I want you to be my first,” I told him. “Please, Mr Lindon, sir. I want you to be my first.”

I could have cursed as we were interrupted for the eight millionth time. It always happened, every single time I was getting somewhere, someone always had to come and wreck it like an asshole.

This time the asshole was Rachel, again, although once again she didn’t mean to be. She came on up with a smile and slipped her hand through my arm. Mr Lindon was already away from me, stepping back and creating a distance before she’d even noticed our closeness.

“I’m walking your way, birthday girl,” Rachel said. “Let’s hook up for the journey.”

What choice did I have but to join her?

It didn’t make any difference. Mr Lindon’s choice was to watch me leave.













Chapter Twelve









Miles

 

Of all the things I was in this life, indecisive wasn’t one of them. I didn’t manage my business, or my ambitions, or succeed in so many of this world’s opportunities without sureness of will or intention.

She, my sweet Faith, was the nemesis to my surety. An unscratchable tickle that wouldn’t be tamed. A flicker of a flame I was unable to snuff out.

I didn’t know which I hated more. My own deviant desires and my inability to make them fuck the hell off, or the way I was back and forth like a prick of a pendulum, for and against spearing that begging little pussy with the stability of a toddler on an ice rink.

One thing that was for sure, I was done with the flimsy bullshit and my own lacklustre willpower. It was in or out, finally for the taking or done with the whole lot of it.

Another thing that was most definitely for sure – there was no way that cocky little prick Stephen Jones was going to be the one taking her.

I wrote out the birthday card for my pretty little girl, and my hand paused with the pen held tight. As of today she was eighteen. An official adult. Certainly ripe for the taking by anyone who wasn’t morally barred. By anyone who wasn’t me, her dad’s friend and employer. Her employer along with it.

I couldn’t believe I was truly contemplating it with a rational mind in the light of day, let alone acting on it, but I did. My hand worked of its own accord, my writing a flash of italics as I finished up the happy birthday message with an added sentence below.

I do have a special birthday present waiting for you, little girl. Be sure to come and take it.

My cock was already hard as I folded that envelope closed and sealed it tight. I slipped it into my inside pocket, despite hating myself for my plan to give it to her.

Then it was time.

I checked out my hair in the mirror, neat and slick, and smoothed down the lapels on my jacket. Yes, I was very much the professional looking Mr Lindon everyone knew so well, even if the interior was anything fucking but.

I hadn’t been to Colin and Diana’s house for quite some time. Two years in fact. I walked up their driveway with strong steps, pushing my way straight around to the back garden where I could hear the activity already underway. Sure enough the celebrations were for a young girl and not for the woman stepping into the new phase of life. The row of bright pink balloons guiding my route through to their gathering were the same kind they’d been gracing her with from the very beginning. The party music was the same playlist that had been playing a decade ago.

And there she was in the heart of it all. The beautiful Faith Martin in her beautiful pink dress, just like the usual celebrations. Only this time the dress was different – fitted, where previously it was bouncy and flared, hugging those curves proud on display in a way that made my mouth water.

For once her hair was swept up completely, not so much as a tendril spiralling down that elegant long neck of hers. Her lips were perfectly pink to match the rest of her, and her eyes were the most stunning blue in the sunshine. She was stunning, as always.

I was staring hard at her when her eyes found mine amongst the gathered visitors. Those eyes widened and that pretty pink mouth dropped open, and she was shocked. Visibly shocked to see me there.

That delicious surprise only made me want her all the more.

Colin exclaimed when he too saw me in attendance, and charged right on over to shake my hand.

“Feels like a lifetime since you were last here!” he said, and he was right on that score.

“Quite.”

“We’ll have to remedy that. We’ll have to get you and Erica over for a meal and a catchup.”

I didn’t reply to that as Diane was a welcome distraction with a glass of champagne to hand over to me. I kissed her cheek then took a swig as she gushed about how big her little girl was getting, and I did my usual generic smile and thanked the Lord how private our own inner thoughts are in this world.

It was a relief when they both got caught up with freshly arriving guests, and I used the opportunity to head on through to a few gathered members of my office team. I forced myself to feign interest in their general gossip bullshit, but I could feel Faith there in the corner of my vision, struggling to keep her eyes off me as much as I was struggling to keep my eyes off her.

“Doesn’t she look beautiful?” Mandy from the accounts team asked, and I raised my eyebrows as I realised she was talking to me.

“Faith?” I asked, and she nodded.

“Yes, the birthday girl,” she laughed. “Such a beautiful little darling, isn’t she?”

The others did their sighs of agreement and I forced another generic smile.

“She is indeed a pretty little thing,” I said, and they kept up their nods and gushing.

That’s when I truly realised how Faith had been right in the car on the Brayburn’s trip. The whole world did in fact still treat her as a little girl. But it wasn’t just her parents, and their pastel pink reluctance to let her grow up. It was the office women and their cooing over her like a schoolgirl on work experience. It was her relatives staring over at her like she was the same little girl they’d been visiting at birthday parties since she was a tiny little speck in this back garden.

There was a huddle of presumably college friends who were more interested in laughing with each other than having anything to do with Faith on her big day, but the rest of this place was a sea of pretty little girl and nothing more.

Ironically, pretty little girl around Faith Martin was both the thing that made my balls ache, and the thing I was most determined to counter, all at once.

She was trying to get to me, I could see it, but everyone en route wanted a piece of her. People were hugging and kissing and pulling her in for sweet little chats, and I kept my distance, fuelling the fire of frustration. She had almost reached me, barely a gaggle of aunties away when Diane clinked a champagne glass at the main table and summoned the crowds to gather.

And then it came. The birthday cake, complete with eighteen pink glowing birthday candles. The happy birthday to you started up, everyone joining in as Faith made her way back up to the glowing hulk of icing and plastered on that baby girl smile, hands clasped tight in front of her as she prepared to blow.

I should have kept at the back of the crowd, but I couldn’t stop myself. I was sucked in, my heart pounding as my beautiful little princess smiled wide. I brushed on through, and I was there, eyes fixed hard as hers found mine, and it was everything. Everything unspoken. Everything deep and wrong and desperate. Everything forbidden and unspeakable.

Everything I needed as much as she did.

She blew out the candles with her eyes still on me, and I clapped just like everyone else, even though my stare was nothing like anyone else’s.

She dropped her eyes as her mother started carving up the cake, and she was blushing, nervous.

I loved how she was nervous.

I was sure to bide my time before finally closing the distance. She was still at the top table with her parents when I approached her, and that blush stayed bright on her face as I handed over the birthday card.

“Thank you, Mr Lindon,” she said, and her voice was such a husky little whisper.

Her parents didn’t notice. They grinned and watched as she opened the envelope, completely oblivious to any hidden agenda in my words, but she wasn’t. She knew exactly what my intentions were.

Fuck, her reaction was divine.

The shock, the swallow, the wide open eyes. The way she struggled to stay still, her gaze shooting between the card and my face over and over as she struggled to truly digest it.

“Oh, how lovely of Miles to get you a present,” Diane said, and grinned over at me. “You’ll have to go and collect it, sweetie.”

“How exciting that you couldn’t have it at the party. I wonder what it is,” Colin said and squeezed her to his side. “Thanks, Miles. How kind of you.”

I’d been getting her presents since she was a baby, but still they acted like it was some grandiose gesture on the generosity front. I got a fresh twinge of self-hate right then, enough to have me make my excuses and leave, nauseous at the knowledge I really was going to sink to the depths as I stepped on out of that garden.

But the self-disgust wouldn’t stop me. Not anymore.

Nothing would.













Chapter Thirteen









Faith

 

I pulled Holly away from our college friends, barely able to hold back a squeal as I tugged her into the conservatory and out of view of the garden.

I was jumping on the spot as I handed the birthday card over, and her eyes were almost as wide as mine as she read Mr Lindon’s message.

“My God, no fucking shit,” she whispered. “You’re really getting some.”

I tried to calm myself, but it was impossible. My whole body was alive, still not quite believing it.

“That is what it means, right?” I asked in a panic. “He really is going to be my first?”

Her nod was instant. “Hell yeah. He really means it. We’d better get your ass over there quick sharp.”

I pressed my hands to my cheeks. “You really think I should go there tonight?”

She laughed. “Unless you want to give him any chance to back out. Um, yeah, I think you should go there tonight. We’ll say you’re staying at mine.”

I took a breath. A deep one. My belly was churning with so many butterflies, I felt sick.

“Oh God,” I said, “Oh God, oh God, oh God, oh God.”

“It’s just nerves, that’s all.” Holly grabbed me by the arms. “It’s going to be amazing.”

“Oh God,” I said again. I knew she was right, but still. I couldn’t believe it.

“Happy eighteenth,” she giggled and pulled me into a hug. “Now, let’s get this party finished up and we can get you ready.”

I tried my best to enjoy the rest of the afternoon. I chatted and smiled. I opened nice gifts of chocolates and bracelets and cute little teddy bears, and I meant all my thank yous and love yous. I was ready to burst as Auntie Mary said her goodbyes and left the garden empty. I started helping Mum and Dad to clear the plates and glasses, but Mum waved me away.

“No, sweetie,” she said. “You leave this to us and go enjoy your evening with Holly.”

I gave her such a huge hug, and one to Dad right after her.

“Thanks for an amazing day,” I said, then shot off to catch Holly up on the stairs, already on her way to my bedroom.

We dashed on in and up to my wardrobe, giggling as we looked through the clothes. She pulled out dresses and cute little tops with skirts, but I shook my head, already knowing exactly what I was going for.

She gasped when I dug my school uniform out from the back.

“No way! You for real? You’re really going to head over there in that?”

I told her it was a no-brainer. “We know what he likes to watch. When he sees me in this, he won’t be able to resist.”

She was shaking her head, one eyebrow raised, “Trust me, Faith. You could walk in dressed in a sack and he’d eat you up. He isn’t gonna say no. Anyway, you’re right, that little number will have him begging for it.”

I only dared hope she was right.

“And, since he likes schoolgirls,” she went on, “are you going to shave before you head over there?”

I told her I’d shaved before the party.

She raised both eyebrows and the penny dropped deep with a nervous clatter.

“No way,” I said.

“Yes, way. Get your ass in that shower and make it all nice and smooth for him.”

“Oh wow. You really think…”

She was nodding before I could finish. “Hell. Yes. I think you should jump in that shower right now and get yourself well and truly fit for his filthy fantasy. I mean, this is your big night, right? Make it count, Faith. Trust me.”

I did trust her, and I had every intention of making it count.

I soaped myself so well in the shower, and was so thorough with the razor that I had Holly banging on the door and asking if I was ever coming out of there. I’d never shaved down there before, only trimmed, and it felt so different when I was done. So sensitive and so exposed.

I felt so exposed.

Holly was already working on my hair as I started getting dressed. I chose my best white lacy bra and checked myself out in the mirror as I slipped my blouse on.

“You look amazing,” Holly said. “You always do.”

I loved her confidence in me and told her for the billionth time that she really was my best friend forever. She told me I was hers right back.

My blouse still fit perfectly and it was still second nature to fasten my school tie up just right. My pleated skirt was a couple of inches shorter now, which was an extra bonus, and my knickers made me feel so naughty in their most innocent white cotton. I really had picked out the most baby ones.

Finally I pulled on my Arlock Academy blazer, perfectly smart in its navy blue with its lovely yellow crest on the pocket.

I did one last twirl for Holly once my makeup was done and she slapped her hand to her chest.

“Perfect,” she said. “Absolutely perfect. He’s gonna fall in love with you in a heartbeat.”

I daren’t even consider him falling in love with me. It would be the most crazy dream of all time.

“Now to disguise you to get past your parents,” Holly said, and turned me back to the wardrobe.

We did a pretty good job of it. I wrapped myself up in a decent length coat, ready to blame it on a summer chill. I put a floaty scarf around my neck and tied it in a big bow, and hoped my socks and shoes were subtle enough to make it past them without drawing attention. Luckily, Mum and Dad barely even noticed as we waved our goodbyes on the way out. They held up their hands and wished us a good time, but didn’t give my outfit too much of a look.

I couldn’t hold back the grin to Holly as we made it out onto the street.

“I’m going to have the best time of my life,” I whispered, and she nudged me right back as we set off to Mr Lindon’s house.

“Just hope he’s everything you’ve been bigging him up to be,” she said.

But he would be. I had no doubt about that. He’d be even better than anything I’d been bigging him up to be. He was Mr Lindon. Bigger and better than anyone. I just couldn’t wait for him to show me.

Holly gave me a final hug before leaving me at the end of his street.

“I’ll be desperate for an update,” she said. “Don’t you dare leave me hanging.”

“I’ll be in touch,” I promised and waved her off.

And then it was just me. Nervous. Excited. Crazy with butterflies.

But ready.

Holy crap, I was so ready.

They were the most wobbly steps of my life as I headed up his driveway in my old school shoes. I could barely breathe as I knocked at his front door, but he was already there on the other side, ready to answer.

His eyes were glinting dirty as he stepped aside to let me past.

I could smell him. Deep and dark. A hint of cologne that had me tingling.

I could feel him. The heat and the strength.

I heard the door close behind me, and my palms were clammy, fingers fidgeting as I tried to stay even slightly calm.

“Good evening, birthday girl,” he said, and stepped up behind me.

He was close. Really close. I could feel his breath on my hair before I summoned up the nerves to turn to him. My heart was racing faster than I’d ever felt it, and my thighs were clamped tight.

“Thank you, Mr Lindon,” I managed. “Thank you for my present.”

I adored his smirk. “You haven’t taken it yet. Let’s see if you’re still thanking me when I’m done.”

“I’m sure I’m going to love it,” I said, and sounded stupid. Stupid and jangly and young.

I swallowed as he tipped my face up to his, and that all fell away. Everything fell away.

Everything but him.

“You need to listen hard before we start, princess,” he told me. “You need to know that I’m not a nice man. I don’t play nice with little girls.”

I tried to nod, but he held my face tight.

“I mean it, Faith. I’m going to claim that sweet little pussy of yours, and it’s going to hurt so much before it feels good. I’m going to love how it hurts before it feels good.”

My belly went crazy. Butterflies swarming as he carried on.

“I’m going to make you take it all and beg for more. I’m going to stretch you right open and make you my dirty little slut. I’m going to stretch you so fucking wide for me, little girl. You’re going to be used so fucking hard.”

“Please…” I managed. “Please, Mr Lindon… that’s what I want, sir.”

His fingers landed on my coat buttons, and teased down in a line. “Those pretty little tits are going to be so sore when I’ve finished with you. You’ll be feeling me for days.”

I nodded, unable to speak.

He pinched my cheeks tight together and I whimpered.

“You’re going to give me that hot little mouth however I fucking want it. You’re going to choke for me, and gag for me, and dribble and drool and cry such dirty fucking tears for me.” He paused, his breathing deep. “And your pretty little asshole is going to gape for me, so nice and fucking deep, and believe me, little girl, I’m going to make you do things so naughty, you’ll never feel like a good girl again.”

My ears couldn’t believe it, but my body could. My body wanted it so bad I couldn’t stay still, squirming to get closer. Because I wanted to stretch and drool and beg him for more. I wanted to feel him for days. I wanted to feel him forever.

I wanted to be every bit the dirty little girl he was going to make me be.

And then he smiled. He smiled such a filthy smile that it took my breath.

“Well, well. It seems we do have a very naughty little girl right here, doesn’t it? Is that pretty little cunt still hungry to take your birthday present?”

Another nod and I felt so wet between my legs. I was quivering. Lost to everything but how much I wanted this.

“Tell me,” he growled. “Tell me how hungry that pretty little cunt is for your birthday present.”

“Please…” I said. “I want it so much…”

He leaned in closer. “I said tell me how hungry that pretty little cunt is.”

His thigh pressed between mine, and I couldn’t stop the gasp.

“Tell me,” he said again.

I closed my eyes to answer, burning up with the naughtiness.

“I’m hungry for my birthday present…” I whispered.

“Go on,” he pushed, and hitched me higher onto his leg.

“Please…” I said. “I want it… I want it so bad.”

“So ask for it,” he forced, and his voice was so low.

I opened my eyes and pushed myself through my nerves.

“My pretty little cunt is hungry for it…” I told him. “Hungry for you, Mr Lindon, please…”

“Good little girl,” he said, and his mouth clamped on mine.

It was everything I ever dreamed. His tongue was hot and fierce and pushed hard between my lips. It met mine and claimed me, owning my whole mouth while I bucked against his thigh like a desperate little bitch for him. I had no experience, and it showed so bad. I was a wriggling mess, craving so much, needing so much, and he was so firm as he pulled the scarf from my neck and unfastened my coat buttons.

And then he saw it.

He tugged my coat from my shoulders and dropped it to the floor and he saw it.

Saw me.

“Sweet holy fuck,” he said, and he was taken aback. Actually taken aback.

How I loved it as his eyes ate me alive, and I knew it had been a great move to wear my uniform. The best move in the whole world to wear my uniform.

“You’d better be so fucking ready for me, little girl,” he said.













Chapter Fourteen









Miles

 

The girl was a fucking minx alright. A mischievous little siren wrapped up nice and tight in such perfectly innocent packaging.

I struggled to fully take her in, eyeing her up as every filthy fantasy in my repertoire all at once.

“Do you like it, Mr Lindon?” she asked in that silky sweet little voice of hers. “Do you like me like this?”

Like she actually needed an answer.

I could barely keep my restraint together enough to guide her backwards through to the dining room. My steps were bold, fast. Hers were barely more than bumbling little stumbles that relied on me to keep her steady.

There was no doubt about it. This was a truly insane addition to the temptation scorecard. Faith was simply divine in her uniform. Absolutely fucking divine. The naughty little slut had sure picked out a great weapon in her arsenal of little girl out to snare me. She looked so fucking authentic in her purity, even though her eyes told a whole other tale.

Oh yes, how they told a whole other tale.

The wicked glint of need strumming down as deep and dark as mine was. The hunger to be taken, just as beautifully pitiful as I was slavering to take her.

So sweet and so corrupt, even in her youth. So nice and so fucking needy, even in her innocence.

It was a glorious combination. One that had me nothing short of reeling as I shunted her on up to the dining table. It was a large mahogany piece, perfectly sculpted to take this little girl up and onto it.

She was ever more nervous, jittery in the most glorious of manners as I hoisted her up and onto the edge, perched with her legs perfectly dangling, buckled shoes swaying above the floor.

“Such a disobedient girl to be looking where she shouldn’t,” I growled. “Clicking around on my PC like a nosey little slut.”

“I couldn’t help it…” she breathed. “I’m sorry, I just couldn’t stop… I needed to see…”

“Yes, well,” I told her. “It’s me who needs to see now.” I pressed up tight between her legs, then took hold of her tie and tugged her even closer. “Tell me, dirty girl. Tell me how you’ve been touching that needy little pussy of yours and thinking of all the filth I’ve been watching. You’ve been picturing those girls as you, haven’t you? You want to be the one I use so fucking bad.”

She nodded, cheeks pinking. “I had to… I just couldn’t stop… I didn’t want to stop…”

“Needy little thing,” I said and tipped her face up to mine. “You’ll have to be a very good girl for me now, and maybe, just maybe, I’ll reward you.”

“Please, Mr Lindon…” she said. “I will be a good girl… ”

Oh how my fucking dick swelled.

My mouth was hot and wet and fierce enough to claim her. I tugged her head back by her hair and tasted that mouth like it was the last fucking supper, and how she whimpered. She fucking whimpered.

Her sweet little tongue danced a delicious dance with mine, even though I could taste every scrap of her nervousness. Her fingers reached for my arms, but instead of gripping, they were gentle. Gentle enough that I shunted her back all the harder.

I hitched that skirt up her legs and ran my palms up those tender thighs. She shuddered, breath hitching more, muscles tightening up as my palms grazed higher. But I stopped. I stopped and teased, giving her nothing but promise as my hands pulled away.

“You’re going to be a good girl and take exactly what you’re given,” I barked at her, and she nodded.

I raised a hand to her blouse. She arched her back as I brushed my fingers down the nubs of those sweet little tits under that fabric. It was a tickle, but it was enough. Her breaths quickened.

She bit her lip as I closed my fingers up tight and squeezed that flesh. Bit her lip and closed her eyes and let out the most delicious moan.

“That’s it,” I coaxed as she tipped her head back. “Take it.”

I gripped hard. Hard enough to make a crushed little mound out of her tit. Then I ran my thumb over the hard nipple.

It was barely poking through the white lace of the bra through the blouse, but it was enough. Enough that I lowered my head and flicked my tongue right on over it.

“Yes…” she moaned, and her hips rocked. “Yes, please…”

There was no way she was expecting the force when I clamped my mouth on hard and sucked at that tender little tit. The wet suckles were noisy, but so were the grunts from my throat, and fuck, she really was a hungry little bitch. Those hips rocked harder the harder I sucked, and it was instinct that had those sweet thighs spreading and shunting closer.

She wanted it.

She really, really fucking wanted it.

And I really fucking wanted her.

My cock was straining and my pulse was racing, and it took everything I had not to tear those panties right off her and slam my dick in all the way.

I moved to the other little tit, and she was already moaning before I clamped, knowing what was coming.

I was grateful I had my eyes open when she raised her own dainty little fingers to the wet patch on her blouse across from my mouth. She teased her other tit through my patch of spit, and it was a picture worth fucking savouring.

She moaned again when I pinched her nipple between my teeth. I clamped them closed so fucking slowly, and she gasped, gasped and rocked. Gasped and rocked until she struggled to fucking take it, eyes closed tight.

I laughed as I pulled away. “I told you I don’t play nice with little girls,” I said, but her eyes were already open again, back arching for more.

Fuck me, I’d hit the fucking jackpot with this little slut.

“Time I took a look at those sweet little tits,” I told her and tossed her tie to the side.

The buttons popped open easy. My hands looked huge against her chest. I pulled the blouse open and freed up her bra, and her chest was heaving, nervous and wanting.

I tugged the tie loose and she flinched, and I seized the moment to shunt her back onto her elbows. Her legs wrapped around me as an anchor, and she must have fucking felt it. Must have felt the fucking swell of me against that horny little cunt.

I pulled the bra down easily, and both of those cute little tits bounced free. It was a free flow then, my mouth and fingers sucking and pinching as she struggled to keep her balance. I slavered over those pretty little nubs like a man possessed, loving the tender line so fine between pleasure and pain.

I loved just enough hurt that she whimpered, straining. I loved enough pleasure that she was a wriggling little slut seeking more.

“I’ve got so fucking much to take from you,” I growled between suckles. “You’re going to give me everything.”

“Everything, sir,” she said in a whisper.

I felt like a headmaster, not just her boss, which was fitting given that I was still suited and she was in her little girly uniform. She was also heady, clearly reeling from so many sensations she’d never experienced at someone else’s hands.

I could feel the heat between her legs, and how her thighs were gripping harder. It was a whole stream of instinctive need that had her so wild in her cravings.

I lifted her skirt and hitched it around her waist, and the groan that came out of me was enough that her eyes shot wide.

She was wearing white cotton panties. Baby girl white cotton panties. And I couldn’t stop my balls fucking clenching, desperate to blow.

“Fuck,” I grunted. “Fuck me, Faith, you really are one naughty little fucking girl.”

I guided her backwards until she was lying flat against the tabletop, and I spread those legs nice and wide for me. She was shivering. Actually shivering.

She cried out as I dropped down and pressed my mouth to the inside of her thigh. She was nervous. Beautifully nervous. Timid fingers landed on my scalp.

“I’ve been so hungry for this pretty little cunt,” I told her, and ran my tongue up that damp little slit through the cotton.

Her whimpers notched up a whole other level, her wriggling little short of bucking as I squirmed that tongue in hard.

“Good girl,” I rasped. “Show me what a naughty little slut you are.”

And she did.

She fucking did.

The girl was the filthiest little angel in creation as she spread those legs even wider and stared right on down at me with her big baby blues. She couldn’t hold back the little mewls as I ate that cunt through those white panties, and it was everything I’d hoped it would be – a sweet musk of innocence that I sucked hard through the cotton fabric. Absolutely fucking delicious.

I lapped at those wet knickers until she was a writhing whore, lost to everything but how desperate that slit was to come for me.

Hooking my fingers into those panties and easing them down her thighs was enough to have me grunting myself, and then it floored me. It fucking floored me. Just like everything else this girl had up her filthy little sleeve.

That pretty little cunt of hers was shaved bare.

“Fucking hell,” I grunted. “Jesus fucking Christ, Faith, you’re a precious little sweetheart. Such a pretty girl.”

She was sensitive, jumping just a little as I ran my thumb up that naked slit.

“Relax,” I told her. “Relax and take what you’re given.”

Her clit was a dark little beauty, poking its head out from between two perfect pink little lips. I spread those lips nice and wide, and she let out a deeper whimper, fingers clenching tight on the tabletop.

And there it was again. Another fucking surprise that had me reeling like a madman. She’d said I’d be her first and she wasn’t fucking joking.

That hole of her cunt was a perfect little treasure, but there was more. So much more.

Across the opening, showing its pretty face to the world outside, was a tender little wall of skin, the most beautiful little boundary.

The girl had a perfect fucking hymen begging to be torn.

And I was going to be the filthy brutal cunt who was going to tear it for her.

What a fucking pleasure.

“Is it ok?” she asked, and her eyes were full of nerves. “Is it ok down there?”

My smile said it all. One vile grin that spoke more than any words ever could.

“Yes, little girl,” I told her, as I took my cock out of my pants. “Now let’s get to your birthday present.”













Chapter Fifteen









Faith

 

I had to keep my eyes on him just to believe this. It felt like I was still dreaming, still lost to everything but how much I’d wanted him for so long.

Every single day of wanting him had been worth it. Every single thing about tonight had been worth waiting for.

Every single thing about him had been worth waiting for.

His eyes were dark and deep and eating me up. His stare was strong enough to give me tingles. His hands looked so powerful against my skin, because he was. He was so crazy powerful he could steal the breath right from my lungs.

“Don’t worry, little princess,” he soothed as he moved away from between my legs. “I’ll be stretching that pretty little pussy of yours nice and deep before I’m done with you.”

I managed a nod, still trembling as his fingers teased at my nipples.

“But first,” he continued. “First there are other sweet little holes for me to be claiming.”

My heart pounded even harder as he stepped to the side of the table, moving closer. There in his grip, standing tall, was that naked cock of his. Even though I’d seen it on the picture with Penny Andrews, it was still so much bigger than I imagined it would be.

I’m sure my eyes must have widened like saucers as he moved even closer. The flesh was dark, and pinkish, in a meaty kind of way that gave me jitters. The head was huge, and so threatening on top of such a thick shaft. Because it was. It was so thick. Thicker than I could ever imagine fitting inside me.

He let out a dirty laugh. “Nervous, are we?” he asked. “You look a touch intimidated, little one.”

“I just didn’t imagine it being so big…” I admitted, then dared to reach out a hand.

He took it tight in his and wrapped it right around the length of him, and it felt so strange to be feeling him as he worked my hand up and down.

“That’s it,” he said. “Keep it nice and tight.”

I felt weak and completely unskilled when he let go of my fingers and let me carry on. His hips bucked into my grip, just enough to shunt my arm back, and I tried my best. I really tried my best.

I was so relieved when he let out a grunt and told me I was a good girl. The bloom of pride raced right through me, and my smile burned up bright.

“Such pretty little fingers against my cock,” he told me, and I was so pleased he liked them.

I wasn’t expecting it when he tugged my grip away and took another step forward. My eyes shot up to his and questioned, but his answer was purely a dirty grunt as he got himself into position.

And then it made sense. He pulled me closer by my shoulders and spun me around enough on the dining table, flat on my back. And then further. Far enough that my head lolled back over the side, and he stepped on up.

He pressed himself up against me. I could smell his flesh and feel the heat from him, and there were his balls, right by my nose. I wanted to nudge them, to taste them, but he shifted again. I was nervous afresh as he soothed me with a shhh and hooked his fingers in the corners of my lips.

“I love to use my little slut’s mouths,” he said, and I swallowed. “I’m going to seriously fucking love using yours.”

He didn’t hold back, stretching my mouth open wide and puffing out my cheeks, and it was such a weird feeling. So exposed, and open and naughty.

“Show me your tongue,” he said, and I felt so dirty as I pushed it out for him. “That’s it,” he encouraged. “Nice and fucking wet for me.”

I couldn’t stop the spit building up. It was pooling in the back of my mouth as his fingers stretched and poked at me. He was trying me out, pressing on the back of my tongue and prodding to the back of my throat until I was retching up little gags. And he liked that. He really, really liked that.

“Take them down nice and deep,” he growled, and pushed them back harder. I really did gag this time, enough that my belly tightened. “That’s it,” he prompted. “That’s my good little throat slut.”

I wasn’t ready for the next time, or the time after that. He was fierce with his stretching and prodding, and my gagging was fierce to match.

My eyes started watering as my throat started gurgling, and with my head lolled so far back the tears went running down backwards, and so did my spit. It bubbled and retched everywhere and I felt so bad but I couldn’t stop it, he controlled everything.

I didn’t even realise my fingers were between my legs until he groaned and let out a stream of low curses.

“Beautiful little bitch,” he whispered. “Such a beautiful little slut for me. Rub that horny little clit and show me how much you fucking like it.”

So I did.

I rubbed myself like I was at home in my bed, still gagging and struggling to take the jabs of his fingers as they pushed right to the back of my mouth and spread me wide.

His balls were pressed to my forehead and his cock was stood proud above my face, and I liked that. I liked the heat from him, and the smell of him, and the grunts from him, and the way he was so brutal even for my very first time.

I liked how naughty he made me feel, and how much he pushed me, and how he really did seem to believe I was a pretty one.

I so badly wanted to be his pretty one. His good little girl. His dirty little slut.

All of it.

I wanted to be everything to him.

My clit was sparking, still wet from his spit, and my face was such a mess with my own that I could barely see him above me. I was squirming on the table top, and it made him grunt deep sharp grunts and mash those balls tighter against me.

“Now let’s give your throat the real fucking lesson,” he told me, and pulled his fingers free.

I’d barely grabbed a decent breath to recover before he pulled my head back even further and lined his cock up with my mouth. I knew what was coming, but it didn’t stop the whimper. Didn’t stop the nerves at the thought of trying to take him.

“Take a breath,” he grunted, and I did, just in time for him to push the head of his dick between my teeth.

He pushed hard against my tongue and kept on going, angling right the way to the back where I retched and spluttered, but still he kept on going.

“You can take it,” he told me. “Keep playing with that pretty little slit and swallow me deep.”

I tried. I tried my best to keep my fingers strumming, even though I was blowing spit through my nostrils as he kept on shunting.

“Feel the rhythm,” he growled, and with that he started. Back and forth, rocking on his hips and slamming right the way back, deeper and deeper to the back of my throat.

And I let him.

I let him fuck my mouth as hard as he wanted, gagging and spluttering and retching like a filthy little girl, and I circled my horny clit until my legs started tensing and my ass started wriggling against the table and my moans came out like weak little wants over and over.

“Come for me,” he grunted, and I don’t think I could have stopped myself if I tried.

He pulled his cock all the way out of me, leaving a thick stream of spit down my face as I jerked to my own little movements. My clit was alight, sparking like a crazy little bitch, and I couldn’t hold back the tremors, giving in to every dirty dream I’d ever known. I mewled like a little whore, and couldn’t stop myself writhing, and my face was so filthy and my pussy was so bare, and it was enough to burst. So much to burst.

And I did.

I let rip. I cried out and my legs thrashed and my fingers rubbed hard, and I came for him. Came for me.

The man I adored was staring at me with a whole other world of darkness in his eyes as I caught my breath and rolled over just a little. His cock was still hard and huge, but his hand gestures were slower, soaking me in.

I really wasn’t expecting him to bend into me hard, and I definitely wasn’t expecting him to lick up all the tears and spit from my face. It was dirty. Really dirty. I felt such a bad little girl with his tongue cleaning up my cheeks, and all my good girl manners told me it was naughty, but I couldn’t stop myself wanting it. It made me tickle with want for him.

It was enough that I dropped every scrap of my good girl manners in that one heartbeat.

I couldn’t hold back the requests anymore, not for a second. I was done for. Absolutely done for with the craving.

“Now, please,” I whispered, because my whole pussy was aching for it. “Please, Mr Lindon, sir. Please take me.”

“My fucking pleasure, little girl,” he grunted, and then he was there. Between my legs with his lips still glistening with my spit, slapping that heavy head of his dick against my fluttery clit.

I cried out at the tenderness, squirming up at him for more. But he was strong in his motions, rubbing so hard against my pussy lips.

“I’ve been looking fucking forward to this,” he told me, and the glint in the eyes was full of truth. “This really is my fucking present, not yours.”

