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      Dear Scarlett,

      I received your application letter yesterday and have read it several times since. I have to say that you’re correct in thinking that it’s not the kind of request I normal handle.

      I have been doing this a long time, and What The Heart Wants has a wonderful record of proven success when it comes to matching two people who are both looking for love and a long-term relationship.

      As you stated, though, you are not looking for a forever relationship, and you have no desire to fall in love. I’m sincerely sorry that the men in your past relationships failed you and left you distraught when it comes to men in general. We all have experience with relationships that don’t work out, and I do wish you’d consider letting me help you find a good man who will change your opinion and open you to the delicious wonders of a stable, long-term romance. I promise you would not be disappointed.

      Please think it over and get back to me. Regardless of what you decide, I pledge to respect your decision and do my utter best to carry out your wishes and find you the perfectly appropriate man.

      Sincerely,

      Grace Graham
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      Dear Grace,

      I honestly appreciate your concern for my romantic life, but I’m sorry to say it’s not a concern I share. I’ve had three serious relationships in the eight years since I graduated from WUSL, and in all three instances I learned too late that the men I thought loved me were also loving someone else, sometimes multiple “someone elses.” I understand that there are some men out there who believe in being faithful to their women, it’s just that I don’t have the time, desire or patience to continue sifting through guy after guy, hoping to find one of them.

      In short, maybe not all men cheat, but it seems like all the ones I pick do, and I simply can’t go through that again.

      With that in mind, I repeat my initial request:

      I don’t want a romantic relationship. I don’t want anything ongoing. And I absolutely, definitely do not want to fall in love.

      What I want is a handsome, intelligent man from a good, solid family, who will agree to have no-strings-attached sex with me until I’m pregnant. After that, he will need to be fine with walking away from the situation and never contacting me, or my future child, ever again.

      I understand what a bizarre request this is of a matchmaker, especially one with such glowing recommendations as yours. Nevertheless, this is my desire. The reason I came to you with this is because you evidently are an expert at reading people, and as I stated above, I have very specific criteria for the man who will assist me with this project and help me start my own family.

      I truly hope you’ll consider doing this for me. I’d gladly pay double your standard fee, because obviously this is a pivotal moment on my life and I absolutely do not want to make yet another bad choice of man.

      Thank you,

      Scarlett Byler
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      Dear Scarlett,

      I got your name and address (and pictures!) from Grace Graham at What The Heart Wants matchmaking service, so I’m assuming you also got mine and that this letter won’t be a total surprise. Or at least, that’s how I think this works; I’m still fuzzy on the details to be quite honest.

      The idea of using a matchmaker to find a girlfriend or wife seems silly to many people, because these days dating apps and online services are where everyone seems to go. Color me old-fashioned, because the moment I met Grace, I felt her service was the perfect fit for me.

      So, where do we start? I guess I should tell you a few things about myself first, right?

      I’m 32 years old and have lived my entire life here in St. Louis. I’m an attorney specializing in Intellectual Property Law, and I have a thriving practice my law-school friend Josh and I started three years ago. Physically, I’m 6’3” and fit (okay, I admit it: I’m a gym rat who plays basketball at the Y a few days a week). I like to think I’m a nice guy, but I leave that up to others to decide. I just do my best to respect people in the hope they’ll do likewise with me.

      I like gazing at sunsets and walking in the rain. The former I do from the window of my downtown office since I seem to be working late often, and the latter I do because if I don’t, my French bulldog Miles will pee on the hardwood floors.

      Can’t wait to meet you,

      Mason Brewer

      P.S. Grace said we’re supposed to trade a few letters before meeting. Seems a little strange, but I’m okay with it if you are.
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      Dear Mason,

      This letter is not going to go the way you probably think it will, so please be ready and keep an open mind, okay?

      When I received you letter, I had to call Grace and ask her if she’d discussed my situation with you beforehand. Her response was, “No, dear, that’s up to you. I just make the matches.” She’s such a sweet woman that I couldn’t find it in me to push her on the matter, so I suppose it really is up to me.

      First things first: I’m a very normal person and have many friends and co-workers who will happily attest to that fact. I would have Grace vouch for me, but we haven’t yet met in person; I’m moving back home to St. Louis in a week after spending three years working in Dallas (I’m a graphic designer).

      Okay, then. Here we go…

      I am not looking for a husband. Nor am I looking for a long-term relationship, a boyfriend, someone to date, or even just a hookup. Well, technically, I guess I am looking for a hookup, but not a standard garden-variety hookup.

      I want to have a baby. Within the next twelve months, hopefully. My reasons for wanting to do this by myself are personal and aren’t really worth getting into.

      I’ll stop there for now, because if you’re absolutely not interested in being a part of this situation, there’s no need for me to go on.

      Please let me know if you have any questions, okay?