But it was mine.

Oh hell, it was all mine.

He let out another magnificent groan as he took another long look between my legs. “You’ve still got that delicious hymen stretched tight,” he said and I was burning up from inside out.

I started just a little as I felt his thumb press inside just a tiny bit, and he let out a whole low moan that made my clit throb.

“Absolutely fucking beautiful,” he told me. “Get ready, Faith, this is going to take your fucking breath away.”

He wasn’t lying.

Wasn’t lying as he lifted my legs apart and moved in close.

Wasn’t lying as he told me to watch.

I could barely breathe as his meaty cock touched me there.

Nudged me there.

It hurt in the very first second, just as soon as he started pushing. I let out an ow, but the pressure stayed on, and it felt so big. So raw. So crazy huge as he tried to open me.

I thought that maybe he’d push and tear me in a flash, but he didn’t. He held his breath and stared down between my legs and took it so, so slow.

“It would be a travesty not to savour you,” he said, and met my eyes. “An absolute travesty.”

I couldn’t hold back the smile as he unbuttoned his own shirt and dropped it from his shoulders. He had a smatter of dark hair on his chest, and his stomach was solid, but it was his arms. The tightness of his arms as he gripped my hips and held me firm.

He was absolutely incredible.

I cried out as he pushed in harder, because it hurt. It really hurt.

“Good girl,” he said, and I clenched my hands into fists to help me take it.

His thumb brushed my clit and I cried out again.

“And a little bit more,” he said, and pushed in again.

It was so hot. So strained. So painful with each tiny movement.

The pressure stayed on so firm and my eyes started to water all over again.

“Beautiful girl,” he told me, and I loved his words. “Beautiful girl with such a beautiful gift, all for me.”

I was so glad he felt this was a gift for him as much as me, because this was every present I’d wanted for years. I still couldn’t believe I was getting it, even now.

And then I felt it.

Felt the sudden pang inside me and I let out one long moan as he sank in all the way, and my whole body tensed, struggling to take him.

It was sore, and stretched, and felt like he was all the way up into my belly.

I could barely contain myself as he dropped his body down onto mine. He gave me a kiss, but this one was different, so gentle on the lips. This one meant something so good.

I closed my eyes and held onto that moment. The moment he cared. The moment he was the man in my bedroom all those years ago reading me a story. The moment he was still the man I wanted to make so proud of me.

He was still kissing me as he moved his hips, and I took it. I took all of it.

I wanted all of it.

His thrusts were so steady and strong, that even my sore pussy started to move to them. It hurt but it felt so right. So natural, I couldn’t hold back the movements of my own.

“That’s it,” he whispered, with his mouth still so close to mine. “That’s a horny little girl for me. Show me how much you want it.”

So I did.

I did show him how much I wanted it. I looked him right in the eyes and moved myself to match him, and I took it. I took it all.

I took it until he was the one losing it. Until he was the one jerking and hissing and struggling to hold it together.

And then I felt him swell inside me.

A beautiful swell of hardness.

I felt the heat of him and knew that he was coming. Coming inside me.

It was everything I’d wanted all at once.

He was every fantasy I’d ever had as he pumped his gift inside me. The expression on his face was magical. The tension in his shoulders was a dream.

The quickening of his breaths and his thrusts were my ultimate fantasy. The way he lost his control and took me so hard was my greatest wish in the world.

And then he was done.

His forehead pressed to mine as he caught his breath, and his cock was still deep inside me. I could feel it pulsing.

“You are a truly amazing girl, Faith,” he said. “You took that so nicely.”

I winced as he pulled out and pushed himself upright, and his stare was straight between my legs, his fingers exploring.

It’s only when I propped myself up on my elbows that I saw the red of the blood for myself.

“I really have taken you,” he said. “You’re not an innocent little virgin anymore.”

I couldn’t hold back the grin.

He was right. I wasn’t an innocent little virgin anymore.

I was a grown up. A woman. His woman. Even if he didn’t know it yet.













Chapter Sixteen









Miles

 

There was anything but remorse rushing through me as I helped my beautiful conquest up to her feet.

Her thighs were tinged red with blood – a testament to her sacrificed innocence, and seriously fucking divine. It was such a filthy honour to have been the man to take it from her.

Her fingers felt so right as they gripped mine and held tight, and it seemed the most natural thing to lead her upstairs to get showered. But seemingly not quite so much for her as for me.

Her eyes were darting around the place all the way, as though she was Alice in Wonderland tumbling down the rabbit hole and not Faith Martin in the aftermath of taking her first pounding, but it only made me smile all the more. She made me smile all the more.

There was a strange energy between us as I got the shower fired up and flowing, an unmistakeable buzz that thrummed down deep, and not just in my freshly stirring dick.

This was something else. Something exhilarating in ways I couldn’t truly yet fathom. Something I was hungry to keep hold of and milk, even though I didn’t truly understand what it was.

I laughed a little to myself when I realised just how fucking random my thoughts were spinning, and my sweet little girl laughed along with me.

“What is it?” she asked, even though she was already giggling. “What’s funny?”

I shrugged and beckoned her over to the shower cubicle. “Just savouring the moment,” I said, and that seemed to appease her.

“I still can’t believe this is really happening,” she said when she was close, and there it was again. The beautiful innocence in her honesty. “I still can’t believe you gave me my birthday present.”

“Maybe you’ll believe it’s really happening when I’ve given that little pussy a few more poundings,” I said, and she stopped in her tracks half under the water. “What?” I quizzed. “What’s with the pause?”

She dithered at the answer, that perfect little trademark blush blooming up fresh on her cheeks.

“Tell me,” I pushed again.

Her eyes were so unsure when they met mine. And there was more there. Some kind of hope burning back at me through the nerves.

Fuck, how I loved the hope in her sweet face burning back at me.

“I just didn’t…” she began. “I just wasn’t sure we’d be…  doing it again… I wasn’t sure you’d want to… I mean, I’ve never done it before and I might be crap and I –”

She stopped speaking when I dropped my pants, eyes widening as I stepped on in after her, and there it was between us, my prick standing tall and ready for round two. But that wasn’t what I went in for. Not yet.

I guided her under the stream until the flow ate her up, and then I tipped her face to mine.

“You were perfect,” I told her, and meant it. “Absolutely fucking perfect. The most delicious little girl there could ever be.”

She was clearly still trying to digest my praise when I grabbed the shampoo and started soaping her hair up. I positioned her every way I wanted, enjoying the shape of her delectable little form as I lathered her. Even though she was a big girl now, she was still a petite little darling up against me. Oh, such a perfect fucking treasure, ripe for the taking.

“You were perfect too,” she said when she was facing away from me. “Really perfect, Mr Lindon.”

“Why thank you, Miss Martin, I’m glad you enjoyed your first time experience.” I was laughing a little as I ran a thumb across her collar bone. “And don’t you think it’s about time you started calling me Miles?”

She tensed up at that, as though it was another one of these crown jewels style honours I appeared to be dishing out to her.

“Miles?” she repeated. “I can call you Miles?”

I pressed a kiss to her temple. “Not so much in the office, but out of it, you sure can.” My smile met her skin. “Unless I direct you otherwise, of course.”

“Out of the office?” she repeated, and I could hear the smile in her voice. “So there’s really going to be an out of it?” She flashed me a look over her shoulder. “We’re going to do it again, I mean?”

The girl’s excitement had my balls tightening so fucking hard. I had to pull my hands from her before I ended up stretching that perfect little cunt right there and then, opting to soap myself up instead.

“Did you really expect it to be one single encounter?” I asked, turning the query back round onto her.

Her eyes were on my hands as I worked body wash over my cock. “I just thought… I thought you were maybe just showing me… just for a first go…”

“I won’t be able to keep my fucking hands off you,” I said and my voice was filth again. “I struggled enough the first time round, only now I’m fully aware what’s waiting for me under those pretty little panties. Believe me, I’m fucked to a whole other level with the temptation.” I showed her my finest smirk. “I’m pretty certain that means you’re well and truly fucked too, sweetheart. Just try to ward me off that delicious slit of yours.”

Oh, her face. Her fucking face as I pushed myself up against her.

My cock was against her belly, pressing hard. The water was a stunning fucking torrent of steam, holding us both.

“The night’s not even through yet,” I told her. “Not even fucking close. You think I’m going to send you on home to Mummy and Daddy and your pretty pink bedroom after that little fucking gem downstairs? Think I’m going to wave you off with a cup of tea and a farewell before the office opens on Monday morning?”

“I don’t know…” she stammered over the water. “I really don’t know what you want…”

She was a contrast all the fucking time. The capable, sharp, confident young woman at work with such a solid grasp on helping the antiques world go round, and this one. The pretty little girl so sweet, so delicate, so fucking innocent even though I’d just torn her innocence down.

“I want your pretty little cunt,” I growled. “I want to teach you to ride my fucking cock like the dirty little bitch you’re gagging to be. I want your pretty little ass to stretch around my thick fucking fingers and give its promise for my dick. That’s what I fucking want.”

She wriggled against me. I felt her breaths quicken. Oh how my cock swelled between us.

“Believe me, Faith, there’s a whole fucking world of things I want with that body of yours. You’ll discover them all soon enough. And then we’ll discover just how many of them you’re ready to give me.”

“All of them,” she said, without a hint of a pause. “I’m ready to give you all of them. Everything.”

“Such confidence in that bold statement,” I said, loving again how that contrast swung.

“I mean it,” she insisted. “I want to give you everything… Miles.”

“That’s a dangerous promise to make,” I said, and pulled away from her at that with a smirk. She was staring at me so hard as I reached behind her and turned off the water. I stepped out first and grabbed a towel to wrap her up in, and she joined me with big steps, throwing herself like a little girl into the fabric.

Again, such fucking contrast.

Her eyes were fixed on me as I slung a bath sheet around my hips.

“I really do mean it,” she repeated. “I really do want to give you everything.”

I smoothed my hair back from my face and pulled the bathroom door open.

“And I really do want to give you some late night toast,” I said, and gestured her out onto the landing.













Chapter Seventeen









Faith

 

It wasn’t at all what I was expecting. I still struggled to really believe it, propped up against Mr Lindon – Miles’ – kitchen units, wrapped up in a fluffy robe and munching on some fresh buttered toast from his toaster.

The whole day was a crazy train of daydreams, only they weren’t daydreams. They were real and here and happening, and it was everything I could do not to squeal and jump about the place and thank my lucky stars I was winning big today.

I really was winning big today. Winning big and taking big. My tender places were still really damn tender, aching so low down that my thighs were staying nicely spread under my robe, but hell I was ready to do it all over again. There was nothing I wanted more than to do it all over again.

I was grinning as I took another bite of toast, and could feel him watching me as he put his down and took a sip of his coffee. Mine was still untouched next to me on the counter top.

That was the strange thing about us that was becoming more and more obvious, both of us in this crazy dynamic, like a pendulum swinging back and forth.

We both had these two sides of us, so opposite in the extremes. I was the little Faith with the blushes and the nerves and the silly little jitters, and the big girl Faith who was fast growing into a young woman. A young woman who wanted to be an auctioneer and hold her own at work, and make Mr Lindon so proud of her capabilities.

He was the brooding Mr Lindon that simmered with the lust in his eyes, barking out dirty orders that had me burning up. He was the forceful Mr Lindon from the office, so powerful as he slammed down that auction hammer, and the man always so in control, always ruling by nature.

But then he was Miles. The man standing across from me and making me toast. He was the man who laughed along with my laughter and was so, so kind to me as a little girl. Funny, and giving, with big strong arms to wrap me up tight.

The one thing I hadn’t really thought of before was just how well these two sides of one man could fit into one body.

An insanely perfect body in his case. Because it was. Insanely perfect. Insanely perfect enough that I was relieved he was also wrapped up in a robe, just so I could focus on chowing my toast down.

“It’s been a long time since we shared a late night snack,” he commented, and I nodded. It sure was.

“Remember when you used to babysit sometimes and let me come back downstairs once Mum and Dad had gone out?”

“How could I ever forget?” he asked, and I loved the smile on his face so much. “The amount of absolute drivel you made me watch on TV has scarred my brain.”

I giggled at the memories. “You loved it really, you were just pretending you didn’t.”

“I’m still absolutely burned out on cheesy game shows,” he said. “Luckily, I’ve taken my quota for this lifetime.”

“What about the antiques shows, then?” I poked. “You were the one who got me started on those. You can’t say a load of them aren’t cheesy game shows with an antiques face on them.”

He tipped his head. “Fair point, but anything with collectibles in renders the cheesy attribute null and void.”

I remembered then part of the reason I’d fallen so much in love with this man in the first place. It was the glint in his eyes as he smirked with amusement. It was the warmth in his voice as he joined me in silly chat.

It was him.

Mr Lindon.

Miles Lindon.

The man who’d been such a huge rock in my little girl world, and morphed into such a dirty want in my teenage one.

The man who had really, truly been my first. The man to claim me.

I still couldn’t really believe it.

He offered me another slice of toast, but I was already full up and gave a thanks, but no. It was a great feeling to be washed and fed and so crazy happy in this house. I just wished I never had to leave. I could be at home here for the rest of my days without thinking twice for even a second.

“I really can’t believe you’ve grown up so quickly,” he said. “Such a big girl now.”

I didn’t feel like it, not as his eyes flashed with that lust again. I felt like a dirty little girl who needed showing every way I could possibly please him. I just hoped the lessons were coming.

The coffee he’d made was delicious, even more posh than the one my dad saved for lazy Sunday mornings. It was counter to the natural daytime order, to be chugging back coffee late at night, but somehow I got the feeling we weren’t going to be sleeping anytime soon.

“Caffeine is always a good friend when the night is going to run away with you,” he said, as though he was right inside my head.

“And that’s going to happen?” I pushed. “The night is going to run away with me?”

His raised eyebrow was divine. “Drink up and I’ll show you.”

The butterflies in my tummy were fluttering wild all over again as I finished up my coffee and dropped my mug in the dishwasher. I could barely keep my breaths steady as he flicked off the lights and gestured me upstairs ahead of him.

I could feel him behind me. The heat of him. The power of him.

I could feel the tension between us. Bodies craving.

Bodies needing.

Because they did need. They’d been needing ever since my sixteenth party and I knew it. I’d always known it.

He’d just been fighting it harder than me, but maybe now… just maybe…

I couldn’t even begin to think that far ahead.

My whole body was buzzing alive when he guided me on through to his bedroom. His bed was huge and high, so neat and classic in pale grey bedding and big heavy pillows. The wardrobes were fronted with a whole wall of mirrors, and it gave me a tickle down deep to think how much I’d be able to see when he… when we…

With that he slipped the robe from my shoulders and my heart was thumping like mad as he directed me up in front of them. I was so bare. Not like I was in the shower up close to him under suds and steam. This was different. The bedroom light was bold overhead, heavy with a bright glow in the middle of the night. The reflection right back at me showed me so pale and exposed, and he was towering behind me, so strong as he slipped his robe off to match and dropped it down to the side.

“Such a pretty girl,” he whispered, and I saw my breath hitch in my reflection. “Such a pretty girl who’s going to feel so fucking good when she takes me.”

My clit sparked so hard at his words. I clenched without thinking and it hurt. An ache. A good one.

I loved the way he was meeting my eyes in the mirror as he leaned in to ghost his lips across my shoulder. Goosepimples. I had goosepimples. The reflection showed me those too.

“Please…” I whimpered, and I had no real idea what I was asking for. Just him. Just so much of him.

“Up on the bed,” he told me, and I listened. I climbed right on up.

His cock was in his hand and his smirk was pure filth as he moved to join me.

“I’m going to teach you so fucking much, little girl,” he said, and my heart thumped all the harder. “That little cunt of yours is going to gush so fucking hard before the sun rises.”

I knew he wasn’t lying. His words had me hot and horny as hell.

I expected him to tug me into position somehow and pin me flat to take him, but he didn’t. He dropped onto his back with his head up on the pillows and looked so incredible stretched out, so confident. So amazing. His stare was enough to set me spinning, without a clue what the hell I could do to deliver. The only thing I did have a clue about was how much I wanted to.

“You’re going to show me what a hungry little girl you are for my cock,” he said, and his hand was working it slow enough to make my pussy ache. “You’re going to show me what a good little girl you are for doing what she’s told, when she’s told.”

“I am a good girl,” I assured him, and moved closer on my knees.

“That sweet cunt of yours must still be feeling the pounding it took,” he said, and I nodded, my fingers slipping down there on instinct.

“It’s sore,” I told him. “Sore, but nice. I’ll take it. I’ll take whatever you’ll give.”

He let out a groan at that, a good one. I felt it in my ribs. The pride.

“Let’s see then,” he said and held his arms open for me to climb on up.

On him.

He wanted me on him.

It was the strangest movement I’ve ever made to straddle him. I felt unsteady as I lowered my weight, my body on full display with all its curves and dips. I’m sure it made me look even more like a jittery little girl out of her depth, but he seemed to like that. Maybe it only served to replace the innocence of the school uniform he’d stripped from me.

“That’s my girl,” he whispered, and put his hands on my thighs.

I hoped he meant those words, because he was right. I was his girl, and always would be.

My breath caught as he slipped a hand between my legs. His thumb pressed tight to the nice spot, and he worked it. He worked it so well I had to spread my thighs further to ask for more.

“That’s it,” he encouraged. “Let that pussy lead you.”

I rocked my hips and tipped my head back, daring to lean my weight behind me. I knew his cock was pulsing hard, I could feel it close. And it felt so big all over again. Too much to imagine taking all over again.

“You’re going to show me how much you want me,” he said and I nodded.

“Please…”

I was sore, but I didn’t care. My clit was dancing to its own tune without holding back, and I wanted it. I wanted it so much.

My body moved for itself as he raised his cock to upright. I hitched myself up without question, letting out a moan as I felt the head of him against my belly.

“Show me,” he said again, and I did. I lifted myself onto my knees and he positioned himself under me, and I did it. I lowered myself until he was blunt against my pussy, and I had to press my weight down, wincing as he began to open me up.

“Take it,” he said. “Take it like a good girl.”

I was meeting his eyes as I forced myself down onto his cock. It was sore. Really sore. Enough that I let out some murmurs and stopped a little way down.

His thumb kept working my clit, and I wanted it. I wanted it even though it hurt.

“Good little girl,” he said again, and I was a good little girl. I dropped onto his cock even though it made me cry out, and he stretched me so wide I could feel him in my belly.

I couldn’t stop my smile as he looked down at my pussy with filthy eyes.

“Now ride me,” he said when I was settled. “Show me how horny you are for cock like a sweet little slut.”

It hurt again, worse, but it was easy to move up and down on him. My pussy was stretched, but it was wet. Dripping and wanting and needing more.

So hungry for more.

“Ride me,” he said again, and this time he bucked up to meet me. I couldn’t hold back the cry.

And then I did it. I gave it my everything.

My thighs strained like I was back in horse riding lessons when I was a tiny girl. I found the rhythm and pushed it, moaning to match his grunts as I found my flow.

He was ready when my tits started bouncing, his hands grabbing hold and squeezing tight, and it was just another stream of sensation in the mix that sent me reeling.

It hurt.

Oh hell, how it hurt.

It ached and stretched and strained and felt like he was tearing me up, but there was more. Something deeper. Something building up inside like a dam taking a load.

I hadn’t felt this kind of pressure building before. This was different. Not like the way I usually rubbed my clit quick and sharp. This was slower, more brutal.

Enough that I was out of my mind as it took me, slamming up and down and crying out like a dirty girl possessed.

“That’s it,” he said. “Fuck me, princess. Fuck me!”

The explosion went off in my head as well as the rest of me. The waves rippling through me as I flung my head back and moaned like the slut he wanted me to be. Only this wasn’t for him. Not even close.

“Good girl,” he encouraged again, and I could feel him unravelling too, shunting back up into me with enough force that I was gritting my teeth to take the hurt.

But I didn’t care about that, not anymore. The pleasure far outweighed the pain.

Having his cum spurt up inside me was the greatest reward I could have ever wished for. I loved the feel of it. The depth of it. The way he grunted and cursed and filled me up.

I felt so alive again as he caught his breath and I caught mine. Totally reeling with adrenaline.

“Look at yourself in that mirror,” he said, and I glanced over my shoulder.

I looked amazing there, straddling such an amazing man. My cheeks were flushed and my eyes were wide, and I was still frantic with the breathing, but it was such a picture.

The greatest picture I’d ever seen.

I wasn’t expecting it when he took my wrists and tugged me down on top of him.

He’d wrapped me in his arms in a flash, holding tight while he placed a kiss on my forehead and manoeuvred us under the bedcovers.

The daylight was a hint in the window when he’d switched off the bedroom light, and I loved the sight of him next to me. The shadows of his face so divine.

“Get some sleep now, little one,” he said. “You’ll need to be fresh for the morning.”













Chapter Eighteen









Miles

 

It was bliss to open my eyes in the morning light and find her dainty little fingers gripped tight around my cock.

My hips were already moving, half in dream state, seeking more, and there she was ready to give it. My sweet little princess with those big blue eyes, so nervous and so fucking naughty both at once.

She didn’t say a word, just kept me in her stare, lips slightly parted as she concentrated on working my dick.

The girl was indeed a siren. A little minx with an appetite. A dirty little slut who was already craving so much fucking more in that sore little slit of hers.

“Hungry for another go?” I asked, and my tone was barely more than a whisper.

Her smile was angelic. Fucking divine.

“Then get on your fucking front and show me that ass,” I said, and rolled up onto my side.

I helped her on her way, pressing her face nice and hard into the pillows underneath, and her pale little ass came up at me so naturally, so keen for so much.

She let out a yelp as I landed a hearty slap on that beautifully pert backside.

“Naughty girls get a good spanking,” I told her, and her breathing quickened.

“I’ll be good! I’ll be good, I promise!”

I let out a groan, working my dick in my hand as I soaked in that pinking ass cheek. Yes, I’d be punishing the naughty little bitch plenty.

But not today.

Today had other filthy delights on the cards.

“What a delicious sore little cunt,” I said, and she nodded against the pillows. “You’re going to feel it so fucking hard from behind.”

Snaking my arm under her belly and between those thighs was a delight. The way she quivered as I ground my hand against that desperate clit was enough to have my balls fucking throbbing.

“Take a breath,” I told her, then pressed the head of my cock right up against that slit.

She squirmed as I eased my way in deep, and I knew it was hurting. I knew it was stretching her wide and raw and was more than enough for her to be feeling the aftermath all fucking day, but I didn’t hold back.

The last thing I wanted to do was hold back from such filthy treasures.

Her innocence made me heady, even now I’d popped that cherry. The thrill of her struggling to take me was enough to have me thrumming all the way through with my own fucking needs.

Fuck, how I wanted her to stretch for me. To strain for me. To hurt as she spread herself so fucking wide to take more.

“Ow,” she yelped. “Ow, ow, that hurts…”

“Take what you’re fucking given,” I told her.

I pulled her thighs wider apart and angled deeper. She yelped again, a string of little mewls that had my pulse racing up a gear.

“Play with that clit like a good girl,” I hissed and guided her hand to replace mine.

My mouth was already watering at the view before me, eyes eating her up before I’d even spread those perky little butt cheeks nice and wide.

This was a moment I’d savour for a long time to come.

My fingers spread those cheeks so slowly. Beautifully slowly. And there it was, every bit the precious gem I anticipated. That puckered little hole winking up at me as I drove my dick into her pretty pink slit underneath.

I dribbled one long string of spit down so nicely onto that little ring, rubbing it nice and wet in tight little circles. And then I pressed my thumb right on the bullseye, loving how she tensed in a flash, clenching up tight.

“My next cherry to pop,” I told her, and that little ring clenched tighter.

She gasped as I pushed my thumb in nice and steady, sinking all the way.

“Keep playing with that clit like a good girl,” I said.

I twisted my thumb in deep, loving the heat from that filthy little chute, and then I opened her up, circles getting wider as I forced her looser and looser and she groaned for me. She was tense. Deliciously tense.

I dribbled more spit and worked her harder, and my cock kept claiming that sore cunt as mine with every thrust.

She was mine with every thrust.

Mine with every breath.

Every sweet little hole and curve and smile. Every giggle and every bounce of those sweet little tits, and the beautiful straining of that filthy brown hole to take whatever it was given.

She was mine. All of her. From her blonde curls, to her dainty little toes. Every single scrap of that delectable little body of hers was all fucking mine.

It was just a fucking shame it was so forbidden in the world outside.

“That feels good,” she whispered as I fucked her asshole nice and slow with my thumb. “But I think I need the bathroom… I think I need to go…”

Another glorious taster of honest innocence.

“You don’t,” I told her. “Just be a good girl and take what you’re given.”

She cried out as I swapped my thumb for two thick fingers and worked those in hard.

“Work that clit,” I said, and her rhythm came back.

My fingers slammed in harmony with my cock, and she took it. She whimpered and squirmed underneath, but she took it like a good little girl.

“Ask me for my cock in your ass,” I told her, and she let out a mewl.

“I don’t know… I don’t know if I can…”

“Ask me for my fucking cock in your ass,” I told her again, and she met my eyes over her shoulder.

Her stare was absolutely fucking beautiful. Needy but hurting. Sore but desperate.

“Please,” she whispered. “Please fuck my ass.”

“Louder,” I said. “Beg for it.”

Her eyes stayed on mine. “Please, Mr Lindon,” she said louder, and I nearly shot my load in her cunt for her natural choice of name. “Please fuck my ass.”

She groaned hard as I pulled out of her battered pussy, and her fingers kept on working that clit.

My dick was nice and slick with her pussy juice, glinting wet as I pressed it to her puckered little ring.

“Oh God, oh God…” she whispered, and her nerves were gorgeous.

She let out such a perfect moan as I eased my way inside. Her head shot back and her back arched, tense, and it was glorious.

The girl was so tight. Tight enough to grip my dick in a fucking vice and milk me so hard I was fucking grunting for it.

Her whimpers were pained but beautiful. Her tense butt cheeks were a glorious stage for the show.

And then it shifted.

She shifted.

Tiny bucks at first, breaths turning shallow. Groans turning deeper.

“You like that?” I asked her. “Your ass enjoying its first proper fucking?”

I knew she was confused, tossed on the winds between pleasure and pain without a grip on what the fuck she was feeling. Her whimpers were heaven. Her tone divine.

“Please… please more…”

She was stretched so wide around my dick, that dirty little ring of hers gripping me hard.

“I’m going to fill you up,” I told her. “You’ll like that, won’t you, dirty girl? Your asshole is a hungry little bitch milking me dry. Milking me so fucking dry.”

Her moans were frantic, her fingers strumming hard underneath, and I was picking up the pace, my balls slapping loud on that sweet pussy below.

“Please..” she mewled, without any anchor for her words whatsoever, but that didn’t matter.

I gave her fucking everything. Curses and grunts and shunts all the way, and I was soon spurting so fucking deep in that virgin asshole.

The waves of release were tidal, coursing right up my spine, and I could barely contain the madness as I slammed into her, my own breaths running wild with hers, both of us flying so fucking high as we crested the peaks over and fucking over.

I collapsed on top of her in the aftermath, my dick still spasming deep, and she was rasping for breath too, my pretty little princess so spent along with me.

Her hair was a beautiful nest of blonde, so soft against my lips. Her cheek was clammy as I rolled her onto her side and pressed mine tight to hers.

She cried out loud when I pulled my cock from her, and her ass spat a filthy string of cum out in pursuit. I felt it, hot on my thighs, slippery as I mashed them up against hers.

“You’re a beautiful little princess and a perfect little slut, both at once, both for me,” I whispered, right into her ear.

“I’m going to be so sore now,” she said, and that glorious giggle of hers was right there to follow.

“You’ll be even more sore when we go and get your actual birthday present,” I told her, and she twisted her face back to mine.

“My actual birthday present? Do I even have one?”

I couldn’t hold back my smile. “Yes, princess, you really have one.”

Her shock was addictive. The surprise on her face was enough to make me heady as sin.

“Let’s get up and go see,” I said, and eased her so fucking slowly to her feet.













Chapter Nineteen









Faith

 

Would the shocks ever stop coming? I doubted it. Not at this rate.

Still, with shocks this fantastically great I’d happily take a million more just as fast as they were coming.

Sitting in the passenger seat, next to the idol of a man who’d already consumed me over and over, was a whole other bout of daydream land. A crazy awesome bout of daydream land.

“You messaged them?” he asked as he indicated out of his street, and I nodded, my phone still held tight in my lap, on top of the pleated school skirt I really hadn’t been expecting to wear out in public.

“Yeah, Mum said I don’t need to worry about getting back for dinner. She said she’ll see me later.”

He gave a nod. Eyes still on the road. “Good. We’ll be a while.”

I smiled to myself. A grin that crept up so wide.

I sure hoped we’d be a while. A seriously long one.

I’d never get tired of this crazy setup. Daydream land would have me holed up tight as long as it would let me. Yes, please.

Although I had my phone, I hadn’t managed much of a reply yet to Holly, scrolling through her question marks and open-mouthed emojis with barely more than a talk later, sorry, all great in reply once I’d messaged my parents. I put the handset back on standby when her thumbs-up pinged through. And then I turned my attention all the way back to Mr Lindon.

Miles.

I turned my attention all the way back to Miles.

“You’re really not going to tell me where we’re going?” I quizzed. “Not even a clue? A teeny weeny clue?”

I loved his smirk. “Not even a teeny weeny clue.” He looked across at me. “How is your teeny weeny asshole feeling after losing its virginity?”

Now this was a new side. This filthy talking Miles Lindon interlaced with general light-hearted chatter. I liked this side very, very much. Even though my pussy felt like it’d been ten rounds straight in a boxing ring, it still let out a little flutter and begged me to clench.

In response to his teeny weeny asshole question I shifted just a little in my seat. It hurt like a bitch. An absolute one. It hurt like an Erica Tate on an office bitch stampede, in fact. A sharp pang that shot right up. And then an ache. An ache that blended with the carnage right next door to it.

“Sore,” I said. “And that’s putting it mildly.”

“I imagine you’ve taken your fill for the day, then? Are you calling a teeny weeny asshole time out in the festivities?”

I loved the dirty humour in his voice. It made me blush and smirk right back.

“Maybe I’ll take a time out on the afternoon. Just a short-term break from the action though, yeah?” I was still instinctively nervous. Still ready to pinch myself that this was really ongoing fun and games for him.

But it was definitely ongoing.

His eyes were so alive.

“Yeah,” he said. “We’ll call a short break. I’ll just have to get my cock to hold its breath for a while.”

How my heart soared. It actually soared, pounding hard.

He wanted me. Really, truly wanted me. Even after taking all my holes and sampling the goods.

I was still beaming as we headed out of town and joined the motorway until we were two counties along. It didn’t matter how long we were driving, I still didn’t have the faintest clue of our destination, but I didn’t care.

As usual, I didn’t care about anything much when I was sitting so close to the man I adored.

My butterflies were every bit as frantic as normal around him, but there was this zing of excitement today along with them. Excitement and sparkle.

The radio was on, and my foot was tapping, even though the movement hurt my butt like hell, and I was happy. Really happy. Ridiculously, insanely, crazily, scream it to the universe happy.

I really wasn’t expecting it when he indicated left and headed into a car dealership. He pulled up in one of the spaces outside and flashed me a whole new smirk as he switched off the engine.

“Here we are, princess Faith. Destination birthday present,” he said, and I couldn’t even begin to fathom what he was talking about. Because there was no way… not here…

“What? You mean this place?!” I asked, and he nodded.

“Yes. I mean this place. Walters Auto Dealership. Let’s go find out what’s here for the birthday girl, shall we?”

I was jittery when I got out of the car, pulling my coat a whole load tighter around me and hoping nobody would see even a hint of my uniform.

It seems they really were expecting us, three suited people in the reception were clearly prepared for us coming.

“Mr Lindon,” one of them said and headed right over. “We have everything ready.”

His badge said Thomas Walters, so I guess he was quite an integral part of the setup. They shook hands and Mr Integral flashed me a smile, and then directed us out the back where I followed like a mute little muppet with a sore ass. I was smiling and keeping up and listening intently to their small talk, but I still didn’t know what to think. I couldn’t even begin to imagine. Because not seriously… there was no way seriously there was anything here that was for me…

But then I saw it.

The little purple car out on the forecourt. The little purple car we were heading right for.

The little purple car that was exactly the same shade as my childhood favourite colour, and the colour I’d scribbled over Mr Lindon’s from little Faith birthday cards whenever I’d been crayoning them in on my dining table.

But it couldn’t possibly be… there was no way… this little purple car couldn’t be for me…

“Happy birthday!” Miles announced and took the key from the suited Thomas right next to him, and that guy was smiling too. They both were. Smiling and gesturing to the car, like it was some obvious beacon, and I couldn’t digest it. Didn’t even know where to begin to process it, standing there by a gorgeous little purple car which was exactly the colour to make me go crazy. Standing there with my pussy and my ass throbbing hard, aching because they’d just been battered raw by the man I’d been dreaming about for years.

I pinched myself. I actually pinched myself. Because this was too crazy. Much too crazy.

I felt a giggle mixed with a sigh, mixed with this blub of happy tears, and I put my hand up to my mouth and didn’t know what to do.

And he was there.

He was right there with his arm around my shoulders, holding me tight. And I still couldn’t believe it. I still didn’t know what to think.

“I don’t know what to say…” I managed. “I really don’t know what to say…”

“Thanks will do just fine,” he told me, and guided me on over to the driver’s door. He opened it up and gestured me in. “Get on in there and scope out the view.”

I made sure my coat was wrapped up tight, then winced as I slipped into the seat, and my hands made a thump on the steering wheel, still checking this out for reality.

“Great stuff,” he said to Thomas Walters, and I watched him hand his own set of car keys over. “If you could please drop these through the letterbox if you get to the house before I do.”

The guy nodded, and talked about some paperwork or other, but I was looking all around the dashboard by now, working out which buttons were where. Miles tapped on the windscreen, then held up his finger as he mouthed one minute, and headed on back inside.

Insane.

It was all absolutely insane.

I watched him through the windscreen. Watched the way he moved, and the gorgeous tailored fit of his jacket, and the way the grey was such a contrast with the darkness of his hair in the light. My breaths were loud in the quiet of the car, and I was absolutely buzzing, eyes fixed on him hard as he signed off a load of paperwork while the Thomas guy was talking on at him.

He was smiling all over again as he walked back out on his own. There were some discs in his hand, and it took me a moment to realise they were learner driver plates. He stopped and pressed them on, front and back, before dropping himself down into the passenger seat next to me.

My hand was shaky as he handed me the keys.

“You are a learner, yes?” he asked, clearly finding me dumbstruck. “Your dad told me a while ago you were learning.”

I nodded. “Yeah, I’ve been learning. Well, I was. I dropped the lessons a bit when I started working at the office.”

“Well, you’ll have to resume them again, won’t you? Antiques don’t take precedence over motor skills, no matter how glorious the credenza in question is.”

He had a point, but I really hadn’t been thinking about it.

“I’m still not due to take my test,” I said in defence. “I wasn’t pushing back something super urgent. I just got side-lined.”

“And now you have a very good reason to get side-lined back the other way.” He buckled his seatbelt and gestured me to do the same. “This can be an excellent opportunity to show me how well you’re doing.”

“What?” I asked. “You want me to drive?”

“I want you to drive home,” he said. “I’m going to enjoy the journey.”

I wasn’t so sure he would be saying that once we were on the road. I wasn’t exactly on the brink of passing my driving test.

“Are you sure?” I pushed. “I’m still quite a learner…”

“Very,” he said. “Now let’s get a motor on and get this show on the road.”

I took a breath before I turned the key in the ignition. A very deep one.

My legs felt bandy and awkward, and it wasn’t from the butt pain at the top of them.

“You really can’t do this,” I said, before we were off the forecourt. “You really can’t get me a car. I mean this is crazy generous, way too much.”

He shrugged it off like it was nothing. “It’s really not some high end sports car,” he said. “It’s a nice little motor in a colour I knew you liked. It will be good for you to have an incentive to push on with your lessons.”

“Yeah, but still,” I said, and pulled out onto the road at a suitable break in traffic. I only hoped I really was as good as the instructor had been saying I was. “It’s still crazy generous. This is a car. An actual car.”

“And I’m sure you’ll get great use out of it,” he said.

I made sure I was well within the speed limit as I eased my foot onto the accelerator. I could feel him burning the side of my vision, my eyes desperate to chase down another look at him, even though I was fixed on the road.

The car was fantastic. A nippy little thing which made my heart sing. I couldn’t believe it was really mine. My own little motor to ride around in for years to come.

I’d done really well out of my eighteenth. As well as a sack load of sweet little presents, my uncle Eric had bought me a great little printer for university, and my parents had invested in a new study laptop. But this was something else. Something super different.

“Thank you,” I said, with a really genuine tone to my voice. “Thank you so much for this.”

“You’re very welcome, sweetheart,” he said back, and there was a really genuine tone to his too.

I concentrated as hard as I could on being the best driver I could be, and he was a great navigator, telling me which junctions to take long before we arrived at them, and encouraging me to speed up and slow down with as much easy authority as my driving instructor ever had. Being next to him was such a joy. The conversation was so natural, and the laughter came light, and I trusted him so much to guide me and push me and urge me on.

Just like in the rest of my life.

I couldn’t believe it when we arrived back at the outskirts of town. There was a relief at having the journey nearly completed, but a weird tinge of sadness to know that our two-person bubble was soon going to be broken.

The real world was still waiting out there.

“We’d better get this parked up at your place,” he said, and my belly did a lurch.

“My place?” I quizzed. “You want me to drive it home?”

“We’ll need to get it there in the imminent future,” he said. “May as well be now, and we can show your parents you in the driver’s seat.”

I couldn’t even begin to imagine what they’d say when they saw me pull up in the driver’s seat. I couldn’t hold back a whole new bloom of a grin.

Time to find out.

I indicated onto my estate and pulled up into our road, and there was Dad on the front lawn, pushing along with the lawnmower. I couldn’t resist beeping the horn, and he heard it over the mower roar, his eyes jolting up to see me pulling onto the driveway.

I put the window down with the engine still running and let out a squeal, and he turned off the mower, heading on over as Mum appeared out on the front porch and came over too.

They were shocked. As shocked as I was. Both of them open-mouthed as they looked from the car, to me, and over to Miles, both of them trying to fathom it.

“It’s my birthday present!” I squealed. “The birthday present from Miles!”

I turned off the engine with shaky fingers, and had to hold back a wince as I jumped up out of that driver’s seat. Miles was getting out the other side, looking so much calmer than me as he came around my side to join us.

“That’s quite a birthday present,” Dad said, and he wasn’t looking at me. His eyes were all on Miles.

Miles shrugged, again like it was nothing. “She’s been such a trooper at the office, I figured it would be a good asset to her at university.”

University.

I hated the word right now.

“Still, that’s quite a gift,” Dad said, and Mum put her arm through his. “That’s exceptionally generous, Miles.”

He shrugged again. “A gift I’m extremely happy to give,” he said, and squeezed my arm, only this squeeze was different to everything else this weekend. Totally different.

This squeeze was old Miles saying goodbye to sweet little Faith after a Sunday homework session.

“I’ll be seeing you at work tomorrow,” he said to me, and I nodded.

“Thanks, Miles. I’ll see you at work tomorrow.”

It sounded so stilted. So weird. Both of us sounded so weird.

And with that he was gone, his hand raised in farewell to both my parents as though it was nothing, and they didn’t stop him, both of them looking completely slammed with shock as I let out another squeal of excitement.

But this excitement was for more than the car. This excitement was for everything. So much of everything I was ready to burst.

Until Dad cleared his throat that is, and pointed at the front door, brows looking heavy.

“Let’s get inside and discuss this more thoroughly,” he said, and Mum nodded too.













Chapter Twenty









Miles

 

I knew Colin would be visiting me before traditional office opening hours on Monday morning. He came right on through to my office just before eight, and gave my door a token rap before heading on in. I was expecting it. I smiled up at him from the desk without even a hint of surprise.

The look on his face was certainly one of query.

“Are you absolutely sure?” he asked, both of us knowing exactly what the topic was.

I gave him a simple nod. “She’s a great girl, doing a fantastic job here. I wanted to reward her.”

“I’m glad she’s doing well,” he said. “But seriously, Miles, that’s an incredibly generous gift. I really don’t think it can possibly be warranted.”

I shook my head as simply as I’d nodded. “It’s not over generous,” I told him. “She’s earned it.”

I understood his confusion. I’d been subject to my own. My impulse to search for the vehicle in the first place had hit me hard in the aftermath of the birthday party. My desire to present her with something so valuable was a tide in a very turbulent storm, but a valid one. I’d questioned my own sense in such a decision.

Luckily, from the very moment we’d set off for that car dealership, I’d known I’d made the right move. There would never be even a scrap of regret for my purchase, or the altercations from it. One little squeal of her excitement had made ample reward for my generosity.

The reactions of that girl were already quite an addictive scent on the air, calling me on. The pay off in seeing just the tiniest sliver of her excitement was extraordinary. I’d become a Faith Martin happiness junkie in just one tiny weekend.

Colin paced the room with his hands behind his head, trying to digest my assurances.

“I wasn’t going to get her a car,” he said. “She’s learning to drive, but with university coming, it didn’t seem a sensible option to let her get on the road.”

I didn’t comment on that. It not being sensible for her to drive made no sense to me.

He met my stare and tried to expand on his logic.

“Faith’s a very, very young eighteen,” he told me, as though he was sharing some insider truth. “It’s hard to keep her calmly in her teenage bubble. There’s always this constant risk of her getting herself into trouble.” He paused. “I don’t want her getting too caught up in the idea of being some independent grown up, driving herself all around the place with some semblance of freedom before she knows how to handle it responsibly. She’s still a girl playing at being mature, and she’s not. She’s nothing like mature.”

My eyebrows grew heavy as I kept up the stare, my jaw feeling surprisingly tight as I digested the sentiment behind his words.

“She’s a smart, driven young woman,” I countered. “I’m sure she is very responsible.”

The shake of his head was dramatic. “Faith is not a woman,” he told me, and there was a bark in his voice I hadn’t heard for many years. “She’s still a girl, with girlish dreams, who needs to grow up properly before she even tries to be an adult. Having a car will only give her extra temptation to spread her wings too soon.”

I forced myself to relax in my seat like this was just a regular conversation, but in reality I was an utter churn of sensations all at once. I could barely meet his eyes once I heard the passion in his voice. A defensive father trying to protect his little girl’s innocence.

Innocence I’d taken.

Innocence I’d claimed hard and torn out like a filthy man possessed.

Innocence I was already dreaming of ploughing away harder.

“Thank you, though,” he said to me, as though he was rethinking his stance on the car. “Thanks for being so invested in her. We are lucky to have you in her life. Such a generous, kind uncle figure to help keep her safe.”

And that was the spark for a whole new wave of sickness down deep. Sickness that twisted hard, pulsing with remorse for the betrayal of the man I classed as a solid friend of mine. The man leaning across my desk with his hand reached out for a handshake, believing me to be such a good guy on the outskirts of his family.

“Thanks,” he said again. “I really do appreciate you caring about our little princess so much. Thanks for really treating her.”

I could barely meet his eyes as I accepted that handshake. It took everything I had to keep my mask up high and my exterior at its regular calm.

“She’s a good girl,” I told him. “A very talented one.”

He laughed a little. “Gets it from her mother. She’ll make a fine accountant one day, I hope.”

I nodded, but didn’t agree.

I couldn’t.

I’d known for a long time that Colin was hoping for the more conventional route for his daughter. A role in finance with safe number crunching and decent pay-outs. Not a role chasing old furniture and matching it up with buyers for the most money possible.

Colin himself was running the property side of my business, because that too was safer. Steady and practical, with the same tick boxes and agreements every day of the week.

“She’d make a fine auctioneer,” I told him, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

He waved my statement aside.

“She would if she had it her way, but the girl needs more than the antiques dreams to set her up for a career.”

I bit my tongue and kept quiet, knowing well that it was far, far from my position to comment on anything to do with his daughter’s best options or future at this point.

I’d have some fucking nerve if I did.

“You really are sure about the car?” he checked again. “I’m sure I can reimburse you for some of the value.”

“Really sure,” I told him. “I just hope she enjoys it when she passes her test.”

His smile was enough to light up his face. His eyes were glowing, absolutely alive with the love he had for that little girl of his.

Because that was truly how he saw her. As a little girl. A sweet little girl absolutely bursting with innocence.

“Oh, she’s already enjoying it,” he said. “You should have seen her at the dinner table last night, she couldn’t stop grinning and squealing and rattling on and on about your trip to the dealership.”

I wished I could have seen her there, grinning and squealing and rattling on. The mental image was enough to make my heart race.

“I’m glad she was so enthusiastic.”

His laugh was so warm. “She was enthusiastic alright. My little munchkin is such a lively girl, she really is.”

I figured it was time for him to head off soon enough and get over to the property branch, and so it was. He turned and made his way out, and it was certainly a welcome reprieve with my senses being so utterly tossed in a storm, but he stopped in the doorway before his goodbye, and his expression turned darker, clearly weighing something up.

A pang of potential scrutiny hit hard in my chest. But he stepped a little closer back towards me, and his look was tinged with the need to confide, not to accuse.

“Actually, I was hoping I’d be able to call on your help, Miles,” he said, and my breath caught, just a hiss in my chest. “I was hoping it wouldn’t come to this, but now I’m here I figure it’s a good idea to bring you onboard.”

I had no idea what he was talking about, so kept quiet as he paced all the way back over to my desk.

“I heard that Faith was working with that warehousing Stephen last week,” he said, and I nodded.

“Yes, she was. I’ve had her shadowing different members of the team, to get some insight on different departments.”

His stare was a different kind of hard when it landed again. “I heard that Stephen has been talking about her. About how desirable she is, in more vulgar language than that. I also heard that he’s planning on dating her.”

I raised my eyebrows. “I imagine he appreciates her attributes and talents. She is quite a personality.”

“And quite a little girl, like I said,” he snapped. “I was hoping you’d please step in to keep him away from her. I don’t want her associating with him.”

My own instincts were very much that I didn’t want him associating with her either, but for very, very different reasons.

I felt uncomfortable even attempting to mimic camaraderie under these circumstances, but I had no choice but to try, rigid in my chair and stony faced as he continued.

“She isn’t ready for some boyfriend this summer. She’s anything but. Stephen can walk on by before even thinking about taking my girl out for some seedy date night before she’s even ready for university.”

It was the venom in his voice. The flash of fire in his eyes.

I knew then in that single moment that there wasn’t going to be even a scrap of a chance he’d ever accept me crossing the line with his daughter. Not in this whole fucking lifetime.

It was a dull spade pounding into my twisting gut, wrenching me with a whole fucking ocean of truth. I really was an utterly vile piece of filth for fucking with his little girl.

I hated myself. Both for crossing my own fucking moral line, and for betraying Colin Martin’s.

But there was more. So much more to confuse it than that.

I hated myself, but I loved that girl so fucking much.

I loved sweet Faith and the woman she was growing into. I loved how stunning she was, both inside and out. I loved the joy she’d brought into my weekend, and the beautiful reward I’d found in bringing joy to hers.

I loved everything in her. Every fucking thing that made her Faith. And I wouldn’t be able to let that go. Not easily. Not even for the loyalty of a long-term friend I should have been true to without question.

“Stephen is a bit idiotic with his words,” I said. “But there is no risk of him being disrespectful to Faith. He’s perfectly decent as a young guy.”

“I don’t care,” Colin barked. “Just keep him away from her, Miles, please. I don’t want him anywhere near her.” He paused, and there was that flash of fire in his eyes again. “I don’t want anyone fucking near her.”

There it was.

The blanket statement.

The blanket statement he really believed in.

I met his eyes and forced mine to speak the truth, at least in this token instance.

“I’ll keep Stephen away from Faith, Colin,” I said. “You don’t have to worry about him touching her.”

The relief in his face was instant.

“Thank you, Miles,” he said. “I appreciate that.”

I watched him finally leave my office with my breath held tight, so fucking grateful when that door closed behind him.

I was fucked. Absolutely fucked from that minute onwards with a tirade of where the holy fucking fuck is this fucking headed while my brain churned with the backlash.

Colin would never accept us. Not anything even slightly between Faith and me. Not until the end of days.

Diane would be in the same corner. Lashing out with the same judgement.

And so would likely the whole fucking world.

Forbidden.

We were truly forbidden.

And I was truly captivated by the girl. Snared alive by every stunning little glint in her eyes.

So just what the holy living fuck was I going to do about it?













Chapter Twenty-One









Faith

 

I was so excited to get to work. I was practically skipping along the path on my way, wondering what the hell it would be like to be in a building with him as Mr Lindon again, and how I’d ever manage it in a million years without peeing myself with excitement.

I was all grins and bounding steps as I made my way to my usual seat in the finance office, waving to everyone and replying to all the questions about whether I’d had an amazing birthday weekend.

I’m sure my blush must have been ruby red as I told them it was the greatest weekend of all time.

Rachel was over at my desk quizzing me harder about after party events when Mr Lindon – Miles – stepped on through, and I stopped in a beat, my breaths catching hard, every single part of me sizzling like crazy as I tried to stay even slightly convincingly calm with him so close.

And he was sizzling too. Just like I was.

I could feel it. The tension. The tightness. The strain.

Both of us so aware of the heat pulsing hard in the air. My eyes trying to stay fixed on Rachel like this was just a normal Monday morning, when all I wanted to do was grab him tight and beg him to take me all over again.

“Good morning, ladies,” he said, and I adored the usual satin deepness in his voice.

“Morning, Mr Lindon,” Rachel replied, and I found myself clearing my throat before I answered.

“Good morning, Mr Lindon,” I said, and forced my eyes up to his.

His were absolutely brimming with so much.

Too much.

Too much to truly fathom.

It punched me hard down deep, a flash of insecurity giving me a good boot to follow. Because he was confused. There was definitely confusion there.

“Can you believe the birthday girl is eighteen now?” Rachel asked him, and I cringed at her choice of question. “She’ll always be our little cutie, won’t she?”

“The birthday girl is a fine young woman now,” he said with a smirk, even though his eyes were still conflicted.

I loved his words.

I loved the way he called me a woman, even if my clit was desperate for him to call me his little girl from now until forever.

He carried on through to Lynn’s desk in the corner and asked her about some month end reports, and I struggled to get back into the conversation with Rachel. I tried to keep my eyes on her and my ears on her words, but I couldn’t help it – my entire body was screaming for his.

His suit was absolutely immaculate, fitted so well to his frame. His shoulders were huge and strong, just tense enough to see the outline right through his suit jacket, and his hair was just perfect. Styled so slick and dark to his scalp, just like always.

Well, unless he was just waking up with his head on a pillow, or I’d been grabbing it with needy fingers.

One thing was absolutely for sure. The weekend had certainly ruined any chance I’d ever had in a million years to get over Mr Lindon. There was no doubt about it. I was well and truly totally fucked on the move on front.

He took some papers from Lynn and I had to pull my gaze away as he headed on past. He was close enough for the scent to hit me, and my clit gave yet another little shout.

I must have been gawping like a fool in the aftermath, because Rachel’s eyes sparkled as she leaned in closer.

“Insane how gorgeous that man is, isn’t it?” she laughed. “How dare he wear the world’s most glorious aftershave on top to make him even more irresistible? This place should come with a health warning.”

I giggled along with her, but I felt so naughty. Like I’d committed some crime somehow to have had him inside me all over the weekend. Something forbidden and out of my depth and asking for trouble.

I guessed it was. Even if it felt like the most natural thing in creation to have him take me like that. Whatever the hole.

My laughter spat out a little louder at the thought.

“It should definitely come with a health warning,” I agreed, and she slapped me on the shoulder before heading on back through to reception.

I was staring at my screen working through this week’s auction listings when an email pinged through in a notification in the corner. His name caught my eye in a heartbeat.

Miles Lindon. Subject blank.

I clicked on it and my heart was straight back up to a freight train of thumping.

I want you in my office, it said. One little sentence that had me climbing up the walls.

I was straight on my feet, smoothing down my blouse and twisting my hair into a neat curl down around my shoulder and hoping this was going to be him confessing his undying love for all time. Marry me, Faith Martin, and have a whole nursery full of Miles Lindon babies while we’re both slamming down the auction hammer. I giggled again at my own stupid idiot romantic notions, and was still laughing as I passed by Erica on her way out to the saleroom.

It was a mistake to be giggling anywhere near Erica Tate. She pulled up to a standstill, hand on her hip as she hit me with the most bitchy scowl in the universe.

“And what the hell are you laughing at?” she asked, and her voice was nothing more than a nasty sneer. “You’re in the office you know. Be a damn fucking professional about it.”

She killed my giggle in two seconds flat. I stopped in my tracks, my cheeks flaming bad, hating how I’d made such a silly girl out of myself in front of her.

I really didn’t want to be a silly girl in front of her.

“Sorry,” I said. “I wasn’t really laughing, not seriously. I just had a good weekend and I guess the fun was still with me.”

“If you want to be a girl having fun and games while she giggles like a moron, then you can find yourself a little baby playground to go do it in. You’re not welcome here with that mentality.”

I knew her attack was completely overblown and overreacting, but I still felt so overpowered by her in this place.

She was so assured in her attacks on people. So aggressive in her condescension. So nasty in her lashings out at everyone she wanted to snap and bite at.

I’d had some pretty nasty teachers and professors in my time, but none of them came even slightly close to the way she wanted to stamp me under her boot.

I took a breath and forced myself to keep my composure, because this was my job, and this was my place, and I was determined to absolutely do my best at it.

“I’m sorry,” I told her again, and tried my hardest to keep my voice as mature as I knew how to make it. “I’ll be sure to keep myself as professional as possible.”

She didn’t reply, just raised an eyebrow and pursed her lips. And she hated me. There was no doubt in her eyes that she really hated me.

I wasn’t expecting her to lean in closer, and I definitely wasn’t expecting to hear the hiss of her whisper in my ear.

“Don’t you dare think for a second that I’m not aware of that glorious little purple car you got given over the weekend,” she said, and my whole body tensed.

“Sorry?” I quizzed back, not quite believing it.

“Believe me, I know about everything that goes on behind the scenes in this place, and I know full well what’s going on between you and Miles, even if the rest of the world is too fucking clueless to realise shit about you.”

Oh my God.

How my butterflies fell flat in my belly, all of them lurching to the pits at hundreds of miles an hour.

“But I…” I began, not having a hope of knowing where to start.

It was a very good job I didn’t start trying.

She hissed out another spiteful sigh before she started up again.

“I know you think you’re some precious little princess who can get all kinds of pretty little gifts from her oh so generous uncle Miles with his oh so generous wallet, but I see right through you.”

“You do?” I quizzed, genuinely curious.

“Oh yes, I do. You’re a pathetic little diva who thinks she’s so special. So wonderful. So adored by all these fawning daddies treating you like some spoiled little dolly. But I know you’re a devious little bitch who is twisting everyone around your fingers for some pitiful recognition of being wonderful.”

I didn’t have a clue what to say to that, so I said nothing and let her continue.

“Miles thinks you’re his sweet little pre-schooler who needs such taking care of, but I know you’re a calculated bitch out to take, take, take.”

I turned my face to hers, unable to fathom how she could really be seeing this about me.

I’d been accused of many things over the years. Being naive and slightly ditzy with my rushes of excitement, and not able to know when a good time to stop chasing after stuff is. I’d also been accused of talking a bit too loud over the dinner table, and spending way too much time watching antiques shows, but not once at any point in my life had I ever been called a manipulative, spoiled little cow out for other people’s money.

My mouth was open, and I’m sure my eyes must have been saucers, and my words sounded so weird and distant as they came out.

“But I’m not… I’m not like that… that isn’t what I’m doing…”

“Trust me, little bitch,” she hissed. “I know exactly what you’re like and what you’re doing. I promise you your days here are numbered.”

I was as still as a statue as she paced on by, clacking on those super high heels she was always wearing. I felt so totally misunderstood, and like I should try to reason with her somehow, but I didn’t have a clue where I’d ever start, not with Erica Tate.

My cheeks were boiling, burning up so bright at the realisation that everyone in the business might know about the car and think I was some devious little gold digger, just like she did. And I didn’t want that. I truly didn’t want that.

I didn’t want people to think of me like that. Not even for a moment.

My flutter of excitement at charging right into Mr Lindon’s office was well and truly hidden beneath a whole pit of self-doubt. Was I really that shallow seeming that people would think things like that of me? Even Erica Tate?

I mean, I shouldn’t be. Couldn’t be. I’d never been accused of anything like that before. I didn’t believe anyone would really believe anything like that of me before.

So why did my belly still pang at the prospect?

I forced it down, and forced a smile back on my face and kept on walking, even though I felt thoroughly side bashed by the passing Tate Typhoon.

Luckily the butterflies were well and truly back in flight by the time I knocked on Miles Lindon’s door.













Chapter Twenty-Two









Miles

 

I loved the soft little tap of her knuckles against my office door. My anticipation was a fine wine, teasing the tip of my tongue. The most perfect shiver of want.

I’d been impulsive, driven by both need and impatience as I fired off that summons to her inbox, but I was glad to have been so reckless.

“Come in,” I called, and the handle lowered slowly, once again so delicate. Everything about the girl was so deliciously fucking delicate.

There was a strange innocence in my own reaction to hers. Something fresh and new and so removed from the jaded cynicism I’d been feeling for decades.

I’d been long convinced that the enthusiasm of any two people first pursuing a relationship was always just ridiculous optimism, based on nothing more than idiotic ideals. Unrealistic. Pointless to give any meaning to.

I’d been caught up in those idiotic ideals myself in my younger years. That’s how I’d felt about Erica, back in the day, when we’d had even a glimmer of hope we’d find anything that counted for shit between us. That’s how I’d felt about several various conquests along the way, with their short-term little dallies into love.

But this was different.

My feelings for Faith as a young woman were so very different to anything I’d encountered before. Fuck knows where they were heading, but they were definitely heading somewhere.

The thought was both captivating and terrifying.

“Hi,” she said, with rosy cheeks burning bright as she stepped on in. “I got your email.”

I let her come closer before indicating to the chair opposite. There was a flutter of eyelashes as she tried to keep her stare seeming natural, dropping into the seat and pressing her knees together in a semblance of modesty, even though I’d pounded her asshole raw the day previous.

It was another thing I loved her for. Her manners. Always such beautiful manners.

“Are you having a good morning?” I quizzed, and she nodded.

Her yes, thanks reply came quick, but it was unsteady. Too unsteady.

“You don’t sound all that convinced,” I pushed, and her eyes leapt up to meet mine.

Again, she was unsure. Hiding something. Clearly.

“Faith, is something bothering you?” I asked, and my tone was firm this time.

She started in the seat, and her back straightened. “No, not really,” she said, but again didn’t sound convinced. I held my tongue until she sighed and relaxed just a little on an out breath. “Yeah, ok, just something… but nothing much,” she said, more casually this time. “I just haven’t been doing so well this morning. I want to be doing better. Be more professional. I messed up a bit.”

The truth in her words was gorgeous. Her craving for her own professionalism was enough to make my heart swell.

“Care to elaborate?” I asked, but she shook her head.

“Nah, thanks. I can handle it. I’m just cursing my stupid idiot mistakes and chewing them over.”

“You are an exceptionally professional young woman,” I told her, reinforcing what I’d already been saying to her father that morning. “You don’t have anything to be worrying about on the stupid idiot mistake front. Of that score, I’m certain.”

She didn’t look convinced, but shot me a smile anyway.

“Thanks, Mr Lindon.”

“Miles,” I said. “We’re out of earshot for the time being at least.”

Her smile widened. “Thank you, Miles. That means a lot.”

It was my turn to shoot a smile across the desk. “I had your father in here earlier. He said you were very enthusiastic about your car last night.”

Her nod was so fucking cute, her eyes lighting right up at me. “I was. I love it! Dad not so much… He doesn’t think I need a car. Or to pass my test yet. Or to stay out in the evening past seven p.m., or be allowed to leave even one spring of broccoli uneaten.”

She was joking, but only on a surface level.

“Yes, he told me that too. Assured me you didn’t need independent transport until your university days were finished.”

She shook her head and her words came out sharp this time. “I don’t even want to be going to crappy university. I don’t even want to be a stupid crappy accountant. The least I can be doing is driving a car around the place if I want to.”

This wasn’t even slightly the conversation I had in mind when summoning her on in here. She folded her arms across her chest, and turned her stare to my office plant off to the left, and she was bristling. I could feel her frustration like static.

“You are already fully signed up to Warwick university, yes?” I confirmed. “For next term?”

She nodded. “Yeah. All signed, sealed and pretty much delivered.”

But she wasn’t delivered. Not yet. Nowhere near.

It wasn’t my place for questioning, not even close, but I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t help the way my ribs tightened with the thought of helping her make sense of her road ahead. Her actual road ahead. The one she truly wanted.

“Warwick university will have a variety of degree options. Nothing can surely be set in stone.”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve been tick boxed into the finance route forever and a day, just going along with the sensible option. Just like Dad did. Just like he wants me to. Always so sensible.”

Her eyes came back to me.

“Sorry,” she said. “I just feel a bit got at this morning. I’ll be fine.” She forced a grin, but her eyes did lighten up a little. “What did you call me in here for?”

Such fucking innocence. Always such fucking innocence.

“That depends on you,” I said, knowing full well my smirk was filth. “I’m keen to establish how you are feeling post the weekend. Still somewhat tender, I imagine.”

Those rosy cheeks were back in force. “I can still feel where you’ve been,” she whispered. “It, um… hurts.”

My mouth watered so fucking hard. “Tell me how it hurts, Faith.”

Those baby blues were divine. “It, um… it aches,” she whispered. “Aches really deep. I feel it when I move. Some of it hurts sharp sometimes, and I like that. I like to feel where you’ve been inside me.”

The girl was learning. Such a natural. Her breaths were quickening, knees pressed even tighter together, no doubt driven by such a dirty want in that horny little pussy of hers.

I’d been planning to clarify our situation in a considerably calmer conversation setting than this, but the heat was already too far risen to stand a hope in hell.

“You want more of that pounding, don’t you?” I asked her. “You want me inside those aching little holes all over again.”

Her nod was that of such a horny little girl. Short. Sharp. Needy.

“Tell me,” I pushed, and my palm was pressed to my swollen cock under the desk. “Tell me what you want.”

She squirmed in her seat, and her lips were parted, eyes on mine. But again she was hesitant. Holding back.

“Tell me,” I insisted. “I want honesty from you, Faith. I want to know exactly what you want.”

I wasn’t expecting the answer. Not the simplicity of it when it came.

“You,” she said, just like that. “I want you.”

How it coaxed. Her words calling for mine.

“Tell me how you want me,” I pushed again. “I want to know everything about what you crave in that filthy little heart of yours.”

And I did want to know.

Even though I was pushing in so fucking deep for the core of her, I couldn’t hold back. Didn’t fucking want to.

She was silent. Hesitating. Still fucking hesitating.

“Tell me what it is you really want, little girl,” I insisted, and her breathing hitched all the more.

“You, Miles,” she said finally. “It’s you I want. It’s always been you.”

She bit her bottom lip, and it wasn’t from some sexy little diva effort at being a temptress. This was a girl with genuine nerves, wearing a genuine heart on her sleeve.

And oh, how I fucking loved her for it.

My pulsing cock could take a back seat on the imminent thrill-seeking, my eyes were all on a much heavier prize. But first I needed to warn her. Truly needed to warn her what was coming.

“This was quite an intense weekend,” I said. “But I promise you, little girl, that’s only just me getting started. I don’t play lightly. My interests are all very… demanding.”

She didn’t flinch. “I want to play however you want to play,” she whispered. “Please. I really want you.”

“And you can have me,” I told her. “You can have me as your filthy playmate from now until university, but we need to be sure of our rules together. We need to be sure we’re both singing along to the same hymn sheet before we go risking the ink smears.”

“Playmates?” she asked. “That’s what we’ll be? Like fuck buddies from now until term time?”

“What do you want us to be?” I pushed again.

She shrugged.

I stared.

“What do you want us to be, Faith? Tell me.”

Her foot started tapping, eyes back on the plant, and mine were fixed on her. Burning so fucking hard.

“Tell me what you want us to be, Faith,” I said again, like a mantra, and she sighed. She sighed and stared and gave me her answer.

“I want us to be everything, Miles. I want to be your everything.” Her pause was so tight. “You’re already everything to me. You have been for years.”

Holy fucking hell, her words were alive.

This was nothing like playmates, and I knew it. I’d known it from before I gave her the birthday card. I’d known it from when it was a glimmer in the back of a little girl’s dirty eyes.

“We have to be so careful with this,” I told her. “Faith, sweetheart, we have to be so fucking careful. If anyone finds out about this…”

“I know,” she said. “I know they’ll never let us be together. None of them.”

The generic them was such a powerful unspoken force, but so real. Her parents, our colleagues, our friends. Our town.

“You need to go to university,” I said. “That’s looming tall. We have to be so careful before this truly kicks off. We could get so deep.”