      Oh, I’m 29 years old, 5’7” and fit. And I’m a lot more fun than this letter probably makes me sound.

      Sincerely,

      Scarlett Byler

      P.S. I’ve never met a man whose name is composed of two professions!
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      Dear Scarlett,

      Whoa! Your letter was quite the surprise.

      I’ve read it (and re-read it a few times) and am still a little fuzzy on the details of what you’re proposing.

      So apparently, you are looking for someone to father this child you want? I’m assuming you mean via artificial insemination, correct (you said you want to do it by yourself)? You’re looking for a sperm donor and employed Grace, right? That would make sense, because she’s proven to be a spectacular judge of character, both internal and external.

      I’m flattered that Grace thinks me sperm-donor material, but if we meet and agree to pursue this (I’m guessing you’d want to meet in person first), there would be a few things to work out. As I said, I work in IP law, but I have a friend who would be glad to draw up the necessary documents, including a sperm donor agreement.

      I’ve always wanted to be a dad, but this is a little different.

      A few questions:

      Would I, as the biological father of this child, be involved in the raising of the kid, as in shared legal custody?

      If not, would I be allowed to meet the child and see him/her from time to time?

      Are you expecting any kind of financial support from the father until the child reaches adulthood?

      Wow, I have a million other questions (can I help pick the name?), but I guess those are the most important ones, so let’s start there.

      Looking forward to hearing from you again soon,

      Mason
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      Dear Mason,

      Well, shit. I’m afraid I didn’t explain myself very well at all in my first letter. I apologize for that, so please allow me to clear up the misunderstanding.

      I’ll have a be a little blunt here, so forgive me if I disturb your delicate sensibilities. ;)

      I am not looking for a sperm donor. Well, technically I guess I am, because that liquid is a critical part of the recipe. No, the idea of an artificial insemination procedure being the beginning of my little girl’s or little boy’s life is beyond depressing.

      No, what I’m looking for is a man to impregnate me directly. Assuming you agree to all this and we get along, we would need to have intercourse as many times as it takes for me to become pregnant.

      It doesn’t have to be a clinical exercise, either. We could drink some wine and have a fun time. But yes, you are guaranteed to get lucky on the first date. And the second, and the third, and however many it takes. Also, when I say “date,” I don’t expect you to buy me dinner or take me dancing first. In fact, I insist you don’t. Our dates will be pretty much exclusively about sex.

      What a deal, right? Not too many women are willing to offer these kinds of terms!

      I would let you know when I become pregnant, and from that moment on you have no obligations to me or the child whatsoever. In fact, you will not have anything whatsoever to do with the child. Ever. I will raise the child myself, and am more than able to do that, in both a nurturing and a financial sense.

      To avoid problems down the road, we would definitely need all of the important points above to be drawn up in a document that both of us will sign. I would be more than happy to pay your friend for his/her services in the matter.

      Like I said at the beginning of this letter, pardon my bluntness. I honestly don’t want you to think I have any interest in you romantically, and it’s better to state that now so nobody’s feelings are hurt after we meet. Hope you understand.

      I’m crossing my fingers that I haven’t completely chased you off at this point, because you seem like an intelligent, honest man, and with any luck those traits are hereditary.

      Waiting anxiously for a reply,

      Scarlett

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Scarlett,

      Well, that certainly cleared things up. Thanks for being honest and forthright about your situation.

      When I first saw the pics and short bio that Grace sent me, I got my hopes up. Apart from your obvious attractiveness, something told me that we were well suited for each other. Or maybe it was just me having faith in Grace not to steer me wrong. Regardless, I was optimistic and couldn’t wait to see where this might go.

      Unfortunately, where it went was in a totally unexpected direction.

      Now I guess it’s my turn to be blunt.

      I would’ve loved to meet you and earn the privilege of having sex with you, but I’m sorry, this is just not for me. As an attorney, I’m hyper-aware of the myriad legal ramifications of something like this. Furthermore, as a man, the idea of fathering a child whom I will never see just doesn’t feel right.

      Thanks for the offer, but I’ll have to pass. Best of luck to you in your search.

      Sincerely,

      Mason
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      Mason,

      I completely understand your reticence, and if I’m honest with myself, I have to say your message made me even more comfortable that you could be the man I’m seeking for this little project. It’s not every day you see a man with scruples (and an attorney, no less!).

      Why don’t we do this? Let’s meet for a drink and get to know each other a little, then see where things go. If you change your mind, great. If not, maybe we can be friends. After all, Grace evidently thinks we’d be great together, and she’s the relationship expert, right?

      And just to make sure you understand where I’m coming from: I’m not desperate. I will wait until I find the right man, the best possible choice. If it takes a year or two, I’m good with that. But Grace says you’re Mr. Perfect-For-Me, and everything you’ve shown me so far gives me no reason to doubt her solid judgement.