“I need to go to university, but it’s not now,” she replied. “Please, can we just be together for now? We don’t have to tell anyone. We don’t have to fight a losing battle, right? We can just be us in private… can’t we?”

I should say no. The respectable Miles should say no.

I wanted her so fucking much but it was headed for disaster. Hurt, and hard decisions and a whole load of slaloms to weave through.

I should say no, but I couldn’t. I simply couldn’t.

“We can be us for now if you want to,” I told her. “We just need to be so careful, sweetheart. I don’t want any of this to fuck you up with a shit load of repercussions, and it could. We’ll be sailing pretty damn close to the fucking sun.”

She smiled at that.

“I already am sailing pretty close to the sun when I’m around you. I have been for a long time.” Her eyes were beautiful. Pools of such perfect honesty. And then her humour came in, just a little. “My butt thinks I’ve been sailing pretty damn close to the sun too, that’s for sure. It hurts like a bitch in the bathroom.”

“Come let me kiss it better then,” I told her with a laugh, but my whole voice was filth. All for her.

This truly was sailing close to the fucking sun. For me easily as much as her.

She moved slowly, my dirty little girl, her stare so hard against mine. I twisted my chair to meet her approach, and pressed her into the desk, where she was standing tall above me.

My height was so fucking perfect to get at her. I eased those thighs apart in front of me, hitching her skirt up high.

“I hope that little pussy is wanting to stretch for me all over again,” I said. “I’m going to make you open up so fucking hard for me, little girl. I’m going to make you take it all.”

The dirty little minx eased her hips forward as I grazed my thumb over her lacy knickers. She was wet. Really fucking wet.

The scent of her was divine. My mouth was slavering for a taste. But I shouldn’t. I really fucking shouldn’t. Not with a whole building full of staff out there daring to head on through at any time.

“Is that what you like?” she whispered, pressing against my thumb. “You like it when it’s tight?”

I figured now was a good point for my honesty to match the easiness of hers.

“I like it when I spread you wide fucking open,” I told her. “I like it when I make you stretch and strain and hurt to take me. I like it when I tell you to be a good girl and spread your legs nice and wide, even though your cunt is struggling to fucking handle it.”

Holy fuck, she fucking liked it. She rubbed herself against my hand with a desperate little mewl.

“That’s what you want?” she whimpered. “You want to stretch me?”

My voice was sin. Pure fucking sin. “I want to stretch you so fucking hard, little girl. I want you to take it all, every fucking thing I give you. I want you to spread yourself open and let me force my fist all the way in that tight little pussy until you’re begging me to stop. That’s my sweet little virgin girl, giving me that cunt even though it hurts. Even though you’re so fucking tight it makes you cry out.”

Her breaths were frantic. She gasped as I hooked my fingers inside her knickers and slammed three of them deep into that slit. She was a perfect vice, squeezing hard.

“I’ll take it…” she whimpered, bucking against my hand even though it must have throbbed like a bitch. “Please, Mr Lindon. I’ll take it all, I promise…”

She had no idea what she was signing up to. None at all. But she soon would.

“You’ll come to mine tonight,” I told her. “You’ll tell your parents you’re staying at Holly’s for a girly movie night, and you’ll come over to mine wearing your uniform under that sweet fucking coat again.”

She nodded, breathing faster as my thumb picked up the pace on her clit.

“You’ll come to mine in the uniform and you’ll give me those sweet little holes like a good girl. You’ll be feeling me for days after and you’ll be thanking me so fucking much whenever it hurts.”

“Yes…” she hissed. “Yes, please…”

She was getting there, riding closer to the edge, and my cock was throbbing, wanting a piece of that pretty little snatch right there.

Her snatch or the other road to fucking bliss.

“Show me that pretty ass,” I told her, and pulled my fingers free with a slippery squelch, and she did as she was told. She turned her back to me and pressed up tight to the desk, that backside coaxing me so fucking hard.

I was ready for it. So ready to take my fill.

But I couldn’t. I couldn’t take anything. The whole heady episode was smashed down in a heartbeat as my office door handle sounded out its regular opening screech and in swung the door.

And there she was. Miss Enter Without Fucking Knocking.

She was carrying paperwork, so we had two seconds flat for Faith to jump away from me, and she did. She jumped right out of the way and put her attention on my monitor screen, breaths still ragged when Erica looked in our direction and narrowed her eyebrows.

“Have I interrupted something?” she asked in her bitchiest sneer, and I questioned all over again why the hell she was still working with me.

“Just an impromptu meeting,” I snapped. “None of your fucking business, in fact.”

“It’s always my fucking business,” she said. “This whole office is my fucking business, Miles, and so is that office junior over there.”

“You can head back to your desk now, Faith,” I said as calmly as possible. “Thanks for answering my questions.”

Her nod was so quick, and so were her footsteps as she shot out of there, casting me only one final glance before disappearing from the Tate glare in a heartbeat.

I wasted no time in getting down to my response.

“Faith is no fucking office junior,” I snapped. “Don’t you dare speak to her like one.”

“Oh, right,” she snapped back. “So she comes in bleating and whining and crying the victim to you, does she, and suddenly she’s no little office junior? She was laughing like a pathetic little high schooler, Miles. I pulled her up on it. So fucking what?”

I didn’t have a clue what she was talking about and my expression must have said as much.

“She didn’t come here playing the victim?” she asked. “Oh, please. Of course she did.”

“I don’t have the faintest fucking idea what you’re bleating on about,” I told her.

She pulled her favourite snide face. “This morning, out there in the corridor, she was laughing like a sad little moron and I told her in no uncertain terms that she should stop being one. I’m allowed to demand professionalism in the workplace, after all.”

“You criticised her this morning?” I asked. “She was laughing and you told her she shouldn’t?”

“Damn right I did. I told her to be a fucking professional and leave the stupid giggling for the school yard.”

And so it made sense. Faith feeling she’d let herself down in her work responsibilities somehow.

I got to my feet, and Erica was taken aback by the genuine fury in my face, I could see it. I could fucking feel it. She looked uncharacteristically uncertain. Not quite at her full sense of self-assured bullshit.

“Don’t you ever even dream of criticising that girl in this workplace again,” I snarled, and this wasn’t bluster, or a lack of patience or a ringing out of some clash of personalities.

This was the truth. This was a warning. This was me.

She was quiet for a few long seconds, staring dumb until I resumed my seat, and then she recoiled, full of empty bravado as she jabbed her finger in my direction,

“That girl has you wrapped around her little finger!” she sneered. “She’s playing you for a fucking fool, Miles, little princess perfect. What are you going to buy her next? A fucking yacht? A pony for her back yard?”

“It’s none of your fucking business what I buy her,” I said, wondering where the pissing hell she’d heard about the car purchase from.

“See if you’re still saying that when little miss gold digger has milked you dry like a total fool before heading off to uni.”

I laughed out loud at that. “Faith isn’t a gold digger, Erica. She’s just a talented young woman trying her best to learn the antiques trade.”

“Then you really are a fool, Miles,” she snapped and stormed back to the office door. “A serious fucking fool.”

“I meant what I said,” I assured her before she left. “If you criticise Faith in this workplace again, there will be some serious fucking words exchanged between us. Don’t risk finding out.”

I wasn’t fucking joking either, and she knew it. She really knew it.

She didn’t give me the finger when she left today, and it was just as well.

My Erica Tate tolerating days were fast reaching their end.

It’d been a long fucking time coming.













Chapter Twenty-Three









Faith

 

How the rest of the day at the office crawled by. I kept myself as busy as possible, and out of Erica’s way as much as possible, but still she scowled across at me every time she caught my eye.

She hated me. Truly. For whatever imaginary crimes I’d committed, she really did hate me.

Still, I didn’t care. I couldn’t care. My heart was soaring sky high and struggling to stay under wraps without me bursting like a crazy girl and running squealing around the office. I kept my breaths steady and my fingers busy at the keyboard and pushed myself to focus, and then, eventually, I was on my way home with a frantic call to Holly being put in en route.

“We’re a thing,” I told her. “An actual couple thing, until uni. I mean, we’ll need to keep it quiet or risk being boiled alive and that’s a shit scary risk for the taking. But still…”

She squealed for me. Actually shrieked down the phone and told me I was so crazy fucking lucky, and I was squealing too, bouncing on the spot like I’d won the lottery when the universe decided to send Dad on by in his car. He was heading home from the property office and saw me. He couldn’t not. Jumping up and down like an excited toddler at the side of the road.

His stare said a lot. Enough that my heart did a weird little thump and my belly did one to match, because he was suspicious of something and I could read it a mile off. Like he used to be when I was tiny and he knew I’d done something bad.

“What is it?” Holly pushed. “Why so quiet?”

“I’m going to need your help,” I told her, instinct taking over, and roped her along for the journey.

Sure enough Dad was certainly looking suspicious when I arrived home after him. He was already in the kitchen with Mum, talking about something that had them shutting up when I stepped on through. I tried to give my most easy smile, but it was hard. I was tossed between scared and buzzing wild, worried that they were going to see right through me and put a stop to my adventure before it even started.

“I’m going out tonight,” I said. “With Holly. We’re having a movie night at hers.”

Dad’s stare was intense. “With Holly?”

I nodded. “With Holly, yeah.”

It was a horrible moment standing there as they both looked over at me. I leaned into the kitchen units as though this was natural, but it wasn’t.

I was a young teenager all over again, asking if I could go out to the park after dinner when it was getting dark outside. I was the young girl who wanted to go play catch in the street outside when there was nobody around to watch me playing.

Dad’s sigh was really pissed at me, and I felt guilty, even though I’d really done nothing wrong.

“Are you sure it’s Holly you’re out with tonight? Nothing you want to be telling us?” he pushed, and I shrugged.

“Yeah, it’s Holly,” I told him, hating how I was lying but unsure what the hell else I was supposed to do about it. “She’s coming round in a minute to hang out here before we go.”

I was so relieved when my plans with my fantastic bestie seemed to be enough to ease the tension.

“Fine,” Dad said. “I’m sure you girls will have a good evening.”

He made to head through to the living room, but I felt the flare up in my belly. The flare up of needing more than this baby girl setup here.

“I’m eighteen years old now,” I pointed out, like it needed saying.

Dad turned around and fixed me in a glare.

“Yes, you’re eighteen. And at eighteen years old, you should be responsible enough to make the right decisions in life before heading off to university. I shouldn’t need to be telling you to keep yourself in line before that happens.”

I felt so dumb. So dumb and so stupidly young.

“What decisions?” I asked him. “What do you think I should be doing that I’m not?”

He folded his arms and stepped closer. “It’s more what I don’t think you should be doing, Faith. I’ve heard there’s plenty brewing at that office of yours.”

I had to take a deep breath, cheeks burning up so hard. “What do you mean brewing?” I asked, so petrified he’d found out somehow.

But he hadn’t.

He really hadn’t.

“Don’t you dare even think of getting tangled up with Stephen Jones before heading off to Warwick.”

I sighed with relief, unable to hold it in. “You’re worried about me getting caught up with Stephen from warehousing? You think that’s what’s brewing?”

His scowl was still super hard and Mum’s expression was so worried to match.

“Yes, I’m worried about you getting caught up with Stephen Jones from warehousing,” he said. “I’m worried about you getting caught up with anyone before taking such an important next step in your education.” He paused and looked at Mum. “We both are.”

“Be a good girl and be responsible in your actions,” Mum joined in. “We both need that from our little sweetie. You make us so proud, Faith. Don’t let us down.”

Her tone was so nice. So warm. So my mum.

I hated the pang it gave me. I really did want to keep making them proud.

“I’m not getting caught up with Stephen Jones,” I told them, grateful I wasn’t lying. “I never will be.”

They both breathed out in relief, although Dad didn’t look quite so convinced as Mum did.

Just as well I had Holly coming over to keep the curtain over the true reality of the situation.

As if on cue, she knocked on the back door and came marching on in, and the spell was intact, both of them saying hello to her before we headed on upstairs and out of earshot.

“Shit,” she said when we were safely in my bedroom. “That looked pretty tense down there.”

“They think I’m hooking up with Stephen from work,” I told her, and she laughed.

“They’d be looking a damn sight more pissed if they knew who you really were hooking up with. He’s one of their super best friends, right? As well as your dad’s boss?”

I nodded, and she laughed again.

“Wow. It’s gonna get real damn messy if that shit comes out.”

She wasn’t joking. It would get insanely damn messy if that shit came out, which was why it was so crazy important it never did. For everyone’s sake, not least Miles.

I pulled my uniform back out from the rear of the wardrobe and Holly gave a weird little whistle.

“Really does like the schoolgirl thing, then? Those porn vids weren’t lying.”

I shot her a wicked glance as I stripped out of my work stuff. “No, they weren’t lying. But there’s more.”

I’m sure my grin must have been bright enough to scorch when I leaned right up close to her and told her about the things he wanted.

I told her about the way he wanted me to strain to take him inside me, and how he liked that. Liked me being tight and having to try so hard to fit him all the way in.

How he wanted me to be a naughty girl who was hurting but begging for it, like a filthy little slut.

Her mouth was wide open when I stopped talking, eyes wide to match.

“Jeez, Faith,” she whispered. “That’s one seriously edgy guy you’re getting involved with. You really sure it’s what you want?”

I didn’t need to answer that question, my grin said it all.

“Wow,” she said. “You’re up for weirder shit that I am. I’d be over and out at that crap.”

But I wasn’t over and out. Not even close, and wouldn’t ever be.

“I’ve got until university,” I told her, before grabbing a towel for the shower. “I’m planning on making the most of it.”

“By taking his whole fucking fist up your pussy? Sounds like quite a summer holiday.”

I laughed out loud at that and so did she, and then I showered. Showered and shaved and shampooed, and made myself as ready as I possibly could do for Mr Lindon and our first night of us. Officially us. Even if it was only temporary.

Once again Holly helped me get ready and hide my outfit under my bulky coat. Once again I was so grateful as she helped me out onto the street without Mum and Dad knowing anything was different.

She parted from me sooner this time, with a big warm hug before she went on her way.

“Have a great time,” she said. “I really do hope you enjoy the freak and his dirty games.”

“I’ll keep you updated,” I laughed, and squeezed her back. “Thanks for everything.”

Her giggle was amazing as she pulled away. “Somehow I think there’s gonna be a whole lot more sneaking around the place to come this summer. I think I’ll be a regular addition to your escape plans.”

I waved her off, wishing with a sigh that there was some way in this crazy world that I could actually be a grown up in my family. A grown up who really was free to fall in love with a man and be free to do whatever she wanted. But no. There would be no way my parents would ever accept that. Especially not with Miles Lindon.

And that was sad. Sad enough that I’m sure my heart would be panging over it plenty in time to come.

But not tonight.

Definitely not tonight.













Chapter Twenty-Four









Miles

 

I hadn’t done this in years. I felt like I was revisiting my foolish teenage self when that knock came at my front door, but I wouldn’t change it for the world.

It was thrilling. Easily addictive.

She took a step back at the force at which I opened the door, and she was smiling her most beautiful smile, at full radiance to match the grin I was offering her.

“Come inside, princess,” I told her and she stepped on in.

I was well aware of the scent in the place. A pasta dish with the very finest spices, hopefully tasting even half as good as the effort I’d put into it.

“Yes,” I said, in response to her quizzical expression. “Believe it or not, I’m not expecting you to present yourself here and offer your pussy straight up for a pounding. I do enjoy your company as a sweet little conversationalist as well, you know.”

I was joking and she knew it. Her giggle was divine.

“Smells really good,” she said, and I gave her my thanks.

She came on through to the kitchen and I asked for her coat to hang up. Sure enough she was dressed up for round two in her glorious Arlock Academy uniform and my dick leapt to a fresh new tier of want.

“Gorgeous,” I told her. “Just as well we’re having dinner first, or I might have to slam that tight little asshole of yours from now right through until morning.”

Her blush was its usual perfect sweetness. “Yes, please,” she said. “I hope it’s going to be quite a night.” She bit her lip with the next giggle. “Glad you like the outfit.”

“I’ll always like the outfit,” I told her and held up a wine bottle in offering. “Believe me, I’ll never grow tired of you in school uniform.”

She gave a yes, please to the wine and looked strangely curious as I poured her a glass and handed it over.

“What is it?” I asked. “You look like you’re trying to work out the meaning of life.”

I adored the way she so often paused for a dithering second before coming out with her answer.

“It’s just…” she started, and took a sip of wine. “It’s just I was wondering… what it is that makes a schoolgirl uniform such a hot thing for you? I mean I guess it’s the girl thing, but is that really what it is? Because you didn’t look at me like that when I was actually in a school uniform…”

I checked the oven for the status of our meal before answering.

“You’re wondering why I get a hard on when a girl is in a school uniform?”

She laughed and gave me a nod. “Yeah. Unless you don’t know. I don’t know why I like you fucking my ass, I guess. I just do.”

But I did know. I knew absolutely why I got a hard on when a girl was in a school uniform.

I took the pasta and garlic bread out of the oven and gestured her on through to the dining room with a smirk. It was all laid out and waiting. Candles burning, and places set and everything just so for my princess and her first little foray into the us she wanted.

“Wow,” she said, and meant it.

Her eyes were sparkling a deeper blue as she turned to face me near the candlelight.

I put the dishes in the centre of the table, and pulled out her chair for her. She dropped into the seat with such a dainty motion, and I enjoyed a breath of her perfume. Light and floral. Sweet. Always so sweet.

I cleared my throat and grabbed my own glass of wine before joining her.

And then I spoke.

I spoke about something I’d never spoken about, in fact. Something I’d never once felt drawn to discuss.

“My interest in school uniforms has a very definite origin,” I started and offered her the serving spoon to take her pasta.

“It does?” she quizzed, and she was eager for it. Truly eager for my words.

It was in her excited little breaths, hitching just right. In the way her eyes struggled hard not to burn on mine, but failed miserably.

“Yes,” I told her. “It does.”

I waited for her to finish dishing up her meal and took my own before I continued.

“When I was a boy at school. At the same school you attended actually,” I gestured at her outfit. “I was lucky enough to have the same academy school badge on my blazer.”

“You went to Arlock Academy?” she asked, and I nodded.

“Yes, I went to the academy. At the same time your father did.”

She tore a piece of garlic bread and took a bite, covering her mouth with her hand as she spoke. “You went to school with Dad?”

I nodded. “He was in an older school year, but yes, I did. We’ve been friends a long, long time. Long before we worked together.”

The thought was enough to bash me with another wave of guilt at the betrayal of such a longstanding friend of mine, but now wasn’t the time to be dwelling on it.

“I think I kinda knew that,” she said. “I think I’ve heard that before, I’ve just never really heard it to know for sure.”

The girl was so glorious in her innocence. Her language, her smile, her everything. Not just the baby girl uniform.

“There was a very noticeable girl in our school,” I shared. “Her name was Catherine Whitehurst. She was smart and beautiful. A blonde siren with this absolutely stunning cascade of hair down her back.” I met her stare. “Gorgeous blue eyes, so striking. Like another special little lady I know.”

She blushed and smiled, then tore another strip of bread. “I’m a bit like Catherine, am I?”

I laughed a little. “You are both exceptional creatures who have managed to captivate me at very different points of my life.”

Watching her dainty fingers pull some of the cheese from the garlic baguette was enough to captivate me in this one.

“So,” she pushed. “Was she your girlfriend? This lovely Catherine?”

I took a sip of wine, then tore a strip of bread of my own. “I certainly wanted her to be. She was the pinup of the whole school. She was the captain of the netball team, and the head questioner on the debating group, and she always represented the school on open days and town events.”

“Quite a good girl, then.”

“Indeed, she was a good girl.” I smirked. “Or so I thought.”

She raised her eyebrows before forking up some pasta. “She was a bad girl?”

“Yes,” I said. “She was a very, very bad girl.”

And then I told her the story.

I told her how Catherine Whitehurst had been the girl of my dreams through the years of high school right through until we were leaving. I told her how I was obsessed with her brilliance. Her perfect laugh, and her great manners, and how incredible she was at every good little task she was given.

Faith listened so intently that she barely ate any pasta, the fork pausing midway to her mouth as the story took a very sharp turn for the bad.

It felt strange to voice the tale aloud, having never done so. But I did.

“It was a Thursday,” I told her. “I’d finished up my game with the after school football team and needed to drop my Physics assignment back into Mr Harrington’s class before I left for the day. It was just a stupid oversight on my part, I should have dropped it on his desk before lunch was done, but I’d got distracted by the sports field.” I took a breath and another sip of wine. “Anyway, school was clear and I made my way to the science block, not thinking anything of it in the slightest. I walked right on in without knocking, convinced it would just be a quick case of drop the assignment and go, but when I stepped on inside I was faced with an entirely different scenario.”

“Go on,” she said, and that fork was still hovering.

“He was in there with her,” I said. “Mr Harrington with Catherine. She was still in her uniform and was bent forward over his desk with her sweet little tits hanging from her bra and her blouse opened wide. Her tie was still around her neck and so was his hand, holding her real fucking tight.”

I loved how wide her eyes were as she listened.

“He was fucking her hard. Real fucking hard. She was crying out and bashing into the desk, and I’ll remember those whimpers as long as I live. I’ll remember her expression as long as I live too. She was loving it, of that there was no doubt. She was crying out for more and she wanted it. But it was hurting. There was no doubt from the way she was crying out that it was hurting.”

“Wow,” she said, and finally took the pasta from the fork.

“I didn’t know how to react. I had my assignment in my hand and must have been staring like an idiot, but my dick was absolutely pulsing in my pants, and I couldn’t stop watching, couldn’t stop wanting more.”

“What did they do?” she asked. “What did the teacher do? I mean surely he freaked out and bailed out of there, right?”

I took a sigh before carrying on, “Not exactly,” I said. “He stared right back at me and kept on fucking her, and there was this smirk on his face. So filthy and so proud.”

“Like you,” she giggled, and I laughed along with her.

“Quite.”

“I like you like that.”

“I’m glad,” I said. “Anyway, he kept on fucking her, real fucking hard, and she was taking it, still whimpering for more, and I wanted so fucking much to put my hand down my pants and milk one off to her, but I couldn’t. I was stood like a statue, mouth open wide, just aching to touch that girl for myself. It physically fucking ached too. I’d been jerking off to that girl for years, and there she was right in front of me with her tits out being pounded by our Physics teacher.”

“That must have been crazy.”

I nodded. “Crazy and quite an experience. If that wasn’t intense enough, Mr Harrington called right on over to me. He told me I was a sick fuck with a hard on in his pants, and if I had any sense I’d keep my mouth shut about that bullshit.”

“What did you say?”

“I said nothing, just stared.”

“And he kept on fucking her?”

I smirked again. “He kept on fucking her and I kept on watching, and it was such a contrast, the innocence of that girl I’d dreamed of for so long mixed up so hard with the dirty little slut bent over that desk that day.”

“A contrast you liked.”

I smirked harder. “A contrast I very much liked. A contrast I liked enough to jerk one off to at every opportunity for years to come. The amount of different scenarios I pictured became quite a selection. I pictured her hurting more. I pictured him fucking her harder. I pictured him calling me over and insisting I choke her with my dick while he fucked her asshole so hard she bled for him.”

She straightened in her seat at that. “Did you ever see her again? Over his desk, I mean.”

I shook my head. “No, I didn’t, but the fantasy struck pretty strong. Last thing I heard she was Mrs Davis and holed up in Bosbury village with two kids and a poodle. Fuck knows what happened to Mr Harrington.”

She giggled. “Maybe you should hunt her down, see if she wants to be done over a desk again for another go, for old time’s sake.”

There was no way she was serious and I knew it. Her eyes were sparkles of mischief, full of desire, and there was only one little girl in a uniform I was interested in at this point in time. She knew it too. It was alive in the air like electricity. Catherine Whitehurst was long gone from my fantasies.

“I’ve pushed so many limits with so many women dressed up for me in school uniform, Faith,” I told her. “But trust me, this is going to be a whole other league now you’re the dirty little slut for me.”

“This is lovely pasta,” she said, but her breaths were quick. Her eyes were fixed on mine as she ate another forkful, but we were both done with the food and we knew it.

We moved at once, both of us in unison, but it was me moving faster. I reached her before she was fully out of her seat and pulled her hard to standing. Her mouth was open wide before mine reached her, her tongue already desperate for mine, and fuck, how I gave it to her. I kissed her like a storm. A desperate fucking storm with thunder roaring right the way through us both.

This was beyond Catherine Whitehurst and the legacy she’d left in my mind. This was Faith Martin and her being my fucking everything, just as she wanted to be.

“Stretch me,” she whimpered with her mouth still to mine. “Make it hurt like you want it to. I just want to take it. I want to take it all.”

I loved her stutter. I loved her desperation. I loved how wet those cotton fucking panties were when my fingers reached up under her school skirt.

“Be careful what you wish for,” I said, but she was smiling. Smiling and wriggling against my touch.

“I’m wishing for it all,” she told me. “I want it all.”

I hitched her up against me, and she wrapped her legs around my waist to hold herself firm.

“Then it’s time I fucking delivered it,” I said.













Chapter Twenty-Five









Faith

 

I was scared.

My nerves were flapping around with the butterflies, my arms squeezing him tight as he actually carried me upstairs. I felt so small against him. But I also felt safe.

And I wanted this.

I wanted this so bad.

“There’s a strange place between pleasure and pain,” he said when we reached the landing. “I’m going to take you there and you can judge for yourself how good it feels. I promise you won’t be disappointed.”

Being anywhere close to the man of my dreams after so long spent dreaming was going to feel real good. Pleasure or pain regardless. There was no way he was ever going to disappoint me. Not in a million years.

There was a tingle there, down deep already. More than nerves. More than anything. A tingle that wanted the forbidden. A tingle that wanted the pain he would give me. That wanted to feel him there for days. To strain so hard to have him inside me that I couldn’t imagine him ever pulling out. To see that filthy Miles Lindon smile as his fantasies came true.

That’s what I wanted.

He took me through to his bedroom and this time dropped me straight down flat on the bed. He pulled away and unbuttoned his shirt, and I stared up at him with my legs spread wide.

He was so muscular. So much of a man with the plains of his chest, and the darkness of the train of hair down his stomach. My eyes followed it down to the huge pole of a dick he pulled out from his pants.

“You look so good,” I whispered. “I’ll never ever get used to how amazing you look.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Says the perfect little siren staring up at me. Trust me, Faith, it’s you that looks amazing in this room tonight.”

His words made me tingle even harder.

I felt so right lying there on that bed as he dropped his trousers to the floor. I felt so right in my own skin in front of him, such confidence in being myself as he stared down at me. But he’d always made me feel like that, so right and so confident. So wanted. Even when I was a tiny little girl wanting to be told she was clever enough, funny enough, kind enough. Good enough.

Now I was a woman so hungry to be told she was beautiful enough by the man she loved, and he always delivered. Always delivered so much.

But it was more than that. He was more than that.

He’d been so much to me that he’d helped me believe it myself. Believe in myself.

“Spread those legs nice and wide,” he said, working his cock.

I did as I was told, spreading my thighs wide open and pulling up my skirt to show him my white panties.

“Rub that clit for me,” he said, and my fingers went straight down, working in circles through the cotton.

I knew what was coming when he dropped to his knees at the side of the bed and pulled me close to the edge. His mouth was so hot over my fingers, his tongue squirming hard between them to press in just the right spot. It was such a natural shift for my fingers to move to his hair, and it was so slick, so neat to be disturbed, so perfect to be grabbed at.

He made me moan. Made me wriggle. Made me buck against his face like a desperate little bitch.

He made me beg him to show me what he wanted. What he needed. What he was going to take from me that would leave me sore for days.

“Patience,” he said, and kept that tongue teasing. Coaxing. Pushing me to the edge.

Until I crashed over it. Hard.

I couldn’t hold back. I tipped my head back and breathed so fast, arching my back and pressing tight to his mouth while I whimpered his name.

But he kept on going. Kept on licking. Kept on sucking.

He pulled my knickers to the side and pushed two fingers in deep, and I loved it. I needed it.

I cried out as he pushed two into my ass, four of them in me at once, and it hurt. It hurt but felt so good.

“I wish you could appreciate how fucking beautiful you look with your tight little holes gripping my fingers. You’re so fucking tight, Faith. So fucking tight.”

It felt so raw as he fucked me with them. Long thrusts back and forth, mixed with circles to ease me looser. I could feel it. I gripped at the bedsheets and moaned for more, even though it was tender. Really, really tender.

“I’m going to get such big fucking toys for you to take for me, Faith. I can’t wait to show them to you. Such perfect gifts for my perfect girl.”

My perfect girl.

How much I wanted to be his perfect girl.

“More,” I whispered. “Please, Mr Lindon. More.”

“Say that again,” he said, and I cried out loud as his other hand came up to join the one inside me.

It was double. Double the fingers in both of the holes. I knew it must be. I felt it so hard.

“Say that again like a good girl,” he repeated, and I really was gripping at those bed sheets.

“More,” I said, louder. “Please, Mr Lindon. More. More, please, more!”

And fuck, how he gave it to me.

I could hear the wetness of my pussy so loud as he slammed me with those fingers, and my ass was burning so sore but wanted so much. I grunted and cried out, and tried to pull my thighs shut on instinct, but he shouted right at me, shouted at me to be a good girl and keep those legs wide open. And I did. I kept my legs wide as his fingers worked me.

“This is just the beginning, little girl,” he said. “There’s such a long fucking night ahead of us.”

I could only sigh at that. Sink into the soft warmth of his bed and thank my lucky stars for this man.

My man.

All mine as he twisted those fingers inside me.

I was losing track of everything by the time he climbed up on the bed on top of me. His mouth had been such a crazy pleasure amongst the strain of taking his fingers, holding me on the edge of coming like a highly strung violin squealing out a desperate tune.

That’s what I was.

Desperate.

Desperate for more, desperate for less, desperate for him. Always him.

His elbows were either side of my face, holding him above me. His eyes were burning mine, knickers still pushed to the side as he eased his cock inside me, nice and slow, nice and tight as he pushed all the way deep, and then he started pumping those hips.

It was the best fucking thing I’d ever felt.

Or so I thought until he changed the angle and hit a whole new spot.

“That’s it,” he growled at me. “That’s your sweet little cunt finding her perfect little groove.”

I couldn’t stop myself wrapping my legs around his waist and coaxing him in for more. I could hear the squelches and feel the thrusts and knew this was just the beginning of him opening me up, even though I already felt so full. So beautifully full.

My ass was still raw, still burning from where his fingers had stretched me, but still I wanted him in there again. I wanted to feel the strain, and this was about more than pleasing him. This was about pleasing me, too.

“You really are a dirty little princess, aren’t you?” he said, and I nodded.

“I think I always have been. I just needed you to show me.”

“Oh, I’ll fucking show you,” he said. “I’ll show you everything.”

He picked up the pace and I bucked up to match him, and we were nothing but grunts and thrusts. Grunts and thrusts and us, moving together. My fingernails were digging into his shoulders and his breaths were in my ear and I felt so naughty and so young under the strength of him in my uniform. I loved how naughty and young I felt in my uniform. Loved how it made him want me all the more.

“I’m going to come inside you,” he said, and I nodded. “We’ll need to start being careful,” he told me. “But I need to come inside that pretty little pussy. I can’t resist coming inside that pretty little pussy.”

I couldn’t resist him coming inside me either. I didn’t want to. No matter what the risk.

I’d come so many times already under his tongue. Just one long mess cresting over and over. But this was different. This was so different.

I think it was how forceful he was in his thrusts. The way he slammed hard enough to jolt me so sharp underneath him, his flesh slapping mine so loud. I guess it was how low his rasps were as he let himself go inside me, but I was crying out myself when he unloaded, losing myself as hard as he did when he came so deep.

We caught our breaths together, him still inside me. I was still breathing hard when he pressed his mouth to mine and pushed his tongue in deep. I tasted of myself, and I liked that. I liked tasting how much he’d kissed me all over.

I couldn’t help the long moan when he pulled out of me.

He stepped back to investigate what he was leaving and my whole body burned for him. I pressed my thighs together when he pulled my knickers down, but he opened them right back up afterwards, and I knew it wasn’t over. Not by a long way.

The lust in his eyes told me exactly what was coming, and so did the swell of his dick for round two.

“I hope you’re ready for more,” he told me.

I nodded. Seriously hoping I was.













Chapter Twenty-Six









Miles

 

She was such a good girl, just like always. So keen to do her best, even when that best was hard. Taking as much as I wanted in that tight little slit of hers.

I loved her for that. Her enthusiasm for everything ahead of her.

I’d always loved her for that.

I pulled out the lube and the sanitiser from my cabinet drawer before pushing her further onto the bed and climbing right up beside her.

She watched me with such nervous eyes as I prepared and slicked up my whole fist, and I adored the genuine sparkle of apprehension in her expression.

My Faith truly was a beautiful creature.

My beautiful creature. It was just a tragedy it could only be temporary.

There was a whole life waiting for her. A whole life without me. There weren’t even the words to express how fucking pitiful an outcome that was for something that felt so fucking right.

It was just a shame it was something so fucking wrong at the same time.

“Hold your legs up nice and high,” I told her, and smiled as she pulled them up to her chest. Those sweet holes of hers were so inviting. Her ass still raw as it winked at me, her pussy still so slick and dripping from taking my cock.

She held her knees and let her thighs fall open, taking such a natural breath as she stared up at me.

Her tie was still lying so neatly against her blouse, her skirt hitched high in such a contrast to the nakedness of her most private treasures. Just how I wanted it.

“Take a deep breath like a good girl,” I told her and lined my fingers up just right.

I pushed in three as she sucked in air, easing in a fourth on my next push, and she took it. Took it like my princess.

“Is that sore?” I asked and she nodded.

“Sore but good.”

I twisted my hand and pushed a little deeper, and she moaned for me.

She really was so fucking tight. Beautifully fucking tight.

My cock throbbed to its own fucking tune down below, and my mouth watered at the sight of her stretch.

The whimper that came out of her when I rubbed my thumb against her swollen clit was perfection on top of perfection. Her knuckles were white under her knees, gripping so tight.

“That’s it,” I encouraged. “You can take it.”

I twisted and pushed, long and slow, in and out, stretching her to the knuckle, and she turned quiet, even as her hips kept pushing back. And there she was, walking that fine line between pleasure and pain.

“I know it’s sore, sweetheart,” I said, “But trust me, it gets so much better.”

She nodded, but didn’t speak. Just quiet little breaths. So fucking quiet.

Her voice came back as I pushed a single finger into her asshole, crying out so sharp as she dropped her thighs.

“Legs back up,” I told her, and my voice was firm. “Nice and high and spread them wide.”

I could have abandoned the whole beautiful spectacle as she closed her eyes and did as she was told. I could have pulled everything out of her and slammed my cock in hard for another round. But I couldn’t ever do that. This was too fucking good.

“That’s my good girl. Such a good little girl for me,” I said, and my voice was alive with so much want. “Look up at me, princess. I want to see your face as I make you take it.”

There were those nerves again. Nerves alive in her beautiful blue eyes. So fucking stunning.

“Get ready,” I told her, and she blubbed out a cry, just a little.

My second finger going in that asshole was enough that she shivered. I held them firm in place, so fucking deep as she strained for me, but my thumb worked that clit so hard. So fucking hard.

“Concentrate on that clit,” I said, and my voice was firm all over again. “Concentrate on how good that feels.”

And she did.

She concentrated so hard when I worked that horny little nub, enough that she was rocking against me just a little through the strain, and I used that just as she needed. Just as she needed to take more.

My fist went in to the knuckles, four fingers stretching that innocent little pussy to its limit. Three more were a thick push in her asshole, and she was full. So fucking full for her first real go. Still such an innocent little virgin just gone. Still such my sweet little angel.

“Fuck my fingers,” I told her, knowing full well it would be so fucking hard. “Move yourself on that bed and fuck my fingers.”

She whimpered. She paused. She let out a fuck before she dared to try it, pressing her hands down onto the bed and using them as leverage. I knew it was raw. I knew it was sore. I knew she must have felt full to fucking bursting, riding so close to no more.

But she liked it.

Through all the strain, she fucking liked it.

Just like my perfect little girl should.

She pushed herself against my hands like a dirty slut would, even though she was so new to this filthy game. She focused on her clit through the pain, and cried out a yes as the groove found her.

Oh, how I gave it to her.

I gave her my everything. My full concentration, my full rhythm, my full want. And she took it. She took it all.

Her climax was a delicate one. Her face to the side, pressed to the bedsheets, the hint of strain right through her cries as she came, and I was so gentle in the aftermath as I pulled myself out of her.

She was an absolute fucking picture. The greatest picture of them all. One I could never resist capturing for all time.

I grabbed my phone from the night stand and called up my camera, and then I asked her to look at me, with glorious eyes that were so used up and taken by the strain.

She was divine. The picture was magic. Absolute fucking magic.

And then the girl surprised me like she so often had in her life. Always so good. Always so passionate. Always so keen to do more.

“Please fuck my ass,” she said. “Please, Miles, please fuck my ass. Just my ass this time.”

Jesus Christ, the smirk on my face. It must have been bright enough to burn out the sun.

“My fucking pleasure, sweetheart,” I said, and climbed back on top of her.













Chapter Twenty-Seven









Faith

 

I’m surprised I could walk once he’d fucked my ass and filled me up deep all over again.

I felt so stretched. Aching, and throbbing, and sore, and exhausted.

But happy.

So, so happy.

My adrenaline was running wild with my endorphins, and I couldn’t stop grinning like a crazy thing as he helped me down the stairs and back to the dining table, where we sat in robes and finished up our pasta from earlier, enjoying it even though it was cold.

I loved it like this. Us. Laughing and talking and being so normal.

He poured us some more wine, and I loved the zing of the sweetness, and then he paused, staring over, and I found my belly fluttering to a whole new tune again.

“What?” I asked. “What are you thinking?”

He tipped his head and pondered, and then he spoke.

“I was just thinking you’re ready.”

I put down my wine glass, tipping my head to mirror him. “Ready for what?”

“Ready to lead the next auction,” he said, and my heart pounded like utter crazy.

“What?”

“You’re ready to lead the next auction,” he repeated. “On Friday. I know you can do it.”

I’d only dreamed of being the one at that podium and one day taking charge of the event, being responsible for matching the items with their highest value and the right bidder.

“But it’s soon,” I said. “I’m still just learning everything.”

His stare stayed strong. “You’re ready. I know it. This Friday will be your show.”

I couldn’t quite digest it, such a privilege. My heart couldn’t quite take it in, like so much of this amazing dreamland I’d found myself walking into.

To most people they wouldn’t even see it, what a big deal it was to be up at that stand, driving the bids higher. They wouldn’t see how important it was if you really loved the collectibles industry, how much skill was involved. How much knowledge and confidence and respect from the crowd you needed. So much instinct. So much tone.

“Do you want to?” he asked, and I couldn’t nod quickly enough.

“Hell yes I want to! I’ve wanted to since I was a little kid!”

“Then it’s Friday,” he told me. “The Friday show is yours.”

I’d had so many ambitions brewing since being in that office with him, but leading a show had always been the a big one. I’d seen so much already from working with people there, especially from working with him, and I had so many ideas coming through. So many thoughts. So many things I wanted to learn and give back to the business before having to leave.

But first I had to do this well. I had to show him I was capable – just as capable as he obviously believed I was.

“Thank you,” I said, and meant it so much. “Thank you for having so much belief in me.”

“I’ve always had belief in you,” he said. “And you’ve always proved me right. I know you will this time too.”

I would.

I really, really would.

We finished up the pasta and drank a bedtime glass of milk in the kitchen, then laughed as we showered and I fully comprehended how battered I was, even though it felt so good to know he’d been so deep.

He held me tight in bed, and again I felt so right with him, sleeping super soundly until his alarm went off early and I knew it was time for reality to kick back in.

Reality and a whole new facade of being normal. The normal young Faith Martin my parents weren’t ever prepared to see growing up.

I sighed and rolled to face him, opening sleepy eyes to meet his. “I have to head back home. Mum and Dad will be expecting me to eat breakfast and get changed for work after Holly’s place.”

“Of course, princess,” he said and kissed me.

I kissed him back with morning breath and the desire was too much.

Too much that I opened up easily for him and he fucked me so gently, there in his soft warm bed.

He kissed me again as we showered, told me that he’d miss me. And God how I’d miss him too.

He made me toast and orange juice before I went, and once again I had to be so careful how I wrapped my coat around myself, and so careful that my steps were small enough for my ass and pussy to take the walk home.

I took a steadying breath and headed on into the kitchen with a smile, putting a fresh load of toast in the toaster while Mum and Dad were making their porridge. I acted so normally, like this was just another standard day, keeping my smile bright and being careful not to wince as I took a seat at the breakfast bar, still wrapped in my coat and trying not to draw attention to it.

“Good night at Holly’s?” Dad asked, and I nodded as I buttered my toast.

“Yeah, it was good thanks,” I said. “Laughed a lot. Had fun.”

“You stayed over, then?” he pushed, and Mum was staring right over too.

I had the strangest flash of uh oh in my belly. Like I was a kid again. Being naughty again.

I took a breath before keeping up with the story. “Yeah,” I said. “It got late so we figured I should.”

“Well, that’s interesting,” Dad said, and Mum shook her head at me. “That’s interesting considering I saw Holly’s Mum in the supermarket late last night while I was grabbing a fresh bottle of milk for this morning. It was interesting considering she hadn’t seen sight of you, and Holly was watching TV on her own in her living room when she’d left to do her shopping.”

My heart dropped. Actually dropped.

I didn’t even know what to say to that. So I didn’t say anything, just sat still and burned up as he lost his temper with me.

“You can be a lot of things, Faith Martin, but a liar isn’t one of them! I can’t believe you would lie to us! To me and your mother! I can’t believe you would lie to us and make such stupid decisions in such an important summer!”

I should have stayed quiet and apologised, like I would have done so many times before over the years. But I couldn’t. Not this time.

I was eighteen years old and had gone out for the night, that was all. I had a car on the driveway they didn’t think I should be owning, and needed an alibi to spend a night out on my own, and it was stupid. So stupid and so unfair.

“I’m eighteen!” I shouted. “I shouldn’t need to tell you if I’m staying with my best friend for the night or not!”

“But you do!” he shouted back. “While you live under our roof, as our daughter, who should be making the right choices in her life, you do fucking need to tell us if you’re staying with your best friend for the night, and don’t you even dare to think about lying to us!” He paused, and he was so angry. I felt sick to see how angry he was. “You are not a liar, Faith Martin! You’re a much better girl than that! I’m so hurt and surprised and ashamed of you. We both are.”

How that hurt. It really did hurt.

To see them both so upset by my lying really felt like shit to me, but I couldn’t help it. How the hell could I help it?

“I’m not a naughty kid anymore,” I told him and meant it. “Really, Dad, I’m not a kid anymore. You can’t keep expecting me to be.”

“You’re a child until you are responsible enough to make decent decisions, Faith. Lying to us and sneaking around like a reckless little teenager certainly doesn’t help your case any.”

“So what are you going to do?” I snapped, and hated how I sounded. “Ground me? Tell me how naughty I am and take my phone off me?”

He scoffed at me. “It’s certainly tempting.”

I shook my head, struggling to even believe this crap. “I need to get ready for work,” I told them both. “Clearly I’m responsible enough to do that properly.”

I got up from the breakfast bar without finishing my toast, and Dad stood up from his seat, still so angry as he looked at me.

“If you don’t act like a better girl from here on in, Faith, you won’t be working that summer job anymore. I’ll make sure of it.”

I stepped back towards him. Eyes scorching his. “You can’t take my job away from me, Dad! I’m leading the auction on Friday! I’m doing really well! Miles says I’m doing really well!”

“And Miles will be listening to me when I tell him whether you should or shouldn’t be working there. I promise you, Faith, that ball is firmly in my court.”

I struggled to swallow my tears down, not wanting to seem like a stupid little girl any more than the one he was already seeing me as.

“You’d better stay away from Stephen Jones,” he said, and my heart did another lurch at how he still thought it was all about the warehouse guy. “You stay well away from Stephen Jones, or I’ll make damn sure you do myself.”

“Fine,” I said, and headed off into the hallway. “I’ll stay well away from Stephen Jones, just stay well out of my business.”

For the first time since I was thirteen, I stormed upstairs and slammed the bedroom door behind me.

So much for being the grown up, but it wouldn’t have made any difference if I was anyway.

I’d never be a grown up to Mum and Dad.













Chapter Twenty-Eight









Miles

 

I really did think Colin was onto us as he stormed into my office that morning. He was so angry, his eyebrows were low, his cheeks red with the mist he was simmering with.

“You said you’d look after her,” he snapped at me. “You said I didn’t need to worry about it.”

“Worry about what?” I quizzed, and he pressed his palm to his forehead.

“She’s been lying to us,” he told me. “She told us she was out at her friend Holly’s last night and she wasn’t. She must have been out with that stupid idiot Stephen Jones.”

Holy fuck, I felt the guilt.

“What makes you think it was Stephen Jones?” I asked, genuinely curious.

He shrugged. “Who else would it be? She hasn’t been anywhere else but this place. He’s the one who’s been interested.”

I hated myself for lying to him any more than I already had, but it was necessary, for all of us. Especially Stephen Jones.

“I think some of the women from the office might have been out last night,” I said. “I’m not sure it would have been Stephen she was out with. Maybe it was one of them.”

“She lied!” he shouted. “She must have had something worth lying about!”

I kept quiet and he sighed at me.

“Sorry,” he said. “I’m not meaning to aim this at you. I know you’ve been taking good care of her. I’m just worried. She’s still just a girl, and she clearly has no idea how she should be acting.”

There was so much of me that wanted to counter his argument, but this really didn’t seem like the right time, or my right place.

“I’ll be sure to keep Stephen at a distance from her,” I told him, because that wasn’t a lie in the slightest.

“Good,” he said. “I’ll be seriously appreciating it. I’ll be keeping one hell of a closer eye on her from now on.” He paused, and the redness in his cheeks faded a touch. “She told me she’s leading the auction on Friday.”

I smiled a hearty smile. “Yes. She is.”

“Are you sure she’s ready?”

I nodded a hearty nod. “She’s very ready. I’m looking forward to seeing how well she does.”

He managed a smile of his own, even though his eyes were clearly still raging. “I’ll have to head over to watch her,” he told me. “I haven’t seen her on stage since she was in high school in the school pantomime.”

I laughed. “Yes, I remember.”

He laughed right back. “Of course, yes. You got dragged along to plenty of them too. She really is lucky to have an extra uncle at her call.”

I battled to keep my smile steady, so tempted to tear this whole charade down in one motion and tell him what the hell was truly going on here. Consequences be fucked.

But I couldn’t.

Not with Faith so vulnerable in the coming months and her future at university. It would be one huge shit storm she’d struggle so hard to contend with.

And so would Colin and Diane.

“Thanks for giving her that opportunity,” he said. “It’s a great experience you’re giving her here. It means a lot to her. And to me and Diane.”

Once again I felt so fucking sick for the betrayal.

“It’s my pleasure,” I told him. “She really is a very talented woman.”

I made sure to emphasise the word woman, but he seemed oblivious, his eyes following Erica’s approach to the office through the window.

“Please do keep Stephen Jones away from my daughter,” he said, and I nodded.

I figured that would be all for this morning, but he held back with his hand on the door handle, pulling it open in time for Erica’s approach. She stepped on in and he turned to face us both as she arrived at my desk.

“I’ll ask the both of you while you’re both here,” he said. “Saturday night at our place. Both of you for an evening meal. How about it? It’s been too long.”

Erica was quick on the uptake, giving a perfect, can’t wait before I’d even begun to formulate an answer.

Both of them stared at me, awaiting the obvious, and I had no clear out, so found myself shrugging.

“Of course,” I said. “I’d love to join you.”

Once upon a time it would have been the most natural thing in the world, but right now I felt like the biggest cunt on the planet.

“Great,” Colin said, before leaving. “Can’t wait to see you both.”

I made sure not to dwell on it or discuss it too much with Erica. Just shelved it to my to do list and carried on with business.

Faith came on through with the Friday auction listings mid-morning, and winced substantially as she sat down to go through them with me. I managed a smirk and so did she, the tension alive enough to crackle between us. It was just before she left to resume work at her desk that I pulled her in closer and told her about her dad’s visit, and she sighed as she digested the implications.

“We’ll have to be so careful now,” she said. “I don’t even have Holly as an excuse anymore.”

“We will indeed,” I agreed, so tempted to suggest we go all fucking in and have done with it, but she was already shrugging, frustrated.

“They were so upset with me this morning,” she told me. “I felt so shit for lying, but I have to. There’s no way they would accept it. Not in a million years.”

I agreed with that, so kept quiet, biting down my own urges to claim so much more.

“We’ll be careful,” I said finally, and she nodded.

“Good job I’m so sore, it’d take a while for me to be ready for another go anyway,” she said with a grin.

I grinned right back along with her. “Let’s hope you are ready and waiting so we can enjoy ourselves as soon as we next get a shot.”

I gave her ass a cheeky little slap on her way out and she left with a giggle that stopped dead in her throat as Erica walked on through.

The scowl I shot across at that bitch spoke volumes, and she forced out a smile at Faith as she passed on by.

Good fucking job she did.

She struggled to keep her cool as I calmly told her that Faith would be leading Friday’s auction. She played at being reasonable about it, but her jaw was clenched tight under her smile and I knew full well she was hating every second.

“Are you sure you want to trust the business’s prime weekly income to a girl who is still learning the absolute basics?” she asked, with a little more than a hint of a sneer.

I was pleased to smile right over at her with a very strong nod.

“Yes, Erica. I’m certain I want to trust my business’s prime weekly income to Faith. I’m sure she’ll do me very proud. Us all very proud.”

“How lovely for little princess perfect,” she said. “I’ll be looking forward to seeing how marvellously she does.”

I laughed to myself as she dropped her paperwork and left me to my work. There was no way Faith wasn’t going to do me proud. She’d truly succeed to the best of her ability and thoroughly enjoy herself doing so, and I couldn’t wait to fully appreciate her in action at that podium.

But, in the meantime, I had plenty of training and support to give her to ensure she could truly let her talent shine.

No time like the present.

I picked up my phone and called her right back on through.













Chapter Twenty-Nine









Faith

 

It was a slow week, but a good one. My ass and pussy may have been sore as hell – which was a nice reminder of where Miles had been – and my parents might have been acting constantly like I was a bad teenager who should be grounded, and Erica may have been scowling at me every chance she could get while burying it under the worst false smile imaginable, but yeah, it was a good week.

I may not have been able to dash over to Miles at his place every night of the week, but I was using the time super well. I was doing my research to back up everything he was teaching me through the days about auctioneering, and how to lead one of my own for the first time. I was watching educational videos, and studying the ever-growing item listings, and being sure to know what the estimates were by heart.

I did everything I could, and Miles did everything he could to help me. He was a great teacher, enthusiastic and patient, and I like to think I was a great student, enthusiastic and committed.

And so it came.

Friday.

My very first attempt at the role of my dreams, in front of the man of my dreams along with it.

I was so nervous as the afternoon auction crept closer. My palms were clammy and my heart was giving an erratic little beat, and my face felt weird with the edgy smile I had plastered on me all through the morning, but I was good. Scared but good. And excited. Very excited.

“Not long now!” Rachel said, holding crossed fingers up for good luck as she walked on by from the warehouse. I held my crossed fingers right back up in response.

But this wasn’t about luck. Not even close. This was about showing that I could really do this. Really feel the flow of the auction room. Really capture people and get those bids coming strong.

I could do this. Sure I could.

My last-minute trip to the bathroom saw me staring at myself pretty hard in the mirror. I took deep breaths and gave myself a solid mantra of you got this, and promised myself this day had been a long time coming but would be everything I ever thought it would be.

That still didn’t stop me feeling like a quivering wreck as the clients started pouring in to the auction room and Miles appeared in the office doorway.

He had the most encouraging smile on his face, which was great and was just what I needed.

“Time for the action,” he said, and his hand was such a support, held tight to my lower back as he led me on through to the gathered crowd.

The gathered crowd including my dad.

I saw him there in the front row at the last minute, and did a double take just to make sure it was really him. He hadn’t told me he was coming, giving me short answers and radio silence through most of the week out of disappointment, and it only made my heart kick up another notch – another pair of eyes watching me that I really didn’t want to disappoint.

Miles raised a hand and nodded his support before disappearing off to the sidelines, not all that far away from my dad, and I took very careful steps up to the podium, well aware of the chatter in the room dying down.

It was everything I’d imagined it would be. A whole mass of stares fixed hard on me standing there. A whole wall of people I had to engage with and drive on to bid harder.

And there she was. Erica. Heading right on through at the last minute and positioning herself right in the centre of the crowd at the back. It was on purpose, just like everything bitchy she ever did, lining herself up to be a prime distraction and shunt me from my flow.

Her eyes were catty and her sneer was vile, and she was so desperately out to trip me up. To ruin my big moment and make me look like a stupid little girl who couldn’t achieve shit in this place.

But I wouldn’t let her. Not for anything.

This was my time to shine.

I cast one final glance at the item listings on the sheet in front of me, and cleared my throat, making sure the little microphone at the top of the podium was working.

Stephen approached from the warehouse door, ready to lift the smaller items for display as I called out the item numbers, and I shot him a smile, nodding that I was ready to roll.

And I was ready to roll.

Everything I’d ever planned through watching a zillion hours straight of auction programs had led right to this moment. I only hoped I’d been right the whole time to plan to do it my way. Because that’s what I was going to do. Do it my way. Be me. Totally me.

Be me and do this well.

“Good afternoon, everyone,” I spoke into the mike. It was a relief to already know so many of them from weeks of telephone calls on reception, and queries I’d made so many times through different departments. I knew so many of them by their first names. I knew their bidding history from checking out their client files and slipping their paperwork into their folders in the filing room. “I’m so pleased to be here for my first ever auction. I just hope you’ll stick with me if I mess this up. Don’t judge me too hard, please.”

The laughter was warm, and so was mine.

I daren’t look at Miles or my dad, too worried it would knock me off kilter. Instead I took another deep breath and called attention to the first item.

“Lot one,” I said, and Stephen held up the vase. “We have here a nineteenth century Chinese Canton ivory baluster base, beautifully carved in high relief throughout. The neck is a succession of beasts amongst clouds with a lotus leaf design below.” I paused. “What a truly gorgeous item, everyone.”

It was a gorgeous item, too. Something that definitely deserved to reach its estimate of six hundred to eight hundred pounds.

It was my time to shine and make that happen.

“Will someone start me at four hundred?” I asked, and my heart did a leap as several hands went straight up in the crowd.

Most auctioneers I’d ever seen did the usual fast rhythm of presenting the values, zooming through the flow without letting up for even a second. But I’d never wanted to be like that. I’d always thought there was another way.

I could feel the surprise as I kept my cool and engaged with people as myself throughout the bidding, laughing that the vase was such a stunner that she deserved the very best from the crowd, and the clients laughed along with me, the room buzzing.

Mr Richmond won the bid, coming in at a strong seven hundred and hitting right in the middle of the estimate, which was a really good outcome. Enough to make me smile bright.

Enough to make both Miles and my dad smile bright too, as I dared to shoot a glance in their direction.

So on I went. Through the Victorian cast iron garden bench, and the Regency parcel gilt metal jardinière stands. Through the Georgian lowboy chest of drawers and the French wingback armchair.

I was me. I did my very best. I joked and I coaxed to keep those bids coming in.

And it worked. It really worked.

I hit the higher end of the estimates time and again and kept people bidding well, and I was passionate about the pieces I was representing and enjoying myself right the way through.

It was halfway through the auction that I opted to take a serious look at Dad and move my stare on past him to Miles, and both of them were looking at me so proudly. Proud enough that it made my belly do one of those epic lurch drops from a big height. And I couldn’t help smiling right back at them both. I was on a high. A crazy high, fluttering with nerves and excitement all at once.

It was in the final few items on the agenda that the one item I was really nervous of came up, the biggest item on the list. An eighteenth century mahogany glazed bookcase bureau, in the manner of Chippendale, crowned with a broken pediment with a dental cornice.

I’d well and truly rehearsed this one.

It was one of my favourites. Something that deserved the very best expression of its worth, with a broad and optimistic three to five thousand pound estimate to live up to.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” I said, and the room went into a hush. All eyes on me.

I made sure to keep myself calm as I described it in detail, being so thorough with its best assets.

“This truly is one of my favourite pieces,” I said to murmurs of agreement, “I hope it goes to a good home.”

I scanned the crowd before I started, and looked right on over at Miles, and he was nodding. Nodding and smiling. Cheering me on unspoken.

I needed that so much. I wanted that so much.

It was a risk to go for it, but I’d found enough confidence to trust my judgement. This room, this crowd. I was feeling it. Feeling it enough to go with my gut.

“Will someone start me at three thousand?” I asked, chancing a high start at the edge of the estimate. And it worked.

Three hands went up sharp. Three hands and a phone bid at the back of the room. And they kept coming. Three thousand to four thousand before two dropped out, and the other two were in the front row, well aware of each other’s presence. But I didn’t push too hard. My voice was happy and full of life and a little bit of cheekiness to keep those bidders smiling, and soon enough the bids were up to five thousand, and still both hands were in the air.

I could feel Miles staring at me. I could feel how proud he was for me as I kept on going.

Dad, too.

It was like being a girl on the school stage again knowing Mum and Dad would be clapping when I did my part, only this part was all me. This stage was all me and the ocean of amazing items deserving my best.

The bidding closed at seven thousand one hundred pounds. Jacqueline Glasper grinned over at me, so pleased when her bid came in top.

I had to stop myself leaping into the air and squealing my own excitement, keeping my voice steady through the final few listings until I was over and out.

My walk away from the podium was an easy one, but my route through to the main office was not. The bustle of clients kept interrupting me, so many hands on my arm telling me I’d make a fine auctioneer one day and well done for a great show.

I knew Dad and Miles would be heading over my way, stopped by as many people as I was, and I couldn’t wait to see them. Either of them. Knowing full well my heart was going to explode to have made this work on my first try.

I also knew Dad and Miles would be proud of me, but I didn’t expect the real warmth in their eyes as they joined me in front of my desk in the finance room. It was a lucky bonus that Erica was absolutely nowhere to be seen. I just hoped it stayed that way.

It was easy for Dad to pull me in for a hug and tell me what a good job I’d done, but Miles had to hover, his eyes burning mine as he told me well done. Still, I knew what he wanted to say. I knew he wanted to grab hold of me and squeeze me tight, just as I wanted to squeeze him right back. I knew he was proud of everything I’d learned from him, and how excited I’d really been to stand up there and give it my all.

But most of all I knew he loved me.

I could see it. I could feel it. I could sense it right through the room. Sense it right between us, in every breath.

He loved me.

Just as I loved him.

It was the most powerful thing to be feeling in that moment, and I struggled to keep myself together enough to talk Dad through the items I’d done particularly well on.

I was truly desperate to find a way to sneak out that evening and spend a night with Miles. I’d been desperate all week, needing an escape plan, and I only hoped a celebration with Holly would be enough of a believable alibi to chance another night out. But I didn’t get the chance. Dad was already keen to make plans of his own.

“We’re going to take you out tonight to celebrate, sweetie,” he said. “Me, you and Mum, to get pizza at Francesco’s.”

I loved getting pizza at Francesco’s, and loved going out with Mum and Dad, but I saw Miles’s smile drop hard behind Dad, and knew full well he’d been hoping for an escape route too.

Crap, how we needed one.

“Great, thanks,” I said to Dad, and meant it, even if it was a poop of a fly in my Miles Lindon hopes and dreams for the night.

Dad gave Miles a slap on the shoulder before he left. “I’ll be seeing you tomorrow night,” he told him. “Thanks again for helping Faith this week. She did so well, and so much of that is because of you.”

He was right, but Miles took none of the credit, shaking his head and grabbing Dad’s shoulder right back.

“Faith has to take all the credit for this,” he said. “She was truly exceptional today, and that’s all down to her. She’s a truly talented auctioneer. We’re lucky to have her with us.”

My cheeks burned up and my heart swelled and I couldn’t hold back the smile as the both of them nodded their heads at me.

This was really it. Here and now on this Friday afternoon. The chance I’d been hoping for. The chance to fully explore my chance of a career on that podium.

It had been every single thing I’d been aiming for. And more. Always so much more.

The Miles Lindon effect. The Miles Lindon world as well as the man.

It was just such a shame it put all my future plans into perspective, and made me realise with a cold, hard reality that a career in finance really wasn’t ever going to be enough to capture my heart. Sensible road of a career or not.

I didn’t want it. Not finance and not Warwick. Everything I wanted was here and now.

“Come straight home after work,” Dad said, and as usual I found myself nodding. “We’re going to have such an excellent celebration to mark such an excellent day.”

I didn’t doubt it. Not for a second.

I only wished it could be the celebration that would mean the full deal for me. The real full deal in my real world, so hidden.

I only wished Miles could be there too.













Chapter Thirty









Miles

 

There is only one thing to do when you have a churn of chaotic feelings in my experience. You force your brain through the whole sorry lot of them and concentrate on something productive.

That is what I did on Friday evening when I would have loved to be out celebrating an excellent first auction attempt with my beautiful princess. I pulled my mind out from the pit of guilt, and the want, and the despair at needing something so badly forbidden. I pushed myself past the pondering of what if and set myself onto the task of what would.

What would be for Faith, that is.

Seeing her up at that podium, leading the auction like a woman at place in her true vocation, was magnificent. Her enthusiasm was fierce enough to light up the room and keep it ablaze the whole way through.

It had made some things so shockingly clear to me. Far too clear to ignore.

Watching her set off for the conventional accountant’s study in Warwick would be a travesty without helping her stay fixed on her true ambition. And I could do that. I could be the one to help keep her heading for the real stars in her sky.

So I started.

I fired off some emails to friends and acquaintances in the antiques industry close by to the university, requesting they offer some training and support opportunities for Faith around her studies. I did some research into the university itself and how flexible they were in their degree placements, and was becoming pleasantly optimistic by the time I’d finished.

There was a chance, even if just a sliver of one, that Faith could step away from the road she didn’t want to walk down, and take a leap for the path she really craved. And I could help her do that.

I could give the university a testimonial on her industry experience and talents, and how she was already a skilled student for their antiques and collectibles degree course. I could offer some expertise free of charge to their education services, as an incentive to them helping, and financial assistance in a sponsorship capacity as an additional incentive on top of all that, should I need to.

It was an extended hand to help my beautiful girl step up onto her own ladder ahead. For her benefit, not for mine, and certainly not her father’s. It wasn’t some precursor to a magical universe where we could miraculously be accepted as a couple by her parents and the wider world. But that was ok. It had to be.

My motivations for everything in my world right now were solely for her, not for me.

My Friday evening turned into a work from home Saturday, which slowly morphed from that into a looming Saturday evening. I had an impending sense of doom as I showered and dressed myself in one of my casual suits for the night, certainly not looking forward to sharing a dining table with Erica and the poor people whose friendship I’d been betraying like a prick of late.

I picked up some flowers and a bottle of wine en route and ended up pressing the doorbell at their place with a glittering false smile, feeling extremely awkward as Diane opened the door with a grin on the entirely opposite side of the spectrum.

Hers was genuine. Genuine and thoroughly pleased to see me.

It only made me feel even more of a Judas.

“Miles!” she gushed. “So glad you could make it!”

She leaned in for cheek kisses, and let out a very polite thank you as I handed her the roses. I hung my coat on the rack, then gave her the wine bottle, and she read the name out loud as we headed on through to the dining room.

I could have cursed aloud to find Erica was already there and seated, her fingers wrapped tightly around her glass stem as she raised it to me. Holy fuck, it had been a while since I’d had to socialise with her outside of the office.

I was already relishing the prospect of being able to bail home for the night.

“So lovely to see you,” she sneered, acting like such a fucking superstar in her posh little dress with her posh little jacket.

I played ignorant, casting her a token smile as I took my seat beside her. Her perfume was strong and reeking of violets, always so heady. It reminded me of her moans in the bedroom, and my gut did a lurch at the disgust of the memories. The disgust of her.

I genuinely had no idea what had kept me indulging in her bullshit for so fucking long. Or so I thought for one solitary second.

Because I did know. I knew exactly what had kept me indulging in her bullshit for so fucking long.

I put up with her bullshit, because I was so convinced of my own. My own bullshit. My own sordid nature. My own disgust at myself.

But a little girl with a beautiful heart had changed all that.

Changed me.

I shot my eyes around the room, but that beautiful girl was nowhere to be seen, and it didn’t look like she was going to be.

There were four places laid, which didn’t really surprise me. Not once had I ever seen Faith included as part of the grown up’s social activities in her parents’ house. She was still their little girl, upstairs for an early bedtime most likely.

I only wished I could be upstairs joining her. Yet again it felt such a fucking travesty to have to hide so fucking much.

Erica raised her glass again as Colin headed on through with his. The easiness at which he grinned at her showed full well how long he’d been working in the property office. He was oblivious to every little crap of disdain we’d been growing between us, smiling across at us like we were some loved up couple over for a double date.

“Really great that you’re here,” he said, and Diane came to pour me a glass of wine to match theirs.

We held them up, for a great to see you toast, and the whole thing was such a shitty charade when all I really wanted to do was confess everything. My sins. My betrayal. My love for the woman upstairs.

Instead we spoke about the office. About Jim from the rentals team and how he had a new puppy. About politics and the crap going on with Brexit for the five hundredth year in a row and whether we were ever going to resolve it.

We ate a delicious shepherd’s pie and talked the regular chatter, and it was nice enough, but still all I wanted was that girl upstairs.

It was only a matter of time before Diane grinned over at me with a sparkle in her eyes.

“I heard our little girl was quite an auctioneer today.”

I felt Erica bristle next to me, doing an ok job to hide her fury under another swig of wine.

“She was an incredible auctioneer today,” I told the mother of the woman I loved. “She is quite a talent. Her natural calling, it would seem.”

That’s when Colin butted in with a scoff.

“You sound just like Dad used to, always going on about following your calling in life.” He paused. “Really it’s less about the credenzas and more about the credit control.”

I held my glass steady. “You really think accountancy is the best route for Faith?”

He nodded. “I think accountancy is the smart route for Faith. The sensible route for Faith. She can chase after fun little hobbies when she’s earned her staple income from her real job.”

“Your dad did alright from antiques,” I countered, and he laughed out loud.

“Dad did ok kidding himself that his collectibles meant something. We sold it all off as worthless when we cleared his house, and you know it. You were there.” He sighed. “So much money wasted. He could have done so much more with it.”

It was true that Bernard’s antiques had taken a nose dive in valuation before he passed away, but that hadn’t counted for much in his eyes. I remembered talking to him before he took the last turn in ill health, and he was still alive with love for those stunning pieces of furniture he’d valued so much.

Colin used to be right there alongside him, but his cynicism had grown so much.

“You know I like them, but you know as well as I do that antiques are always turbulent,” Colin said, interjecting a relevant point to my thoughts. “Careers are not. You know how excitable Faith gets about these auction shows. She’ll still be able to watch them, she’ll just have more of a steady career in front of her to thank me for down the line.”

Erica nodded along, clearly aware of how counter to my opinions Colin was talking.

“Faith should crunch the numbers,” she said. “Be the sensible girl enjoying a sensible career. Nothing too adventurous.”

I despised how both Diane and Colin nodded along with her. Despised how all of them wanted to mould her into a shape so nondescript when she was a creature so vibrant.

I cleared my throat. “She really did succeed today,” I told them. “She was such an individual at that podium, expressing herself so uniquely. It really did work for her. You saw it yourself, Colin. She was so herself.”

“Just another reason she needs guiding along the right road,” her father said. “Too much freedom and she tends to veer off on her own little path.”

“A great path, surely?” I asked, trying not to inject too much venom in my tone, and he managed a nod, but then a laugh.

He raised a fresh glass of wine to both Erica and me. “Maybe one day, you two will have a sunset baby, and you can see for yourself what you end up wanting for your little girl.”

Erica didn’t say a word, just swirled that wine in her glass. And it was strange, just how bristling she was. Burning up with so much unspoken, just fuck knows what.

I didn’t have a clue what to say either, just stared over dumbstruck at the implication that I would have a daughter with Erica Tate. She would be a black widow that would likely kill me once I’d knocked her up, if getting pregnant was seriously on her radar.

The thought almost made me retch.

“Your daughter has so much passion,” I insisted, pulling the conversation back to Faith. “It will be wasted if she doesn’t express it.”

It was Diane’s turn to pipe up next.

“Maybe she can express a whole load more of it before she settles down for university,” she said, and I raised an eyebrow in query. She turned to Colin to convey some thoughts before she continued, and he looked quite aware of where she was headed.

“There’s a cat sanctuary fundraiser happening right now,” she said, and I nodded a little, vaguely aware of it from the local newspaper.

“The volunteer sanctuary with charity programs for the city kids?”

“That’s it,” she said. “They’re doing loads over the next few months to get the initial building budget together.”

“Go on,” I pushed. “You think that could be an outlet for Faith?”

Her smile was a mother’s so loving of her daughter. It gave me another guilty pang in my ribs.

“Well, you know how she is about cats,” she said. “You are the one who got her Miss Tiddles, after all. If there is any way she could put some of her time into helping with a charity fundraiser, I think it would be a good thing. To keep her occupied.”

“To keep her away from Stephen fucking Jones,” Colin sneered, and it was obvious they’d both been talking about this distraction from this imaginary shit storm.

I wondered if that was why they’d really invited me over tonight. Not for the company, or for indulging me in one of my favourite shepherd’s pies, but to step my involvement in keeping Faith away from Stephen Jones up to a whole other level.

“You think I could help?” I asked, perfectly ready to cut the fluff and pomp and get down to the detail.

They looked at each other, and I could feel Erica looking at me.

“We were thinking maybe she could use her experience in the office, with the antiques world, to maybe organise a charity auction to help with the cat sanctuary.”

My heart started thumping at the thought. Of Faith being so involved with something so powerful and so structured.

“Of course, it would be out of office hours,” Diane added. “Not taking out of her work time, and we appreciate that she’d need your help, but it would be for a good cause, and we really think that–”

“I’ll do it,” I said, without so much as flinching. “I’ll happily invest time into helping Faith create and run a charity auction. I’m sure the cats will appreciate our efforts hugely, as will the kids who benefit from taking care of them.”

Erica’s eyes were still scorching, trying to weigh me up.

Diane and Colin gripped each other’s hands on the table top, clearly relieved to have some imaginary solution to keeping Faith busy and out of mischief.

Holy shit, how reality could be such a mirror image to the one set out in front of people. They were pushing her right into me. Us right into each other. All for the stupid illusion that they were protecting her from a guy she’d never wanted.

Still, at least the cats would do alright out of it.

In the strangest of cues, I felt my phone buzz in my inside pocket. I took it out as Colin poured another wine for all four of us, being careful to call up my message under the table and out of Erica’s stare.

It was just as well I did.

The message was from the pretty girl upstairs, complete with a photo.

A photo of her in bed in her bedroom. In a pink lacy nightdress, with the straps down low.

She looked absolutely fucking beautiful, and clearly fucking hungry for it.

Come up if you can, her message said, even if just for a minute.

I didn’t waste a fucking second, getting right to it.

I placed a hand on my belly, and let out a polite little belch, mocking up my imminent need for a trip away from the table.

“Please excuse me for a few minutes,” I said. “May I use your bathroom?”

“Be my guest,” Colin said, and laughed, clearly a few wines in. “You may want to use the upstairs one if you’re needing to hang out there a while.”

I laughed along with him. “I may well take you up on that,” I told him, and got to my feet.

Diane and Colin were oblivious to everything, chatting away quite happily while I headed from the room.

But Erica’s eyes followed me. Suspicious of something.

Turns out that it was just as well that even she thought more of me than a fucked up cunt who would fuck the Martins’ little girl.













Chapter Thirty-One









Faith

 

It was so bizarre waiting for Miles in my bedroom, just like I had so many times as a little girl. My heart was thumping, and I was tingling all over, still so damn frustrated I was barred from dinner downstairs with the man I loved.

I was so excited as the door handle turned. He was so quiet, creeping on in so slowly and closing that door right up behind him.

Hell, this felt so naughty with Mum and Dad downstairs. I’d never felt like such a bad girl as I did with Miles Lindon in my bedroom with those dirty eyes eating me up.

“We really shouldn’t be doing this,” he said, but he was straight on over, pacing super quickly across the room and dropping down onto my bed. My arms were up and at him, holding him so tight. Needing this.

I needed this so much.

“I’ve missed touching you,” I told him, and he squeezed me back so tight. “I’ve missed being able to see you.”

“I know,” he said. “I’ve missed this too.”

He sighed into my hair, then kissed me. My temple first, and then my cheek, peppering kisses to my mouth where his tongue claimed mine.

I wanted to say so much, but wanted to kiss him more. I wanted to smash all the communication bridges into oblivion and tell him that I loved him. That he was my everything. That I needed him so much it hurt.

I wanted to tell him that I didn’t want university. I wanted here. I wanted now. I wanted him.

But I didn’t. I didn’t say a word, just enjoyed the wetness of his mouth against mine and craved so much more.

“Tomorrow,” he said between kisses. “We have to do tomorrow. I can’t fucking wait anymore.”

I nodded, just praying we had a way. Any way to make this happen without my parents going crazy at me and breaking their hearts over me being some terrible teenager on a mission to destroy them.

“How?” I asked. “I could try Holly, but they’re so suspicious now. They’ll probably call her mum like overprotective assholes.”

He let out a bit of a laugh, and I did too. Then he pressed his forehead to mine, both of us leaning together and breathing in sync.

It felt so good.

It felt so right.

“There is a way,” he said, and my ears perked right up.

“There is? You mean a plan?”

“A plan that could well be a great outlet for us for weeks to come.”

I couldn’t even begin to hope for that. My eyes were so hard on his, searching for clues, and his beamed right back.

“Your parents came up with it,” he told me, and smirked so hard as Miss Tiddles jumped up from under the bed to join us. She purred as he ran his fingers down her back, and it brought back so many memories of me taking her from his arms when I was so small.

“They did?”

He nodded. “There’s a cat sanctuary opening soon.”

I knew it. I’d seen it all over my Facebook feed, so much going on about it. I’d been sharing a load of the fundraiser posts, trying to keep the support rolling in for them.

“Yeah, I know.” I told him. “Down by Canal Walk. They have the land down there to build it on. An old warehouse unit too.”

His eyes were dirty on mine, glittering with filth even now. Even talking about cat sanctuaries.

“Your parents suggested it would be a good outlet and challenge for you to help organise a charity auction at our premises. It will be good for the cat sanctuary, they said. Something you are passionate about and something that would be great for the community.” His pause was so heated. Such a tease. “They were very keen on the idea. Very passionate that people could donate and you could lead it.”

I sucked in so much breath, eyes opening wide at the thought. Because it was crazy. It would be an even crazier dream than being up at that podium once today.

Miss Tiddles jumped back down from the bed, and I couldn’t help but smile. I’d love it. I’d love the cats, and the people and really putting my effort into something so worthwhile.

He carried on speaking before I found words.

“Your parents asked me if I’d help, of course. They are well aware that it would take a lot of expertise, and the authority to really utilise the premises, as well as helping out with the business sponsorship of the event itself.”

I smiled as I realised the implication.

“And that would take a lot of time, right? You and me together working on that charity event?”

His smile was so gorgeous. Insanely gorgeous.

“It would take a serious amount of time,” he said, and his voice was satin. Pure satin. “Such a serious amount of time out of office hours. I’m not sure we’ll ever get it done in time without some serious commitment to the work involved.”

My lips pressed so gently to his, and he took my hand so tight. I loved the way his thumb rubbed my knuckles.

“Are you still sore for me, little girl?” he whispered and guided my hand between my legs under my nightdress.

I nodded. “I’m still sore really deep. It still hurts when I clench.”

“I’m going to make you so fucking sore again tomorrow, princess. I’ve got some incredible presents to show you.”

“Please…” I whispered, my heart thumping so fast, knowing so soon he had to go back downstairs.

“Show me that sweet pussy,” he said, and I did.

I lay back on the bed and hitched my nightdress up. I’d picked my most innocent one in nice pink lace, and I’d picked a lovely pair of girlish knickers to go with them, and it had worked.

I could see the want in his eyes, and my tummy flipped to know that it was all for me.

“I’ve got two minutes tops,” he said, just confirming my thoughts. “Show me that pretty little slit, I want to see how wet you are.”

I was soaking for him. So wet that my fingers squelched as I tugged my panties to the side. I’d been rubbing my clit so hard thinking of him downstairs, and it was so obvious. My hips still bucked on instinct as I started playing with myself all over again.

He pressed his palm to the swell in his pants, and I so wished I could open my mouth for him like a good girl. To suck him in so deep before he stretched me and made me his.

“I have to return downstairs before they get suspicious,” he told me. “But I want you to stay up here with your fingers on that clit. I want you to rub that little pussy until you come for me, and then I want you to put those dirty fingers all the way up in that tight little cunt, as far as you can take them.” He paused, and his smirk was so good. My fingers were already rubbing my clit when he spoke again. “You’re going to send me a picture,” he told me. “Of you up here stretched nice and wide and thinking of me, and I’m going to be downstairs, eating dessert with your mum and dad and thinking about all the filthy fucking things I’m going to do to you at my place tomorrow.”

I managed a nod, but I didn’t speak. I couldn’t. My breaths were ragged and I was focused. So focused on the buzz between my legs.

“I’ll be waiting for that photo,” he said, and leaned in for a kiss.

And then he pushed two fingers inside me hard. Unexpected and hard.

Enough that I cried out, but it was muffled by his open wet mouth consuming mine.

He licked his fingers so hard before he got up from my bed, and there was that filth in his eyes again. Always that filth in his eyes.

“So much better than apple pie,” he said, and sucked them clean. “Make sure you fill that pussy for me, sweetheart. I’ll be waiting.”

I was already pushing two fingers inside me when he closed the bedroom door behind him.













Chapter Thirty-Two









Miles

 

There were no words to describe the combination of repulsed and aroused I felt when that next message buzzed in my pocket from Faith upstairs. Repulsed at my own filthiness, and the way I was rocking the morals to whole new low. Aroused for the insane fucking desire I had for the girl that had captured my everything.

Diane and Colin were sitting directly opposite and I had their daughter’s pussy scent on my fingers, and it was wrong. So fucking wrong.

Yet so fucking right at the same time.

I was truly zoned out from the general chat from her parents at this point in the conversation, and luckily they were engaged fully enough with Erica that I slipped my phone out of my pocket for the second time over without any attention whatsoever. It was easy enough to call up the picture well out of sight of anyone else.

And there it was, just as I’d requested. Dirty enough that I nearly shot my load in my pants. Her expression pained but so fucking pleasured. Those dainty fingers working so hard to stretch her wide.

I’d be looking at that picture for a long fucking time to come, that was for certain.

It took so much effort to concentrate on my apple pie knowing full well what was happening in the bedroom upstairs. I attempted to engage in conversation, but it was nothing like my usual social facade.

By the time dessert was finished even Erica had tuned out of her chat and was fixing me with a questioning glance as she sipped on her latest wine.

I didn’t fuel the fire any by giving her a reaction.

“Thank you for a great night,” I said to Diane and Colin, surprising all three of them when I got to my feet. “I have to be leaving, I have a lot of work to get done tomorrow.”

“No rest for the wicked, hey?” Colin asked, and stood to shake my hand across the table.

If only he knew.

Diane leaned in for a hug as I passed, and I thanked her again for a lovely meal.

Erica was more of a standoff, both of us glaring awkwardly and making no move whatsoever to close the distance as Colin and Diane stared on.

“I’ll see you on Monday,” I said finally, and she nodded, brushing a loose strand of blonde behind her ear.

“Yes, Miles. I’ll see you at work.”

And that was me done.

I grabbed my coat, and made my way out of there, grateful for the refreshingly cool night air. I smiled to myself as I called the picture up on my phone again, turning back on myself to stare up at the glow from Faith’s bedroom window through the curtains.

It was a risk to call her and I knew it. I just counted the odds that Diane and Colin would still be caught up with the wine downstairs, and no doubt quizzing Erica on what the holy shit had been deteriorating between us over the past few years.

She answered on the third ring. Her voice barely more than a whisper.

“Miles?” she asked, and I loved her fucking excitement so fucking much.

“Tell me how that pussy feels,” I told her, and her breaths were so quick to speed up.

“I… I sent you the picture…” she said. “It hurt… but I liked it… I liked doing it for you…”

My dick was throbbing in my fucking pants but I kept on walking, my pace damn fast as I turned the corner at the bottom of her estate.

“And how does that tight little slit feel now?”

She couldn’t have disguised the pant if she tried. It was obvious. Delicious.

One filthy little girl desperate to push her own limits.

“It’s sore…” she whispered.

“Good,” I said. “I want you to push those fingers in again for me.”

“Fuck,” she breathed, and my dick pulsed.

“Do it,” I told her. “I want to hear what a bad little girl you are.”

And she did.

That bad little girl knew how to be a good little girl and follow her instructions.

She pushed those fingers right back in, even though it hurt, and she struggled with her whimpers, with her moans, with her shudders.

I fucking struggled with everything. Heading back through lamplit streets, fighting the urge to pull my dick free and jerk one off in front of a row of terraced houses with the curtained windows still burning bright.

“You’re going to keep those fingers in that pussy until I get in through my front door,” I said. “And then you’re going to come for me, and I’m going to come for you.”

She moaned a yes, and I told her to put her phone down between her legs, where I could hear her fingers doing the fucking.

It was a delightful sound over the line. One that made my mouth water for a fucking taste.

Luckily, the time was coming. Just one more night until the girl would be my sweet little gift to unwrap.

“Could you hear that?” she asked when the handset was back up to her ear.

My groan said it all, and she let out one of her own, both of us aching to get hands on. Both of us brimming with frustration that we couldn’t.

But this is how it worked. Always so highly strung when the forbidden kept the magnets screaming for contact.

This was foreplay of the most teasing kind. Words but not touch. Temptation with no expression.

“Are you still working those dainty little fingers?” I said, and she gave me another whimper of yes.

I was almost back at mine by now, my cock aching and mouth fucking slavering, and she was on the edge, working that horny clit of hers into a frenzy.

I could feel it. Sense it.

Need it.

I was a charging brute up my driveway and wrenching my house keys from my pocket. I unlocked my door and shoved my way on in, throwing my coat off and kicking my shoes away, and practically tearing my trousers down from my hips.

“Now you’ll fucking come for me,” I told her. “Work those fingers and fucking come for me.”

She didn’t need telling twice.

“I can’t stop,” she groaned. “I can’t stop, I’ve been holding it back too long. I need to! I need to!”

“Good girl,” I said. “Let yourself fucking go.”

And so did I.

I let myself fucking go.

My fist was so tight around the head of my cock, working it in a frenzy as the gasps of that beautiful girl came out so loud through that handset.

We were both forces unleashed. Flow without restraint. Both of us bashing like tides across the ether, begging the unspoken for more.

I imagine that’s one of the first times it truly hit me. Just how much I needed that girl.

How much I was transfixed by that girl. How much I was consumed by the sparkle of life that girl brought into my world.

Letting her go and watching her leave for university and a whole new world was going to be one of the hardest things I’d ever attempted.

I wasn’t even sure I would manage it. Not anymore.

My words lost meaning, so I didn’t attempt them. I just kept working my cock with groans and grunts, and her frantic little whimpers crashed back at me.

We were recovering, cresting the wave and coming down, but still it was raw. So fucking raw.

Until it happened. The inevitable.

The sorry shit hole of events that were always brewing.

“Oh crap,” she whispered, and she was scared. Really fucking scared.

“What is it?” I asked, whispering myself on instinct, but I already knew. Another round of instinct for the claiming.

“There’s someone out there,” she hissed so quiet. “Someone was out there on the landing. They must have heard me! Oh shit, Miles, they must have heard me!”

My heart was racing as fast as hers must have been, feeling every bit the sinner as I pictured her parents out there, listening to me making their daughter come for me.

The little girl they’d trusted me with for a lifetime.

“I need to go to sleep,” she said. “Shit, Miles, I need to turn my lamp off and pretend this never happened.”

“Do it, princess,” I told her. “Get some sleep, and we’ll speak in the morning.”

It would have been the most natural thing in the world to say the three magic words, and I’m sure we both felt it, hovering there in silence with neither of us wanting to be the one to cut the call.

I love you.

So simple but so hard.

I wanted to say it. Holy fuck, how I wanted to say it. I wanted to scream it from the fucking rooftops for the whole fucking world to hear.

But I couldn’t.

Not with so much on the line for that beautiful little girl.

“Get some sleep,” I repeated, and broke the spell.

“Will do,” she said, and kept it broken.

“Good night, princess,” I whispered, and hovered my finger over the end call button.

“Good night, Miles,” she whispered back, and the line went dead.













Chapter Thirty-Three









Faith

 

I was crapping myself to go downstairs for breakfast, absolutely dreading a whole other battle with Mum and Dad. I couldn’t even imagine how the shit would fly if they’d really been overhearing my phone call.

My cheeks were on fire as I crept out onto the landing wrapped up in my dressing gown. I took the steps down really slowly, listening out for any sign that I was walking into trouble.

Nothing sounded too ominous as I padded on through to the kitchen in my dressing down. They were both already there, and it was a crazy wave of relief to see they weren’t waiting for my arrival to tear me down. If anything they looked calm. Maybe even happy. Considerably happier than they had in the days since Holly gate.

“Did you have a nice evening?” I asked them, and Mum gave me a smile.

“Yes, sweetie, we sure did. It was lovely to have Erica and Miles over again.”

Their names felt so wrong to me in the same sentence like that, even though she said it so naturally. I had the strangest flash of desire in me. One that wanted me shouting a different set of names out loud to both of them, even if Dad was barely even listening over his newspaper reading.

I wanted the names to be ours. Faith and Miles.

Faith and Miles. Miles and Faith.

Faith and Miles Lindon.

Faith and Miles forever.

Faith and Miles, because they love each other, and the whole world needs to know it.

“Do you want a nice bowl of porridge?” Mum asked, but I shook my head.

“No, thanks. I’m not very hungry.”

That was enough to get Dad looking up from his paper, and we were back to the infant days again, both of them quizzing me over some potentially nasty tummy bug because I wasn’t up for eating breakfast right now.

I shook the conversation aside as quickly as possible. In the end opting to have a bowl of porridge anyway just to stop them being worried.

It was just as well I did do. I was only halfway through the bowl when Mum sat herself down next to Dad on the other side of the breakfast bar, and nudged him with her elbow.

The look that passed between them was a nice one. A welcome relief after such long days of dark cloud.

“We were thinking,” Dad said, and my heart picked up pace out of habit. “We’ve been hearing a lot about the cat sanctuary opening and we figured you’d be a really useful part of that.”

“I’d love to be a part of that!” I said, and didn’t hold back any enthusiasm. “I’d love to do anything I could to help them with the fundraising, I already do my bit on social media, but I just know there must be so much more!” I forced myself to take a breath. “What were you thinking? Do you think I could help out with that stuff?”

I acted so surprised when they told me they were thinking about a charity auction fundraiser that I could help organise. I told them it was a great idea and I’d love to be a part of that, then acted surprised all over again when they suggested Miles could be involved to help me.

They looked so pleased when they shared that Miles had already agreed to be a part of that, and he was willing to put in as much time outside office hours as it needed.

I made sure to pull a face and say it was going to take a lot of time outside office hours to get a charity auction off the ground in a few weeks, and Mum looked so happy as she leaned across the breakfast bar and squeezed my wrist.

“Miles will help,” she said. “He’s a great man and he’ll put in whatever work he has to. I just know it.”

Dad nodded with a smile to match hers, and it was so strange, how they would never seem to consider for one tiny second that there could be anything brewing between me and Miles as a man and woman.

Still, I guessed that was a good thing.

I finished my porridge and told them I was so excited by all the things I could do for the cat sanctuary. And then I risked it. Risked the first escape alibi.

“I guess I should head on round there quick sharp and get the plans started,” I told them. “Do you think Miles would be ok with that? I mean it is very soon and on a Sunday…”

Both of them nodded. Nodded and smiled.

“I’m sure he’d be just fine with that,” Dad said, and I felt like the worst liar I’d ever felt like in my life.

But I needed this. Both Miles and I needed this. Needed each other, and there was no way Mum and Dad would accept it any other way.

“I might be out quite a while,” I said, and put my porridge bowl in the dishwasher.

“Just make sure you get something properly to eat if you are out all day,” Mum said, and the rush of relief was huge as I realised this really was going to be the alibi of the century.

Plus, I also got to run a cat charity auction. Everyone’s a winner.

I made the most of the opportunity of a Sunday to ping Miles a message to say I was on my way for the day, then jumped in the shower to make myself ready. I really was still tender down below, and was careful as I soaped myself, belly already fluttering to think of the pounding I was going to be taking. The gifts he’d promised would stretch me so hard.

This was the first day I didn’t dress up in my uniform. I wore a nice little skirt, fitting tight to the knee, with a striking blue buttoned-up top which brought out the blue of my eyes so nicely. I straightened my hair, and put some natural makeup on, and made sure my white knickers were nice and lacy.

I felt like quite a grown up when I called goodbye to Mum and Dad in the garden and made my way across town. The sun was nice on my face, and my low heels made a nice clack on the pavement, and it felt good. Felt right. Felt like the most natural I’d ever felt in my own skin, growing into my own future.

I didn’t feel quite so solid and calm when Mr Gorgeous opened his front door with the trademark filthy smirk on his face that I was coming to expect from him. It made my skin prickle, such a shiver as I stepped on past into his hallway and got a whiff of his aftershave. I could have eaten him up. Licked him all over. Smelled him, and touched every part of him and pressed my body tight against his from top to toe.

“They believe you’re having a long day plotting out a charity auction, then?” he asked, and made me one of his yummy posh coffees.

“They sure do,” I grinned. “They’re well aware it’s going to take a really long time over the next few weeks. I’ll probably be quite a fixture over here, I imagine.”

“I wouldn’t expect anything else,” he said. “A decent charity auction is going to take some serious organisation. It’s a good job we’re both very committed to the job at hand.”

I couldn’t resist it anymore. I closed the gap between us in the kitchen with my coffee still in my hands, and looked him up and down, needing him next to me.

“I’ve been dreaming of this for days,” I told him. “I find it so hard to think about anything else. Anything other than being here with you. Loving all the dirty things you do to me.”

“I’m glad you’re so eager to take what you’re given,” he said. “I do love a girl who knows where the pleasure lies in pushing her own boundaries.”

I do love a girl.

I wish he would say it. Those three magic words on their own.

I wish he’d cross that line and scream it from the rooftops so the whole town could hear, including my parents.

But I couldn’t ask him for that. It was too much.

Too much for him to risk with the carnage it could bring down on his business and the life and reputation he’d built up here for so long.

Too much craziness for him to step into, throwing away such good friendships over such a long time.

I was lost in a world of my own, my eyes slowly rolling up and down his body as his thumb reached out to brush my cheek.

“Penny for your thoughts,” he said with a smile, and I wished I could confess it all. What I truly wanted.

I just couldn’t be so selfish to the man I loved.

“I was just thinking how excited I am to see the gifts you’ve promised me,” I said, and it wasn’t exactly lying. I had definitely been giving them more than their quota of thought time for days on end.

He finished up his coffee and dropped the empty mug on the counter top, and I did the same to mirror him. And then we were stood, facing each other. So near and so far as our bodies felt each other’s heat but kept their distance all the way down.

I loved the sizzle. The tension.

The breaths that quickened and matched in time.

“I’m sorry I didn’t wear my uniform,” I said, but he shook his head.

“You never need to be sorry for anything you choose to wear,” he told me. “I love you however you choose to look for me. You will always be my beautiful girl.”

He was always so full of the right words at the right time, and it was always so natural. His eyes were always full of the emotion to match. The truth in his expressions.

It was just one of the many things I loved him so much for.

Our empty mugs matched on the counter top, side by side in their porcelain white. I couldn’t hold back my smile to see them there, such a tiny token that felt so right in this place.

I wished so much that our mugs could sit next to each other as a permanent fixture. Always two of them in the kitchen here. Always two of everything in the kitchen here.

He sighed a gorgeously dirty sigh as he closed the distance, and pressed his heat firmly against mine.

His finger tipped my face up to his, and I was so desperate for his lips I nearly jumped for them.

“I think we should start the pussy auction preparations upstairs,” he suggested with a dirty laugh. “I’ve heard my bedroom is very good for donations.”

“In that case, we definitely should,” I giggled.

I let out such a happy sigh as his lips pressed to mine, and my nerves were softer in my tummy today. Still there with the fluttering butterflies, but just that little bit quieter in their pulse.

Confidence.

It was confidence.

Confidence in my own skin. Confidence in my own wants. Confidence in him.

Confidence in how he wanted me, and confidence in how well he knew my body’s tune.

“Show me my gifts please, Mr Lindon,” I whispered, and it was my voice that was dirty today. “Show me my gifts, please, and I’ll show you yours.”

“They are some big fucking gifts I’ve got to give you, little girl,” he said, and his voice was dirty right back.

“I’m ready for them,” I told him.

And I was.













Chapter Thirty-Four









Miles

 

She was blossoming. My little girl’s wings were spreading into womanhood, and her confidence was blooming with every new day.

It was a true pleasure to behold. One that spread a huge sense of pride right through my chest.

Her innocence was still palpable. Still delicate. Still divine.

She was still a glorious little angel. Still my sweet Faith. Still my baby blue-eyed little sweetheart with a dirty twinkle in her smile.

But she was more. Slowly unfurling. Slowly finding herself. Slowly wanting so much more.

So much more that I wanted to give to her.

Fuck, how I wanted to give everything to her. Not least the huge fucking gifts awaiting upstairs.

She hitched herself up against me so naturally and wrapped her legs around my waist. We were eye to eye on the way upstairs, both of us so hungry for so much.

The days had been weeks. The want had been fierce. Yet this was just the beginning. Just a tiny little taster of the frustration we’d feel at saying goodbye.

“I’ve been waiting so fucking hard for this,” I told her, and she nodded.

“Me too,” she said. “I’ve been needing this so much.”

I dropped her onto the bed from quite a height this time, loving how she squirmed and scrambled. She spread her legs wide without being told, her fingers dipping down to wriggle her skirt up to her hips without prompting.

But today I wanted more.

I didn’t give her any warning before dropping right down alongside her and letting my fingers loose on her clothes. Her buttons were easy to pop open, her skirt zip easy to slide. I tugged the fabric off her, and she tried to help, but I stopped her. Pinned her hands flat to the bed and told her to let me enjoy the fun.

It was so much fucking fun, peeling her out of her wrapping paper and savouring the layers.

Her bra was such a joy to unclasp, tugging it away so gently from those perky little tits with their tender pink nipples. I pressed my mouth to the nubs one after the other and flicked my tongue so quickly. Quickly enough that she shuddered as the goosepimples sprung.

Her knickers were so damp that they clung to her thighs on the way down, and I loved that too. My mouth watered at the sight of the clammy trails. Her thighs begging so hard to be tasted. They were just ripe to be cleaned up with such long sweeps of my tongue.

She was already bucking like a needy bitch as my mouth reached her slit. I could feel where she was tender from the night before, her pussy still just a little pink and puffy from where she’d forced herself wide for me.

“You worked that hungry little hole nice and hard like a good girl,” I growled, and she looked down at me to nod.

“I wanted to,” she whispered. “I really wanted to work that hungry little hole nice and hard for you.”

Oh fuck, how her filthy mouth took me aback. I nearly came in my fucking pants, my balls tensing so fucking tight.

“Fucking hell, pumpkin,” I said. “Say that again.”

She smiled as she did it, and that mischief was at full brightness. Her own devil side dancing out to play with mine.

“Let’s show you those nice big presents,” I said, and smirked as I headed over to the wardrobe.

They were up on the top shelf. Three of them in nice big boxes.

One of them was a huge fucking dildo with a big fat head on it. One of them was smaller. Shorter, but thick. Still thick enough to fucking strain. The other was a butt plug, nice and fat with a decent plug on the end to keep it wedged nice and tight in that puckered little ring of hers.

I handed them over, and she sat herself up, eyes pretty saucers as she opened the boxes.

The biggest was so thick in her hand she couldn’t close her fingers around it. She lifted it up and down, testing its weight, and gave me a nod as she realised the scale of the thing.

“That’s the big fucking ben of the operation,” I told her. “Once you can take that big fat sonofabitch you’ll be ready to take my fist inside you.”

Those saucer eyes fixed right on mine with that huge dildo still gripped tight in her hand.

“You’re really going to put your fist inside me?”

“If you’ll let me,” I told her. “Believe me, sweetheart, my greatest pleasure comes from when you can’t resist the need anymore. You’ll be begging to take it all the way in, even through the strain. That’s where my want truly exists.” I took the heavy plastic dick from her hand and tested the weight myself. “Trust me, it’s a stunning thing to hear the cries when your body is lost to the sensations as much as your mind is.”

Her breathing quickened. Fingers now gripped tight around the butt plug, checking that one for weight.

“Show me,” she whispered, and she wanted it.

She truly fucking wanted it.

“Then lean back on that fucking bed for me,” I said, and reached for the lube.

It was a beautiful thing to have a long rolling Sunday afternoon to indulge in her body. I made sure she was relaxed before I began, coaxing her just right with my mouth sucking at those pretty tits of hers.

My fingers worked their tune between her legs. Teasing that clit with two fingers then three sliding between those slick puffy folds. I kissed her open mouth while she whimpered, and made those lips slick and fucking puffy to match, and she was everything a dirty angel should be.

Needy, and desperate, and horny as a little fucking slut for me.

I splayed her pussy lips nice and wide with my fingers, and squirmed my tongue direct on that little bud. She thrashed her feet against the bed, and cried out loud as I sucked at her.

Tender. So fucking tender.

But not nearly so fucking tender as when I slicked up the smaller of the two thick plastic cocks and pushed it in all the way.

“Good girl,” I told her, and circled that cock in deep as she gritted her teeth and groaned for me.

She was still so fucking tight and so innocent, her body straining so nicely with so fucking far to go.

“Oh God, it hurts already,” she said, and tipped her head back against the sheets.

“Then play with that clit,” I told her, and guided her fingers hard against the spot. “Look at me,” I said. “I want your eyes on me when you’re straining.”

Her stare was so pure in her hurt, and so fucking beautiful.

“I love it when you’re like this,” she whispered. “I love it when you make me feel so dirty.”

“So do I,” I growled, and twisted that cock inside her. “I wasn’t lying when I told you I don’t play nice with little girls.”

“Please never play nice with me,” she whimpered. “Please, Miles, don’t ever play nice with me.”

I had no fucking intention of it.

Lube and spit and thrusting cock, and she took it. She took it all. I twisted and thrust and pounded that plastic fucking pole all the way in, and she was a squirmer today. A real fucking squirmer.

I sucked, and I slapped, and ground my fingers hard against her tender spots, and she coasted high on that endorphin train, bucking every little bit as hard as her body would take for me.

She wasn’t ready for a fist. Not in her pussy and certainly not in that tight little asshole.

Still, I’d have a lot of fun building her up to it.

“I feel so open,” she whispered as I pulled that dildo right the way out. “I feel like I’m stretched so wide you can see all the way in.”

That made me grunt, made my fucking dick twitch. “I wish I fucking could,” I said.

My fingers wanted to bury, so they plunged as deep as they could, and she kept those thighs wide even though she let out an owww. My fingers were making delicious squelches, so fucking hot that I leaned my face in close just to hear them louder, and that’s when I decided to truly push today’s limits.

I picked up the biggest dildo of the three and lubed it up like a wet dream. She rubbed her clit as she saw me working, unable to hide that glorious mix of trepidation and need.

“I can’t imagine that fitting,” she told me, and I smirked.

“I can, sweetheart,” I told her. “I’ve been imagining it fitting all fucking week.”

I climbed up alongside her for this one, my body pressed tight to her side and my face in hers. I kissed her forehead, then her lips, soothing her with such soft little coaxing.

And then I pressed that big fucking head to her slit and applied the pressure.

It was tight. So fucking tight.

I loved the way she screwed her eyes shut, panting hard.

“Take it,” I whispered. “Take it up that tight little cunt for me, like a good girl. My good girl.”

“I want to be your good girl,” she cried out. “Please, Miles, make me take it like a good girl.”

How I fucking made her take it like a good girl.

It was slow and sore, but it was steady. I worked that big dick in such short thrusts, opening her up like wet petals hiding such a tight little chute.

I couldn’t fit it all the way in, but she took the head, and that was enough.

That was enough for today.

Her eyes were filling up as I pulled that cock right out of her, but she was smiling. Smiling so hard.

“Did I do it?” she asked in the most beautiful little voice. “Did I take it like a good girl.”

How I kissed that mouth. I kissed her like I owned her. Like that mouth was fucking mine and I was claiming it. Claiming it like she was my air, and my water, and my one shot at fucking life, and she wrapped her arms around me and pulled me close. So fucking close. Like she never wanted to let me go.

“You took it like a good girl,” I told her, and I meant it.

“Then give me my next gift,” she whispered, her eyes fixed on mine and still brimming. “Fuck me, Miles. Please fuck me.”

So slick and warm, and exactly where I needed.

I slammed to the balls, and she was so ready, that pussy sucking me tight in that swollen chute.

“Still such a little virgin,” I told her, and she nodded.

“I like it that way,” she said. “I always want to be your little virgin.”

Coning inside her again was another risk, but once again I didn’t care, and she didn’t either. I unloaded deep, and she kept me so tight to her, her legs gripping me in a vice at odds with the soreness she must have been feeling.

I didn’t pull out, just left my dick throbbing deep, pulling away enough to stare down at the beautiful scene. And then I rubbed her. I rubbed her pussy with my palm until she bucked and shuddered, and came like a shrieking little slut around my cock.

It felt like pure fucking bliss as she thrashed with the thrill. More than fucking bliss.

It felt like fucking perfection.

She was giggling to herself with the high when I finally did pull free of her. I collapsed into her arms and wrapped her up tight with mine, and we breathed together. Breathed together and enjoyed the skin to skin.

“They were quite some gifts,” she said with a grin, and I nodded, rubbing my nose against hers.

“I’m sure you’ll be saying that about the next ones,” I told her and eased her up to sitting. “I’ve got you a few different chocolate treats in the fridge.”

I was barefoot and half dressed as I made my way down to the kitchen, and she followed wrapped up in my robe.

She picked out her favourite chocolate snack and chomped it down with a smirk, and I grabbed a square of my own from another selection. And this was right. We were right.

As right as two people could ever feel in each other’s world.

Until the doorbell rang and jolted us out of everything.

“Ignore it,” I said first, even as she jumped in a panic, but it kept on ringing, and along came the knocking. A heavy rap at the door that didn’t let up.

“You should get it,” she said, and stared on through to the dining room. “I can dive in there, just for a minute, just to steer clear of them.”

I nodded, and off she went, but even then it felt so fucking wrong for her to be hiding in this space. A space she belonged in.

I was scowling as I reached the front door, forcing my expression to neutral as I opened it with a yank.

And there she was. A fucking whirlwind. An Erica Tate whirlwind bursting straight past me and right on inside, where she stood with her arms folded across her chest and her heel tapping the floor like a woman on a true fucking mission.

“We need to fucking talk,” she said.













Chapter Thirty-Five









Faith

 

I pressed myself to the wall, trying to hide just around the corner of the dining room doorway, feeling so bad about this situation all over again. I didn’t want to be here in this spot. I wanted to be standing proud in his kitchen, us together as us. But I couldn’t be. I wouldn’t even know where to start down that road of terrible hurt and disaster and shock of the whole community.

I heard the mumble of his voice in the hallway, and then came the sound I knew so well from the office. A sound familiar and enough to make my belly flip like a desperate little kid’s as a nasty big bully headed her way.

Erica’s heels rang out loud against the kitchen floor tiles, and I pressed myself even tighter to the dining room wall.

This big bully was full of hate for me. Resentment for me. Full of everything but even the most basic shot at giving it a chance to get to know me. And here she was, heading right into our Sunday. It really would be so typical if she was the one to tear us down.

“What are you doing here?” Miles asked, sounding every bit as frustrated as I was.

“It’s time we got some things out in the open,” she said, and her voice was cold right back at him.

“Speak then,” he said. “Tell me what’s so urgent that it couldn’t wait until work tomorrow.”

I heard her heel take a step forward. “This has nothing to do with fucking work,” she hissed. “It’s about us.”

“There is no us,” he snapped back. “I thought we’d established that a long time ago. What the fuck are you talking about?”

The pause was tense. So insanely tense I could barely breathe.

“Maybe on the surface we said we were done,” she carried on. “But I thought that was bullshit. Just a stupid game, always an illusion, us on and off just like always. I thought we were both used to playing that.”

“You thought wrong.”

His words were so simple. So honest.

“Oh, I did, did I?” she asked, with another wave of coldness. “And what is it that’s suddenly changed all that, huh? What is it that’s made you throw me aside like a piece of shit after all these years?”

The surprise in his voice was so genuine. But he always was.

“We both threw each other aside like pieces of shit, Erica. Constantly. Back and forth, on and off. I thought we were both long done and dusted with our attempts to even stand each other.”

“Maybe for you!” she snapped, and I couldn’t believe I was hearing it. The first time in forever I’d heard any kind of actual emotion in her.

The silence was so heavy that I held my breath.

“This is news to me,” he said finally. “Seriously, Erica this is some fucking news to me. I really didn’t think you gave a fuck.”

Her laugh was so bitter. “Yeah, well. Maybe I didn’t think it myself. Maybe this is news for me too.” She clapped a slow clap. “So, bravo, Miles. We’ve established I do give a fuck. How about we give it another fucking go, for old time’s sake, and maybe this time I’ll be less of a bitch about it.”

Please God no. My heart did a terrible lurch and so did my stomach and I felt sick at the thought of heading away to uni in a few weeks’ time and having to live with them giving it another try.

Because why wouldn’t they? Why wouldn’t Miles move on with something he knew so well when I was gone?

It took everything I had not to charge out there and grab his hand. Everything I had not to tell him I loved him easily as much as she did. More than she did. And that I needed him. Needed a life with him, even if I never went to uni.

I needed him so much more than that.

I could hardly bear to listen to what he might say to her. I put my hands on my tummy and prayed so hard that this wasn’t really happening.

“I don’t love you,” he told her, and again it was so honest. “I’m sorry, Erica, but I don’t. I haven’t done for a long time.”

Another bitter laugh. “Maybe not now,” she said. “But you could. I could make you. Surely it’s worth it? Surely I’m worth it?”

He must have shaken his head, because I heard her suck in breath. Sounding so shocked. So seriously shocked.

“I’m sorry,” he said again. “Truly I am, but I can’t do this. It wouldn’t be fair on either of us.” He paused. “And I thought you were seeing Glyn Morris? He’s a nice guy. I’m sure he can keep you amused.”

“I don’t want Glyn fucking Morris!” she yelled. “I want you!”

I really couldn’t believe this was happening, and I felt so bad for being here, overhearing something so private. I looked around the room but there was no way out. I was stuck here, so guilty for hearing her pain.

“I’m sorry,” he said again. “I’m sorry, but I don’t feel the same.”

His voice was kind and her breaths were so ragged, and it sounded so strange with her like that. Nothing at all like I could ever picture.

I felt so sorry for her, even though she’d always been so nasty to me. I felt like the other woman, even though Miles and I felt so right.

“Is this about someone else?” she said, and this time her voice was so much more gentle.

“Does it even matter what this is about?” he questioned back. “It is what it is, and it’s been a long time coming. I really did think we were long finished.”

“It matters!” she shouted again. “Is there some dirty little bitch taking my place?”

He didn’t say a word, and I wished I could see his face, just to see how he was feeling. How he was truly feeling.

“Erica, it’s over,” he said. “That’s all that matters. We can be friends.” His laugh was trying to be so nice. “We can give the friend zone a go, right? I’m really not that optimistic on how it’s going to pan out, but we can sure give it a shot.”

She didn’t laugh back.

“Who is she?”

He was silent. So silent.

“Seriously, Miles. Who the fuck is she?”

Part of me so much hoped he would tell her. Just confess it was me and be done with it.

But he didn’t.

“Is it Rachel?” she asked. “I’ve seen you talking to her.”

“It’s not Rachel,” he replied. “I barely know the woman.”

“Then who?” she asked again. “Who the fuck has done this to us?”

“Nobody has done this to us,” he said again, so calmly. “This was just us not working out. It happens. It happens to so many people.”

There was another heavy silence, and I got the feeling she was staring at him so hard. I wished I could disappear. Click my fingers and be back in my bedroom at home, leaving them to sort out their private stuff in private.

“You’re half dressed,” she announced, like it was news. “Has she been here? The fucking bitch who’s fucked us over?”

His sigh was steady. “Nobody has fucked us over, Erica.”

“She’s been here, hasn’t she?” she snapped. I heard her heels around the kitchen, and my heart picked up again, so scared she was going to find me here.

But part of me was aching for it. Part of me wanted her to so much. Just for a chance at this. At us.

“Two fucking coffee mugs!” she hissed. “She’s been here with you today, hasn’t she? Is that why you left so early last night? To get back here to her?”

“Erica, this is enough,” he said. “This isn’t helping anything.”

“Oh, yeah?” she said, and then it came. The smash of the mugs on the floor made me jump.

I heard him shout, and I heard the scuffle, and I heard her heels racing so hard.

“Stop it!” he snapped, and his voice was cold this time. “Seriously, Erica, this isn’t fucking getting either of us fucking anywhere.”

And then she cried.

I heard her crying so hard. And it hit me. It hit me in the belly. Because it wouldn’t be long until that was me, hurting so bad at losing him too.

“I’m sorry,” he said, and I knew he was holding her. “I swear I had no idea.”

“Just give us a chance!” she cried, but he was quiet.

My emotions were all over the place, my own pain for her making my eyes fill up.

I wanted him so much. I needed him so much.

But so did she.

It was so obvious that she did too.

“Fuck you, then,” she said through the tears, already sounding so much more like herself. “Fuck you and fuck everything I thought we had, you piece of shit.”

“It doesn’t need to be like this,” he said, but she laughed a vicious laugh.

“You think you’ll be anything without me? You’ll be nothing. Absolutely fucking nothing. You’re a filthy piece of shit with your sick fantasies. I was everything to keep you a better man.”

“Then I guess we’ll have to see how I do without you,” he said. “You can laugh in my face if you’re right.”

I was so relieved when I heard her heels storming away down the hallway, and let out one hell of a breath when the front door slammed shut.

I was still pressed so tight to the wall, churning so much with so much, and so worried.

So worried and hurt for both of them. So worried and hurt for him.

“She’s gone,” he said, and his voice was so calm again. “Come out, princess, and let’s talk cats.”













Chapter Thirty-Six









Miles

 

I was still reeling, but kept my breathing steady and my smile bright as she stepped out of the dining room to join me. She tried to hide it, but I could see she was upset. Her eyes were brimming and she looked so scared. No doubt petrified Erica would charge on in there and tear her world apart by finding us out.

“I’m sorry you had to hear that,” I said, and she shook her head.

“No,” she said. “I’m sorry I had to hear that. That was so private for you.”

“I really wasn’t expecting it,” I said, and crouched down to pick up the mug pieces.

Faith came to join me, and I tried to shoo her away in case she cut herself, but she shook her head and carried on helping.

“She really does love you,” she said, and her voice was so genuine.

“No, she doesn’t,” I told her. “She wants what she can’t have. That’s the kind of woman she is.”

She shrugged. “Maybe. Or maybe she really has realised she cares.”

I put the mug pieces in one hand, and tipped her face to mine with the other.

“I don’t love her,” I said. “Regardless of whether she cares or not, I don’t love her.”

Her eyes were so fierce. Brewing with so much, and I wished I could read her mind. I wished I could claim her as my own and give it my all to make this worth the destruction for her.

She broke the tension by moving her face from my touch and resuming her clear up of the mug pieces.

“You’re really sure it’s over between you?” she asked, with her eyes on the floor.

“I’m positive it’s over between us. It wouldn’t be fair on either of us,” I continued. “Especially not for her. A commitment between two people needs to be based on the real thing, or what’s the point? Whatever’s the point in selling out for less?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “I guess you’d need to be super sure, right? Super sure it was the real deal and worth it to really take that kind of risk?”

I nodded. “You sure would. And it isn’t the real deal between me and Erica. It never has been.”

I picked up the last of the porcelain pieces and got to my feet, then helped her up after me.

“I’m just sorry you had to hear that,” I said again. “I really had no idea she was coming.”

“Just as well she came later rather than sooner,” she replied and gave me a flash of a dirty little smile. “Maybe she’d have found a way into the house and discovered me with that huge dildo inside me.”

I loved the warmth in her laugh, and found myself laughing too.

“I think that would have resulted in a whole lot more than two broken mugs,” I said.

I took the mug pieces from her and wrapped them up in some kitchen towel before dropping them into the bin, determined to bite my tongue and hold back from telling Faith how I was really feeling. That a part of me had been hoping Erica really would charge into that room and blow our cover. That I’d been craving it since we started. Craving it since I’d known for certain that this really was the real fucking deal for me.

“We really should start the charity auction stuff,” she said, and I nodded.

“Yes, indeed, we really should.”

She wasn’t wrong. There really was a whole heap of truth along with the alibi.

There really was going to be a charity auction, a whole host of decisions to be made on the format and a whole heap of work to get us there.

So I made us coffee, grabbed the rest of the chocolate treats from the fridge and we set up on the dining table with my laptop and a couple of notepads.

And it was us. The other side of us. The enthusiastic, ambitious side of her pushing so hard to do her best. And me. Loving her for it. Encouraging her for it. Knowing without a doubt that I’d been absolutely right to start my involvement in her university plans and her future.

Faith was too much of an individual woman to sacrifice herself for the sensible.

I couldn’t watch her do it. Not for anything.

“What do you think?” she asked, and showed me some scribbles of her event ideas. A charity ball after the auction, for everyone to have some drinks and offer donations on top of their purchases.

“I think it’s a marvellous idea,” I said, and meant it. “It really is going to be a lot of work though.”

Her smile was so bold.

“I’m not afraid of a lot of work,” she told me, and I nodded.

“Me neither,” I said.

And so we did it.

We started that day, from afternoon through to evening.

We talked through auction plans as I cooked us a lasagne for dinner, and she shouted out some fresh thoughts from the dining room as she set the table for us.

Our meal was amazing. Warm and easy and so much fun as we conjured up so many ideas, and she was every bit as talented as I knew she would be, eyes sparkling so beautifully as she got herself lost in the excitement.

How I wished I could keep her here. In my place, shining so bright. How I wished I could hold her tight in bed through the night, knowing full well she belonged here.

“I’d better go,” she said finally. “Mum and Dad will be wondering where I’ve got to.”

She got dressed and I got freshened up along with her in my bedroom. There could be sex. Sex and toys and another bout of filth. But I didn’t push it, and neither did she. And this was the first time it wasn’t on the cards for us.

Not because we didn’t want it, but because the mood was so different.

More than the lust brimming over again.

This was about the comfort of two people just being themselves in the moment.

I delayed the inevitable as long as I could do until we were down in my hallway with her hand on the door handle.

I sighed and brushed her cheek, so tempted to ask her to stay with me. But I didn’t.

She hovered, a sweet little smile on her face as I leaned in to kiss her.

“I really am sorry about Erica,” she said when we pulled away. “I know that must have been hard for you.”

If only she had any idea how much harder it was to watch her leave.

“I’ll be just fine about Erica,” I told her. “And she’ll be just fine about me.”

She nodded. “I hope so.”

“Thank you for caring,” I said.

“I’d better go,” she said again, but this time I took hold of her hand and held her back.

“There’s no reason I can’t drop you home this time,” I told her. “Your parents know you’re with me.”

Her grin was stunning. “Oh yeah,” she said. “Maybe you could even come inside, grab a coffee and some chat. We can tell them all about our ideas.”

My gut lurched at the thought but I nodded regardless.

Any excuse to spend time with her was something I’d grab hold of with both hands.

“Let’s do it,” I said, and snatched up my car keys.













Chapter Thirty-Seven









Faith

 

Oh wow, how things climbed so high as they headed towards the inevitable ending. University was calling, the weeks rolling on. Always there, the departure brewing at the back of my mind, looming so heavy as I soared the sky.

I had the confirmations coming through, about my dorm room and my lecture timetable and the opening sessions where I could get to know my fellow students. I wanted to be excited about the next stage of my education and really pushing myself to be a sensible little accountant in the making. But I wasn’t.

I wasn’t excited for any of that at all.

I was excited only for him.

For Miles. The man I loved. The man who was becoming more and more to me every single day, if that was even possible.

I was just so lucky that Mum and Dad had come up with a plan so perfect to make our lives so much easier.

The cat auction had really become so much more than an alibi. It was amazing. Exciting, and fun and meaning so much to both Miles and me as the day came close. We’d given it so much of us. So much of our time. So much of our effort to really make this work for those poor pussy cats. We’d even used a picture of Miss Tiddles as the event mascot on the posters, and it was so cute. So cute and so awesome.

My parents weren’t suspicious in the slightest, and it was so easy to find the normal daily routine in our lives as the weeks went by.

We worked together at the office, and then I’d get changed at home and head over to his for event organisation and an evening meal, and sometimes I’d be the one to end up cooking.

We even began to drive my car back and forth between my place and his, him taking the passenger seat every time and helping with my learning.

And we fucked. We fucked hard, and dirty, and slowly but surely he had me taking so much more.

My ass was always hungry to take him. My pussy was so used to being sore, yet feeling so good. I took the butt plug right the way in now, and he opened me with a whole host of new dildos, always presenting me with so many more. I was even still hopeful that maybe I’d be able to take his whole hand the way he wanted me to before I had to say goodbye and head to Warwick.

But there was more than any of that. More than the dirtiness. There was more than the filthy talk and the absolute fire in his eyes. There was more than him making me mirror his filth and beg him for more, and me loving it.

There was the closeness. The times when we were exhausted and full of dinner and cat arrangements. The times when he’d hold me tight and kiss me so gently and push his cock into me so slow.

The times when we’d make love.

Because that’s what it was – making love. And it would make me shiver. And tingle. And make my heart soar to a whole other level.

Yet still I couldn’t say it. I still couldn’t bring myself to crash his world by asking for so much more.

I was so crazy nervous by the time the days sped through to the end and we made our final preparations for the event. It was the night before and our final stint at his dining table, and I was twitchy. So excited but so scared about what was coming. The crescendo of something so big that had taken so much from both of us.

“It’s going to be just fine,” he said, reading my anxiety. “More than that, it’s going to be amazing.”

“I hope so,” I said, and he grinned.

“No hope about it,” he said. “It’s a certainty.”

I let out a long breath, really letting the scale of this thing sink in.

We’d done so much. Brought so many people and businesses onboard with their donations for the auction. Everything from hotel evenings, to laptops, to signed posters of celebrities.

We had so many people coming along, and so many online registrations for bidding, and the newspapers and online pages all over the county had been so good at helping us promote the charity and scream about the auction from the rooftops. .

I scanned the list of attendees on the evening event guest list one final time, and there were a few new ones. Ones neither of us had seen register.

It was the one at the bottom that jammed my heart in my chest, my mouth dropping open as I registered it.

“It’s Erica,” I told him, and pushed the list across the table. “Erica has booked a place tomorrow night.”

“Are you serious?” he asked, and grabbed the list for himself.

It was hard to really comprehend it, that she’d really want to be there. For weeks she’d been a seething nightmare, scowling to the whole office and barely saying a word outside business to anyone.

He’d tolerated her really well, and she’d kept it civil enough to let him, and I knew she was hurting and trying to keep it under wraps and I’d tried my best to be kind to her, even though she still hated my guts for doing anything more than the filing.

“Wow,” he said.

“Maybe she’s feeling a bit better about things?” I asked, but his smirk spoke volumes.

“Hell would freeze over before she’d ever want to head to a charity event and be a nice human being about the work I’d been putting in. Especially with you up at the podium, an extra little fly in her venomous ointment.”

What the?

No.

No way.

It couldn’t be. He couldn’t possibly…

I couldn’t help but shake my head, still trying to compute his words.

“Sorry?” I burst out. “What do you mean with me up at the podium?”

His smile was incredible. So bright as he reached for my hand across the table and squeezed it tight.

“I’ve been keeping this until the last minute on purpose, just to stop you becoming a bag of nerves ahead of schedule. But it’s going to be you up there. You’re going to be the auctioneer tomorrow.”

I was still shaking my head. “But I can’t,” I said. “You’re the auctioneer. You’re the one who will do so well.”

He was shaking his head right back at me. “No, princess. You’re the auctioneer this time. You’re the one who will do so incredibly well.”

It was everything for me not to blub right out with the tears, and they were happy tears. Happy but so crazy nervous.

His smile took another turn, such a warm one as I fought the outburst, his hand still squeezing mine. “What is it?” he said. “Talk to me.”

“I just don’t know what to feel…” I said, and my voice sounded so childish. “I’m so excited, and so scared, and it means so much.” I squeezed his hand right back. “It means so much that you think I can do this.”

“I know you can do this,” he said. “Believe me, Faith, I know you can do this. I can’t fucking wait to see you up there, princess. I really fucking can’t.”

“Thank you.” My words were weak with the blub of my tears, and he was right on over to me, wrapping me so tight in such strong arms. I grinned against his shirt, my cheek pressed to his chest, and he smelled so much of him that my tummy did a flutter.

“Your mum and dad are going to be so fucking proud to see you up there too,” he said, and I let out a serious blub at that. “I promise you, Faith, you’re going to do us all so proud.” He pulled me away by the shoulders so he could meet my eyes, and I knew they were puffy and pink and a mess of tears, but I was laughing at how emotional I felt, trying to make light of it.

“Ignore this,” I told him. “I’ve got my period. Hormone city.”

He laughed right back at that. “I hope you don’t think that bails you out of the evening climax. I’ve got a whole world of pussy plans for you after we’re done with pussy cats for the night.”

I nodded. So happy. So insanely happy.

“We’ll need a new alibi,” I said. “I mean, cats will be over for good.”

His smirk was so him. “I’m sure we’ll find one. I’ll be sure to conjure up something convincing for the after party.”

“I am excited,” I told him. “I know it may not seem like it right now, but I really am.”

He kissed my forehead and I closed my eyes, savouring it so much.

It would have been the perfect time to say it. For me to come out with the three magic words, even if it was just once before university next week and my big goodbye.

“We need to get you home,” he said. “It’s a big night before the big day.”

I nodded, taking a breath. “A big night needing big sleep.”

He pulled me to my feet and held me close, and I wished this could last forever. Truly forever.

“Let’s get over and tell your mum and dad who the grand auctioneer is tomorrow,” he said. “They’re going to be just as fucking excited as I am to see their precious little girl up there.”

I wiped my tears away and let out another giggle, trying to imagine their faces.

“Let’s do it,” I said.













Chapter Thirty-Eight









Miles

 

I was so ready for this. So ready to see my princess shining so brightly up there at that podium where she belonged.

The place was bustling as the stream of guests took their seats, and they were all dressed so finely, so ready to enjoy the charity ball at the hall across the street once we were done with the auction.

I checked my watch from the sidelines, smiling at Edwina Lancett – one of our biggest clients – as she gave me a wave and walked on by with her husband. There were so many people here jostling and chatting amongst themselves with the listings sheets on their laps. So many people with the potential to donate so much.

We really had made a great job of it, Faith and I, even if I did think so myself. We’d really glorified both the auction room and the hall across street, putting up so many great cat pictures and charity banners, and having the hall dressed up as such a high class venue, with champagne flutes, and tables with fine tablecloths and a great live band performing for free.

I smoothed down my jacket lapels, feeling my best in my finest tux, and aching for her. Aching for my sweet princess at the peak of so many weeks of solid effort.

And finally there she was. Arriving at the back of the room, smiling along with her parents as they walked her on in.

Fuck me, I was bowled over with the marvel of that incredible creature. She was always so beautiful. Always so stunning. Always enough to get my heart racing and my dick straining in my pants for that pretty little sweetheart. But this was a whole other ballgame. A whole fresh bout of taking my breath.

Right there and then, stepping on into the sale room, she was absolutely. Fucking. Sensational.

She was in a ballgown, fitted so tightly before it flared. It was a dark teal satin, with a peppering of diamanté around the bust, and she looked like something out of some Hollywood gala, not a charity cat auction. Her hair was swept up beautifully, and she had a whole load more sparkles glittering in the twists.

I watched her head over my way, adoring the way her eyes were flitting about the place, her expression so nervous but trying so hard to hide it. Once again the realisation of what was looming slammed me in the fucking gut. The terror at how I would ever manage to wave this woman away to her brand new life without me.

Colin saw me first and pointed me out, and that gorgeous smile of hers was my world as the three of them headed on over.

It took everything I had not to sweep her into my arms, making sure to shake Colin’s hand and lean in to kiss Diane’s cheek before guiding Faith on over towards the podium.

People were already quietening down ready to begin, and my princess breathed out so long and deep at my side as we reached the stage.

“I’m so nervous,” she whispered. “Absolutely crapping myself.”

She showed me her trembling fingers, and I took her hand, making sure it was out of view of the people in the crowd when I ran my thumb so gently across her knuckles.

“You’re going to be amazing, Faith. This is your moment. This is your time.”

She nodded, and squeezed my fingers right back. And then she was on her way, up and at it, a big grin on her face as she stepped up to that podium and addressed the crowd.

“Good evening, everyone,” she began, and I headed right back to the rear of the room where Colin and Diane were standing. We were right in the middle, directly facing her and in prime position to watch the show, and my heart was soaring along with theirs, all three of us blooming with so much love and pride for that girl up there.

“Wow,” Faith carried on. “It’s so amazing to see so many of you here tonight. I really am so grateful you could make it.” She sought me out in the room. “We both are.”

So many people looked at me, and Colin nudged my arm in some kind of silent thanks for my effort at helping his little girl with her big event, and I felt so happy.

So happy and so right to be us, even though so many people would call us so fucking wrong.

That girl up there was so special. That woman was my world.

And so she started.

She addressed the crowd in a lively voice and pushed herself forward in her own unique flow all over again. She encouraged them on, giggling and grinning and pushing them to bid higher and higher, and it was such a show to watch. Such a show to enjoy.

“She’s so good,” Colin whispered to me, as we approached halfway through the listings. “I’m so proud of her.”

“She is good,” I agreed. “Truly, she’s so talented. This really is a true vocation for her.”

He nodded, but didn’t say much more, and I hoped he’d realise. I hoped he’d realise just how strong her calling was for so much more than number crunching over at Warwick.

I’d have happily watched her for weeks on end, she was so beautifully captivating on that stage. I’d never have tired of listening to that lively voice of hers, enjoying herself so much.

It was a shame how the time ran away with us so quickly. The listings zoomed by and it felt like a blink until we were finished, Faith thanking everyone once again for being there.

The crowd gave a huge round of applause out of nowhere, congratulating her so much for her effort as she took a deep breath with another thank you. They got to their feet, so many of them, and my heart swelled and thumped, as I applauded like crazy along with her parents as my perfect girl stepped away from the stage.

I mentally clocked up a rough idea of the bid values, and it was impressive. Really damn impressive. She’d made a fucking fortune for those cats and that sanctuary. I told Colin and Diane as much and they nodded, already fully realising it themselves.

Diane was welling up as my glorious girl made it over to us at the back of the room. She grabbed her so tight and squeezed her so hard, and Colin grabbed hold of her straight after.

“We’re so proud of you, sweetie,” he said, and her eyes met mine over his shoulder.

I only wished I could reach out and grab her myself. I only wished I could hold her tight and let the whole room know she was the woman who’d stolen my heart.

“Let’s get on over to that champagne,” I said, and led the way from the sale room.

I guided Colin and Diane across the road with a smile, well aware of how Faith and I were buzzing so tight with the tension. Champagne on entry was welcome, and the room was alive enough to feel the thrill, and it really was a glorious venue promising so many donations on top of such excellent item bids.

Faith took up position on the far side of the dance floor with her parents, and I headed right on over to join her. I was standing right next to her, as close as I dared, and I was desperate for her. So fucking desperate for her.

“Shit. Oh wow, there she is,” she whispered, and tipped her head in the direction of a suddenly arriving Erica by the main entrance.

She was dressed in a little black dress, her glare piercing hard as she found me in the crowd, and I cursed under my breath, wishing for the life of me that she’d fuck the hell off and not even begin to attempt to wreck the evening. I let out a sigh of relief as Glyn Morris joined her, dressed up so smart in a tuxedo.

“That’s her new boyfriend?” Faith asked, and I shrugged.

“I hope so.”

“That’s good, right? If she’s met someone she likes?”

But I knew she didn’t like him. Not even close. Her stare was all for me, want and hate combined. Just as well my enjoyment was far too alive to take a punch in the gut from her bitterness.

The evening crept by deliciously, the room laughing and joking and dancing as we sipped at our champagne and joined right in with the talking and joking ourselves. It was only when the evening truly started drawing in that the band changed their songs to slightly slower numbers.

It was an especially slow number that had Faith gasping and jumping on the spot. One I didn’t even know. Seemingly her parents did though. They nudged her arm and pointed her up to the dance floor but she was shaking her head, saying she couldn’t possibly head up there all on her own.

So they stared at me – both Colin and Diane – and my heart lurched. Actually lurched at the respect and warmth in their eyes.

“How about it, Miles?” Colin asked. “How about you take our little sweetheart up on that dance floor so she can enjoy her favourite song?”

Diane put her hand to her chest. “Oh, yes! That will be so lovely! So lovely to see you both celebrating!”

Faith’s eyes were bright with the forbidden, her breaths quick as I handed my champagne glass to Colin and took her hand.

“My absolute pleasure,” I told them, and Diane took Faith’s glass from her before she had the chance to protest.

“Are we really doing this?” she asked quietly as we took up position on the dance floor. “I mean, I want it, I want it so bad, but I don’t know, I’m just so nervous…”

I held her as tight as I dared, pulling her body close to mine. “We’re really doing this,” I whispered. “And it really is my absolute pleasure.”

Her expression was a delight.

“Mine too,” she said.

I couldn’t hold back, not for a second. Not the way my body pressed tight, and my smile was so hungry for her. I couldn’t stop the way my eyes burned hard against hers, filled with so much want, and need, and love.

So much love.

“They have no idea,” Faith whispered, and tipped her gaze to her parents grinning away at the side of the dance floor. “They really have no idea about us at all.”

Yet again there was a part of me that really damn wished they did.

We moved to the rhythm, our bodies in sync, and it was right. Just like always. Always so right.

She sang along to the words, her arms holding my shoulders so tight, and I was transfixed by her. Utterly transfixed by her.

The room was whispering and pointing and grinning about the innocence they believed was in our dance together. I could feel it. Her parents thought I was some kind old uncle of hers, and so did the rest of the town, everyone thinking this was as platonic as it ever got, even though we were both smiling and swaying and holding each other so close.

Everyone except Erica, that is.

I caught sight of her as we turned towards the bar for another slow twirl, and there she was, glaring at us from the side lines.

I knew her well enough to know the true implication of her stare, just as well as she clearly knew mine.

She shook her head at me, and my gut lurched, and I knew she could read me. I knew she could read both of us.

Faith caught sight of her too, and she tensed up in a heartbeat. I squeezed her tighter as Erica placed her champagne glass on the nearest table and stormed right on out of there, and Faith’s whispers came out so nervous in my ear.

“She knows, doesn’t she? She knows about us? How does she know about us?”

I whispered right back, still moving to the beat. “Because she knows me.”

With that the song finished up and Faith pulled away. She went to head back to her parents, but I grabbed her hand and shook my head, guiding her out the other way with a few other couples leaving the dance floor.

I couldn’t fight it.

Not for a another second.

Not anymore.

“Where are we going?” she asked, but I didn’t say anything, just pulled her closer to my side and kept on leading until we were out in the corridor on the way to the kitchen, pressed to the wall tight behind one of the charity banners and just out of view of the main room.

Faith’s eyes were huge, her breaths still frantic as she tried to fathom Erica’s glare, and she was quizzing so hard, quizzing so fast, asking me what I thought was going to happen and how much she really knew about us from the dance floor.

And then I said it. Finally, I just fucking said it.

I tipped her face to mine, and fixed my eyes on hers and my voice was so fucking fierce in its honesty.

“I love you, Faith Martin,” I told her. “I love you so fucking much that I don’t even care what Erica knows or doesn’t. I’ll shout it from the rooftops at the top of my lungs without giving a shit anymore if there’s even a chance that you want me right back.”

She was silent.

Absolutely silent.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m sorry if I shouldn’t have said anything, but I couldn’t hold back, not anymore, I just need to –”

Her lips were so alive when they pressed against mine. She kissed me hard. Hard and hungry and filled with so much life.

It was bliss. Pure fucking bliss. Pure fucking everything.

I kissed her right back, my tongue claiming hers, so desperate for so much. We moaned and grabbed hard, grinding so tight against each other, both of us frantic for the contact.

My heart was thumping as she pulled away for just a moment, and I could feel hers thumping to match against my chest.

“I love you, too,” she said. “I love you so much it drives me crazy. Always so crazy with how much I need this. Need you.”

I pressed my forehead to hers, smiling so calmly in the craziness, even though there were so many people bustling past so close on the other side of the charity banner.

None of it mattered anymore, not here and now.

There was only us.

“I don’t want to go to Warwick,” she said. “I don’t want to be an accountant.”

I nodded, and then I told her what I’d been planning to tell her for weeks.

I told her how I’d been investigating alternative degree options for her in antiques and collectibles, and arranging some great extra training opportunities around her studies. I told her she could follow her dreams, and achieve everything she wanted and I’d be there to encourage her every step of the way.

She held her hand to her mouth as she started crying happy tears for the second day in a row, shaking her head as she struggled to digest her options.

“Believe me, princess,” I told her. “It’s going to be so right for you, I swear. It’s all right there for you, everything you want from your education, you just need to give me a yes and we’ll get it moving. That’s all you need, Faith. Just one yes, and the whole university road ahead of you will be so different. So different and so you.”

“I can’t believe you’ve done this for me,” she cried, and I loved the feel of her joy against mine.

“I’ll do everything I ever can for you,” I told her. “Always.”

“Ok, it’s a yes,” she said, and nodded. “Yes, I really want to change my degree course. I really do.”

My grin was on fire. “Excellent,” I said. “We’ll get it rolling tomorrow.”

She squeezed my hands so tight. “I want to change my degree course, but I really don’t want to leave here. Not for a second.” Her pause was so heavy. “I don’t want to leave you.”

I kissed her forehead. “I’ll be right here waiting,” I told her. “I promise you, Faith, I’ll be right here waiting. Weekends and term time holidays, and video chats. We’ll make it work.”

“We’ll talk about it tomorrow,” she said, and rubbed her tears away with a fresh new grin. “But for now let’s get back and make the most of the dance floor, right? I mean, we put enough work into this thing to enjoy it with everyone else.”

I grinned a fresh grin along with her, and we walked right back out to the main hall, reeling and joyous and burning so bright as we re-joined the bustle of people. And walking straight into Colin, Diane and Erica, standing in a row.

Standing in a row and glaring with more hate than I’d ever seen before in this lifetime. Especially Colin.

Her father looked savage enough to want to kill me. His cheeks burning red as his fists clenched tight to his sides.

And I understood it. Truly, I understood it.

“You’d better get the fuck away from my fucking daughter,” he said.













Chapter Thirty-Nine









Faith

 

I couldn’t believe this was happening, not for a second. My breath stopped dead and my stomach dropped through the floor as Erica spun her phone screen around to show us.

She was glaring nearly as hard as they were, her smile evil enough to slice.

“Don’t even try to disguise your sick fucking games, you twisted fucking asshole,” she spat, and there was us on the screen photo, pressed to the wall behind the banner and clearly kissing so hard.

“I wasn’t going to disguise anything,” Miles said. “There are no sick fucking games going on here.”

“I said, get the fuck away from my fucking daughter!” Dad yelled, and Mum was crying, actually crying.

I felt so sick. So bad. So horrible for hurting them.

But I didn’t cry. I didn’t even feel close to it.

“Get the fuck over here, Faith,” Dad snarled and snatched for my wrist, but I dodged him in a flash, shaking my head and stepping backwards.

I took hold of Miles, clutching his fingers so tight.

“No,” I said, and couldn’t believe my own voice.

Dad looked shocked. Crazy shocked.

He made to snatch me again, but I tugged my arm away.

“I said no!” I snapped and it was stronger this time.

I was stronger this time.

“You’re getting the fuck home with us!” he said, but I wasn’t going anywhere. Not without Miles.

So I said it. I just said it.

I said what I should have said weeks ago.

“I love him,” I told them. “I love him and he loves me.”

Dad scoffed and Mum cried louder, and Erica cursed expletives, but Miles squeezed my hand tighter, pressing so close beside me.

“I do love her,” he said. “I’m sorry, Colin, and I’m sorry, Diane, but it’s true. I love your daughter.” The way he was staring at my parents so honestly made my heart sing. “I’m in love with your daughter.”

It was no longer just the three of them staring at us in that room. People were nudging and whispering, so many eyes turning to feast on our spectacle, but I didn’t care about that either. Not anymore.

I couldn’t believe myself for even contemplating taking a stand, but I couldn’t help it. I cleared my throat and stood proud and told everyone who cared to listen.

“I’m in love with Miles!” I shouted. “You can all think whatever you want about us, but it’s the truth!”

“Shut the fuck up!” Dad hissed, and Mum was shaking her head so hard through her tears. “Stop being a little fucking brat and get the fuck back home with us. Now, Faith. NOW!”

And then it hit me. It hit me like it should have done a long time ago.

It was my turn to take a step forward to him, and this time it was my eyes that were burning.

“No,” I told him. “I’m not a little girl anymore, Dad. I’m sorry, but I’m not. This is MY life, and these are MY choices, and I’m an eighteen year old woman in love with a man who has been everything I could ever have asked him to be, and I’m not walking away from that. Not for  anyone. Not even you and Mum.”

He looked like I’d slapped him in the face. His eyes were so hurt and his cheeks were white, and Mum let out a really sad wail and threw herself against his shoulder.

“I’m sorry,” I said, and this time it was a whisper. A whisper in a room so quiet you could hear a pin drop, even the band on stage. “I’m sorry but I have to be me. I’m not a child who can live in a pink fluffy bedroom for the rest of my life. I’m sorry, but I can’t.”

“What a silly little bitch you are,” Erica snarled, and turned away from us, clacking on out of there, grabbing Glyn Morris on the way and leaving Mum and Dad standing in the carnage.

“I’m sorry,” I said again, and pressed right back against the man I was in love with. “I’m not coming home tonight. I’m staying with Miles.”

“Fine,” Dad barked. “Suit yourself. Don’t ever come the fuck home again, not until you’ve come to your fucking senses and waved goodbye to that lying fucking prick.”

“Don’t be like that,” I said. “Please, Dad, don’t be like that… just give me a chance… please just give me a chance to explain…”

But he held up his hand and walked away, pulling a sobbing Mum away with him.

I choked back a burst of tears myself, still gripping Miles proudly, then looked around the crowd, relieved to see at least Holly’s wide-mouthed face gawping at me from a last-minute appearance after her waitress shift down the street. Mum and Dad barged right past her, and she gawped at them as they retreated, before staring back over at us.

“I’m in love with Miles Lindon,” I said to the room, with the confidence of my auctioneering voice. “Does anyone have anything they’d like to say about it now it’s all out in the open?”

“Speak now or forever hold your peace,” Miles added, and I couldn’t hold back a tiny spark of a laugh at the pure sad craziness of all of this.

Again, you could hear a pin drop.

“Good,” Miles said, with the confidence of his auctioneering voice. “Then I guess it’s time the band started back up. Nothing more to see here, folks.”

The bustle of the guys and girls on stage was a wave of shrugs before they started up again with a lively number, and slowly but surely the crowd shrugged to match and went about their chatter.

Miles leaned in really close, pressing a smile against my ear. “Well, that was quite a dramatic way to reveal our truth,” he said, and I turned my face to his.

“Way to kill a whole town’s worth of gossiping birds with one stone,” I said, and planted my first public kiss on his lips.

He sighed and pressed his forehead to mine. “Do you want us to head back to yours to try to reason with your parents?”

I shook my head. “No. I want to get back to yours and celebrate our first night as an official couple. Plus, Mum and Dad won’t be up for the conversation. Not for quite some time.” I paused. “I’m hoping we can christen the beginning of our new Faith and Miles life together.”

His eyes sparkled.

My smile bloomed bright.

“Now that really does sound like a celebration,” he said, and led the way.

Holly was waiting, still open-mouthed in the doorway as we reached her.

“Holy shit!” she laughed. “Jeez, Faith, at least you waited until I’d stepped inside the place before you dropped the big bombshell on the whole universe.”

I pulled her in for a hug. “Sorry,” I said. “I was planning on being here to at least grab a champagne with you before the night was up.”

I looked her up and down, surprised to find just how glamorously she was made up considering she’d been working so late. A dark red ballgown with beautiful glitter eye makeup sparkling bright.

Her cheeks burned so rosy, and I couldn’t read her expression, not for the very first time in years of friendship.

Not until someone cleared their throat behind us… and that person was Stephen Jones from warehousing, all dressed up in a tux.

“Oh, wow,” I said, with a grin, and Miles was grinning too, clearly as taken aback as I was. “When did this, um…”

She rolled her eyes. “Maybe during one of the crazy long stints you’ve been slamming into saving a bazillion kittens.” Her laugh was amazing. “I thought it could be a surprise.”

It was definitely that alright, and a good one. He looked as happy as she did when he took up position at her side and wrapped an arm proudly around her shoulder.

“Turns out our cousins know each other,” he said. “Small town.”

“It sure is that,” I agreed, and gestured to the room as I squeezed Miles tight. “Everyone knows everyone.”

“And everyone else’s business,” Miles added, but it didn’t matter. Not anymore.

We were both very proud of ours. It was beaming from both of our faces, I’m sure.

“Get away with you,” Holly laughed. “You’re practically gagging to get home. You’re both damn well itching for it.”

I grabbed her for another hug, and she swayed me so hard in her arms.

“I’m really pleased you got your dream,” she whispered. “You deserve it.”

“And you deserve a good dream yourself with Stephen,” I whispered back. “I’ve heard he’s a decent guy.”

“He sure seems that way,” she said.

I watched with a grin as Stephen led her to the dance floor and Miles did too.

“You ready, Cinderella?” he asked, and I nodded.

“Time to go home with my prince,” I said, and it was the greatest feeling ever, walking out of there hand in hand.













Chapter Forty









Miles

 

She was a pool of such deep colours as we made our way home that night, hand in hand. Hope and pain and guilt and excitement, all of them blending like rainbow shades in the darkness.

All of those shades and love.

Love from both of us, so grateful to finally be expressed.

I, too, had a deep pit of guilt for the friends of mine I’d betrayed so badly, by taking their daughter, but love knows no boundaries. Especially not with a beautiful eighteen year old woman at my side who had captured my soul.

We were quiet on the way back, swaying close and pondering our new world together, both of us trying to digest our new road ahead.

I was just truly grateful. Grateful at never again having to watch her pull away and wave a mute goodbye as she left me.

The keys sounded so loud in my front door, the hallway so quiet as we stepped on inside. She took hold of me before I’d even flicked the light on, pressing that delicious mouth of hers right onto mine.

“Take me upstairs,” she whispered. “Please take me upstairs and show me this is for all time.”

She kicked her high heels off and I scooped her up in my arms, heading on up the stairs in the darkness with a huge smile on my face. I got the bedside lamp once I’d dropped her down onto the bed, and her dress was a cascade of stunning teal. The perfect gift wrap for my perfect girl.

I laid down beside her, still in my tux, and she wrapped her legs around me and came up on top, the diamanté in her chair a glittering halo.

“I’ve got my period,” she said, as though apologetic, but I shook my head, one of my very boldest smirks on my face.

“Let’s take a look at that then, sweetheart,” I said, and she squealed as I tipped her back over.

Her ball gown was a beautiful softness to tease from her skin, and her panties were such a contrast in thick white cotton with padding.

The very best contrast. My very favourite contrast.

“The bedsheets…” she began as I eased them down her thighs, but I shook my head, my smirk still at full radiance.

“Fuck the bedsheets,” I told her and dropped down hard between her legs.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered, squirming as I ran my tongue over that horny little clit of hers. “Fuck, Miles… surely you can’t…”

But she was wrong.

Oh how she was fucking wrong.

Her eyes were still so innocent. So alive with her inexperience of my ways, and I loved that. I absolutely fucking loved that.

The taste of her was copper, and want, and squirming disbelief.

The taste of her was fucking delicious.

My lips were puffy once she’d bucked and squealed and whimpered through a climax like a dirty girl, her breaths panting fierce as I freed my cock from my trousers and positioned myself high above her nakedness with my gaze eating her alive.

Eating her alive and seeking out so fucking much of her.

Blood from her pussy. Blood and surprise and innocence.

Blood down her thighs like my little virgin girl all over again.

I opened her legs wide and eased my cock into her.

“Owww…” she whimpered, tender, and that was just what I wanted. Just what I craved.

“Take it. Take it like my good girl,” I said as I sunk my cock all the way deep.

She tipped her face to the side, eyes closed tight as I eased two thick fingers inside that slit along with my cock, and I knew it was straining so fucking tight, leaving such glorious smears of scarlet all over my dick.

“Yes…” she breathed. “Yes, please… I want it… I want to take it…”

I grunted so fucking loud as I slammed my cock in hard.

“You’re my beautiful little girl, and I fucking love you,” I told her, easing my fingers in deeper.

She cried out so sweetly, and I kept on going. Kept on moving the whole fucking stretch inside of her.

“Rock those hips like a good girl,” I groaned, and she did. She met me with her eyes and she did it, pushing those hips down hard.

The blood was a beautiful sight to watch smearing from that pussy. It made my mouth water so much as I shunted my dick in to the balls.

“Come for me…” she whispered. “Please, Miles, come inside me…”

But I shook my head and pulled all the way out of her, with another filthy smirk on my face.

“It’s Mr Lindon right now,” I told her, and eased my fingers in fresh. Four of them, right to the knuckles. “It’s Mr Lindon, little one, and it’s time I took you all the way.”

“But I can’t…” she breathed. “It’s too tight…”

“Trust me,” I told her, and she nodded. She nodded with so much trust in those big blue eyes.

And then she took me.

She took what gave her.

She took it slow, and deep, and with the squelch of that bloody pussy driving me wild.

I eased her with lube and patience, and my thumb on that hungry little clit, and made her buck. Buck and cry out and lose herself in my thrusts.

“Get ready, little girl,” I told her finally, as she was panting from another flood of climax. “Get ready and take a deep breath.”

Oh fuck, how she took a deep breath for me, whimpering out loud as I eased my fist in all the way. And there I was. In-fucking-side her so deep. My whole hand so warm and gripped so fucking tightly.

“Good girl,” I told her, and she raised her head from the bed, eyes like saucers as she felt the true depth of the stretch.

“You’re inside me?” she asked, and her tummy was so tense. “Really inside me?”

“I’m all the way fucking in,” I said, and twisted my hand just a little.

Blood and wetness and sweat and so much fucking love. All for me. The pinnacle of a whole fucking ocean of want.

I climbed up the bed to her and pressed my filthy mouth to her perfect lips, and then I kissed her. I kissed her with my fist all the way in deep, and she moaned for me. Moaned so fucking hard against my mouth.

And then she said it. She truly fucking said it.

“I like it…” she whispered. “It feels weird, and it’s sore… but I like it… I really like it…”

She groaned like a slut as I eased my hand free, her pussy so fucking sloppy as I slammed my cock straight back in.

My Faith was still such a sweet little youngster with a tight little cunt to grip me so nicely, and she milked me. She fucking milked me, her legs wrapping up around my waist even though she must have been aching.

“Take me, Mr Lindon,” she whispered, and her grin was divine, every bit as dirty as mine was. “Please, Mr Lindon, come inside me.”

I pressed my forehead to hers as I slammed in deep, and my eyes were burning so hard.

“And now it’s Miles,” I said, and made love to her.

I made fucking love to my princess right through the night.

And she made love to me.

 

The morning was rising by the time we’d grabbed even a slight bit of dozing between the sheets. It was the slam of a car door outside that jolted me to waking, still half in my tux from the night before.

I dragged myself over to the window in time to see Colin storming back down the street, and there was a little purple car waiting on the driveway.

“What is it?” Faith asked, and I gave a sigh.

She joined me to stare outside, and the diamanté gems were still glittering in her hair.

She nodded softly, trying to disguise the pain, but I held her tight all the same, pressing gentle kisses to her head.

“We’ll fix it,” I promised her. “Honestly, Faith, we’ll make it work out.”

“I hope so,” she said, and held me tight right back.

There were a whole load of her clothes thrown loose into the back seat that we found when we stepped outside. Clothes and toiletries and her tangled phone charger.

Plus, there was a resignation letter crumpled up on the driver’s seat. An immediate absence from work littered with a whole host of expletives. I nodded to myself and took it well and truly on the chin, more than fully prepared to give him a decent set of wages to set him on his way.

“They really do want me out,” Faith whispered as she surveyed the carnage, but I shook my head.

“They’re angry. Angry and hurt. They need some time.”

I made us breakfast while she tried to digest it. She was quiet. Quiet but smiling.

The day was sad but happy both at once. We enjoyed the freedom of each other’s company without any impending time restriction on getting her home.

We relaxed through the day in robes post showering, and cleared space in my wardrobe for her clothes, and put her toiletries in the bathroom and charged her phone.

No messages were waiting from her parents. No messages came through all day, in fact, not even when she sent some over in their direction, and they wouldn’t pick up her calls.

It was Sunday morning by the time a knock came on the front door. I opened it with a serious face, not quite sure what to expect, and especially surprised to see Colin standing there, holding a cat basket with Miss Tiddles mewling on loop.

Faith rushed on through and put her hands up to her mouth, not quite sure whether to look at her dad or her feline friend.

I stepped aside to let him in and he came on through, his brows still heavy as he handed the basket to Faith and let her set it in the living room with the door closed up tight.

I gave him a nod and reached for my coat, letting him know that I’d leave him to it so he could talk openly to his daughter, but he shook his head and grabbed hold of my arm.

“It’s you I want to talk to,” he said, and his eyes were still heated but laced with a whole heap of questions.

So I nodded.

I nodded and so did Faith, and it was her who got her coat from the rack.

“Can I go and see Mum?” she asked, and her dad nodded.

“She’d like that,” he said, and I was glad of it. Really glad of it.

I kissed her head as she made her way out, but held back from much else so as not to rub the hurt in for Colin, instead focusing on offering him a coffee through in the kitchen where he held up a hand in no, thanks.

I stopped making one of my own and propped myself against the breakfast bar, then waited for him to begin.

Predictably it started with an ocean of rage and pacing and why the fuck, fucking why?

My answers were as calm and honest as I could make them. About how I loved his daughter and always had. About how I was truly not wanting to develop feelings for her and would have preferred to have maintained my relationship with her as a little girl.

But how she wasn’t a little girl. Not anymore.

How she was a smart and skilled woman. Sharp and funny and passionate. Lively and talented and everything that made my heart sing.

About how I was dedicated to her and always would be, and I was sorry, but I couldn’t lie to him anymore, and definitely couldn’t lie to either myself or her enough to walk away.

“If you truly love my daughter, you’ll be letting her go to fucking university,” he said and jabbed a finger in my direction.

I smiled. I smiled and told him it was already well and truly on my agenda to let her go to university. To let her follow her decisions and help her follow her education in exactly the way she chose.

I told him how I’d been investigating her options for quite some time, to help her step up onto the ladder she truly wanted to climb and not one she had no interest in, and he swallowed down a lump in his throat, shaking his head in a way that made my gut lurch with another bout of guilt.

“You really did that for her?” he asked. “You set up a whole fucking life of learning for my girl in Warwick?”

So I told him. I told him about all of it. About the testimonials I’d sent off to the university, about the options and the sponsorship I’d discussed with them and the experience I’d set up for her with some of my auctioneering associates. Auctioneering associates he knew and respected as well as I did.

“I had to, Colin,” I said. “Her vocation is in antiques and collectibles, I couldn’t bear to see her losing her passion to chase down numbers she had no interest in.”

“But it’s sensible –” he began, and I cut him off with a shake of my head.

“I know it’s sensible,” I said. “But this is her life and her passion and her choices.”

“So I keep fucking hearing,” he said, and put his hands up to his face. “I don’t know what to fucking make of it,” he barked. “I don’t know what to make of it, and I don’t know what the hell I should be fucking thinking of it.”

“Once again, I’m sorry,” I said. “I really hope I’ve answered your questions enough to give you an understanding.”

He let out a sigh and set off for the hallway.

I followed him to the front door, smiling with one final apology as he gestured back behind me at the living room door.

“Miss Tiddles is a little pain in the ass,” he told me. “You want to watch her with your curtains, she scratches the shit out of them.”

And with that he was gone.

 

It was mid-afternoon by the time Faith made it home, and although her eyes were pink and puffy from a blatant bout of tears, she had quite a calm smile on her face. I was scanning through the most recent Country Antiques edition on the sofa with Miss Tiddles padding my legs with an evil stare, and she laughed on over at the sight of her.

“Did it go alright?” I asked and she nodded, just a little.

“I hope so. Maybe. Might take some time. At least they don’t seem to hate me now.”

I tipped my head. “They don’t hate you, Faith, you’re their little girl. You’ll always be their little girl, no matter how much of a woman you grow up into. They might well hate me, but they certainly don’t hate you.”

She came and dropped herself beside me, pressing into my side and reaching over to tickle Miss Tiddles behind the ears.

“I guess we just have to give it some time,” she said.

“Time is a great healer,” I replied, and leaned in for a kiss, and she held me tight. Tight enough as I held her back that we were only interrupted by a mewling Miss Tiddles attacking the drapes at the side of the window.

“She does that,” Faith laughed and I laughed along with her.

“So your dad told me.”

“Dad must have told you a lot of things.”

I shrugged. “Not nearly as many as I told him. I just hope they made some difference.”

“They seemed to have,” she said. “He wasn’t quite so raging when he came back to theirs.”

To theirs.

Already I loved the way it was to theirs.

“One week until university,” she said. “We go through all of this, just in time for one week at yours before I’m off to university. Can you believe it?”

I shook my head. “Ours,” I countered. “Just one week at ours before you’re off to university. But you’ll be back.”

“I’m looking forward to it already,” she told me, and those eyes were my dazzling sparkles all over again.

Just like they always would be.

 

Work was a deadly quiet start to a new week as our office stood mute at the sight of us entering together. There was no sign of Erica, and no mention of anything whatsoever that happened on pussy cat night.

It was Rachel who finally broke the ice with a tea and a smile, heading on over as Faith and I discussed the coming Friday’s auction listings like business as usual in the finance office.

“Here you go, guys,” she said, and handed them over. And then she leaned in with a wink and smirk, her voice laced with a little laugher as she gave us a loud whisper.

“I always did think you’d make a good couple,” she said.

 

It was gone lunchtime when I headed on over to the property office to begin the unfortunate changes that would need to be made to the structure in Colin’s absence. I was contemplating Bill as a stand in, hoping he’d be able to get the rental properties functioning with the maintenance just fine, but I was sighing with the sad crap of all this. The sad crap of losing such a good guy as Colin from our huge chunk of years together.

I grabbed my briefcase up ready as I stepped into the main office, fully prepared to explain why the hell Colin wasn’t in today, just in case they hadn’t heard the ocean of speculation on the grapevine already.

But there he was.

Colin.

Sitting pride of place at his desk, and managing to give me the slightest tip of his head, even though his eyes were still full of utter rage for me.

“Miles,” he said.

“Good to see you,” I told him, and he shuffled some more of his paperwork before clearing his throat.

“Was there something in particular you were heading over here for?” he asked. “Or are you just here to chew the cud?”

Our eyes met. Our stares spoke volumes.

And I nodded. I nodded with a smile.

A really fucking decent smile.

For just a split second he managed one back.

“Nothing in particular,” I said, and left him to it.













Epilogue









Faith

 

I still felt so unsteady as a learner driver as Miles directed me up to Warwick University with my dorm room luggage stacked up in the back. I laughed as I heard another ping from my phone on his lap, and he laughed along with me.

“Yes,” he said. “It sure is her.”

I sure was happy it was.

He read out the latest message from Mum with a load more instructions for what supplies I needed to help me in the dorm room kitchens, and I relayed a thanks through my touchscreen to Miles as he sent it back through to her.

It was early days but we were getting there. Dad was at least back to sending Miles work emails with a slight hint of general chat on them now.

“That’s it,” Miles said, and pointed out a turn to the right. “Just along here and we’re almost at…” He paused. “That’s it, we’re approaching your dorm rooms… right… now.”

And there we were, pulling right on up to the car park where there were a whole host of students grabbing bags and cases from the trunks of their cars and trundling them on up into the stairwells. I took a breath before we joined them, realising again how much of a contrast this was really going to be from the calm of home with Miles.

I said hello to some grinning girls as I passed them in the hallway, and wondered just how many friends I was going to make in this place. It was when I was dropping some of my utensils in a drawer in the communal kitchen, and Miles was back outside for another suitcase, that one of the pink-haired girls from a room a few down introduced herself with a giggle.

“Wow, your dad is pretty damn hot,” she laughed, and I laughed right along with her.

“He sure is,” I said. “But that’s not my dad.”

With that Miles headed back in and I pulled him in tight for a kiss.

“Oh crap, I’m so sorry,” she – Emily – said, but I grinned quite happily, and with that the ice was broken, freedom to use each other’s bowls and jugs guaranteed.

It felt so strange when my room was made up for the night. I had my laptop and notebooks and pens out on the desk, and some timetables pinned up on my pinboard, and my bed looked ok with some sweet enough purple bedding.

But it wasn’t home. It wasn’t anything like home. Not with Miles beside me so warm every night.

He sat down alongside me and surveyed the room one final time, then wrapped his arm around my shoulders and congratulated me on quite a nice little space.

I rested my head against him and groaned, but it was ok. Truly. This was ok.

I was studying antiques and collectibles after all. My passion. My excitement.

“Just as well this isn’t finance I’m about to dive into this term,” I said, and he nodded.

“Sure is, princess. You’re going to fly at this degree. You’ll be the best in the land when you’re done.”

I ran through a list of the lecturers over again, beaming about how lucky I was about some of them, and he was all in agreement. Especially about some of the more recent ones that were coming.

“I really am going to be an auctioneer,” I said, so looking forward to having a sale room of my own one day.

“Yes,” he agreed. “You most certainly are going to become an auctioneer.”

“Make sure you don’t let Miss Tiddles destroy the curtains,” I said, and he planted a very heavy kiss on my lips before he got to his feet.

“Make sure you keep me informed of who these new lecturers are this term. I may well know some of them. I can hook you up for an extra info coffee out of lesson time.”

“Extra bonuses,” I giggled. “Do you ever stop being a good ally every second of the way in this career?”

“I guess we’ll have to see about that, won’t we?” he asked, and I got to my feet with a groan to walk him to the car.

I waved him away in my little purple motor, laughing as he held up a hand and beeped the horn.

My heart was pounding to a fresh new tune, and my tummy was fluttering at the thought of being without him. But there was excitement too. Excitement and so much ambition to do my very best in this place.

The first week of socials was intense. I made friends – not least with pink-haired Emily, who shared a load of her humour with Holly. I hung out dancing in bars with student discos, and exploring campus, and speculating about our lectures with a load of other antiques students I met up with through the online portal.

And then it arrived. My very first one.

I was so nervous. Insanely nervous and insanely excited.

This was it. Truly it. My first step into my real degree course.

Mum and Dad had sent me a fresh load of pings with good luck, sweetie all over them, and I was buzzing. Really buzzing and really alive.

I sent off a final message to Miles as I headed on in there, telling him I was ready to roll and would let him know who was presenting this string of lectures just as soon as I found out.

Maybe Charles Hanson, he replied. He’ll be a great speaker.

I only hoped it was Charles Hanson, I’d watched him so many times on the daytime TV shows over the years.

There was a wave from Kelly Ryan when I got inside, one of the girls I’d met on the portal. I took a seat right next to her with a smile, and got my notebook ready with my pen all set to scribble, and the room was a simmer of voices for our very first lecture.

Here it was. The real deal.

I was a tingle of nerves when the back door opened and in stepped our new expert. I prayed it was Charles, I really did, knowing full well he was passionate about Maple and Co. furniture just like I was.

But it wasn’t Charles Hanson.

It was a tall, broad man in a suit, with salt and pepper hair at his temples.

It was a man with a smirk on his face, and a huge amount of confidence in his posture and his stare, scanning right across the seating until his eyes landed on mine.

Holy. Bloody. Crap.

I shook my head in disbelief as he cleared his throat and addressed the room.

“Good afternoon,” he said. “I’m Miles Lindon of Lindon and Associates, looking very forward to be here with you this term as your guest lecturer.”

I couldn’t hold back my laugh, keeping it as quiet as possible as he called up his first lecture slide for the presentation.

It was only when he took a break in the topic to let everyone finish their scribbles that I caught his eye for one extremely long second.

I love you, I mouthed, and his smile spoke it right back.

I realised all over again in that moment just how much he loved me right back.

I held back a long time when the lesson was finished, slowly bagging up my pens and notepads as everyone streamed on out of there. He was still standing at his lecture desk. shuffling papers of his own when I finally stepped on down there to the front, and leant with my hand right alongside him.

“So,” I said. “Quite a surprise you were holding back this time, wasn’t it? Thank you for another perfect gift for me to out gift so many others.”

His eyebrow matched the cockiness of his smirk. Just the way I loved it.

He leaned in close, and checked the room was empty before he pressed his mouth to my ear for a whisper.

“What on earth makes you think this was a gift for you?” he asked, and ran his fingers up my spine. “Now get yourself bent over this desk,” he told me. “I think it’s about time I was the teacher. I’ve been waiting a whole fucking lifetime to live out this sweet little fantasy. Make sure it’s a blouse and skirt for you next guest lecture please.”

And I smiled.

I smiled and pressed my mouth to his, and giggled at his incredible filth for the hundredth time.

Then I bent myself over his lecture desk, and became his real Catherine Whitehurst.

The real Catherine Whitehurst he loved so much more as me. Faith Martin.

His one and only for the rest of all time.

 



THE END
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