      You pick the time and the place, and I’ll be there. I promise to be wonderful company, and I swear I will not force you to have sex with me.

      Still anxious,

      Scarlett.

      P.S. If you refuse to meet me, there goes Grace’s perfect record. You wouldn’t want that hanging over your head, would you?  ;)

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Scarlett,

      All right, all right. You drive a hard bargain, woman. You really should have been a trial attorney.

      Yes, I will meet you for drinks.

      I’m actually looking forward to it, because you are one fascinating person and I’m dying to learn what makes you tick. And sure, you can’t have too many friends. Let’s meet at Dillinger’s on Washington Avenue next Friday at 6:00, at the main bar. I’m away on business earlier in the week, plus that gives us both ample time to talk ourselves out of it.

      Just so you know, I plan to buy one of those little male chastity things. You know, the type that puts your junk in a little cage with a tiny lock? Yeah, I’ll be wearing one, and I’ll leave the key at home, just to make sure I don’t get taken advantage of. If your smile is anywhere near as devastating as it is in your picture, a precaution like this is a necessity.

      I’ll be the guy in the pink tuxedo with a white carnation. Or is it the other way around? I always forget.

      My number, in case anything comes up: 314-555-2791

      Mason

      P.S. Dear God, what did I just agree to?  ;)
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      Mason,

      Sucker! You are sooooooooo easy.  : )

      Seriously, though, thanks for agreeing to meet. I’m glad to see you came to your senses, at least partially. You sound like an awesome guy and I’m sure it’ll be fun meeting you. The worst that can happen is we’ll hate each other and both demand refunds from Grace. And who knows, we may end up being besties.

      See you at Dillinger’s. I’ll be the mysterious woman at the bar in old-school, silk stockings with the seam up the backs.

      314-555-5039

      Scarlett

      P.S. So sorry to hear a little cage is all your junk requires. Haha.
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        Scarlett

      

      

      

      Why am I so damned nervous?

      It’s a nice spring evening in St. Louis and I feel heated up inside like it’s July.

      I find a metered parking spot on Washington Avenue about a block from Dillinger’s. It’s a quarter of six, so I have plenty of time. I check my makeup in the mirror and touch up my hair, patting myself on the back for finally caving and getting it colored. The stylist did a bang-up job, and I’m now the proud owner of “hot toffee”-colored textured layers, spilling down perfectly to my shoulders.

      Deciding on an outfit was even more difficult. Assuming that I end up liking Mason, I really need to convey that I want to have sex with him. But I don’t want my outfit to look like I’m trying to convey that. It’s a difficult tightrope I’m walking tonight. I finally decided on faded jeans with a simple white V-neck tee and a long navy cardigan. The sleeves on the sweater are pushed up mid-forearm, and I’m rocking my beloved Christian Louboutin pumps with stiletto heels, a birthday present to myself that was way more than I should have spent. And of course, a push-up bra.

      I do a quick cleavage check as I approach the bar. Everything is perfect; just a hint is showing. I see my reflection in a window and take a deep breath.

      You look awesome, Scarlett. Just be yourself.

      Dillinger’s is packed, as expected for a Friday happy hour. I walk in and check my phone. I’m still five minutes early, so maybe I arrived before Mason did. Walking toward the main bar, I notice a few appreciative stares from men. Hopefully, Mason will have the same reaction.

      But what if he doesn’t? What if this seemingly great guy doesn’t like me?

      I tell myself it wouldn’t be the end of the world. I could just tell Grace it didn’t work out and ask her to try again. Or maybe try a different matchmaker, or a different method altogether.

      All of my worries melt away in an instant when I see him sitting there at the bar. Holy shit is this guy handsome. Like, old-school handsome. Short dark brown hair, nice solid jawline and a great nose. His neat, trimmed beard is sexy as fuck.

      And he’s looking right at me with eyes that say he likes the way I’m put together. Like he would devour me right here on the spot if he could.

      I have to say, I feel exactly the same about him.

      Mason stands and smiles as I approach. He’s wearing a nicely tailored dark gray suit with a lavender print tie, so he’s not afraid to be bold, fashion-wise. With every step towards him I feel myself growing less confident. This man is fucking beautiful. Perfect, maybe. Jesus, Grace was worth every penny of that steep fee.

      When I reach him, he opens his arms and gives me a nice hug and a peck on the cheek. “If you’re not Scarlett, then we have to get out of here before she shows up,” he whispers in my ear.

      I smile up at him. Yeah, he’s a tall one, all right. “It’s a pleasure to meet you in person, Mr. Playing Hard to Get.”

      He waits until I slide onto the barstool next to him before he sits again. Nice, a man with manners. Not that it matters in the long run, since manners aren’t hereditary. But if we do click, it would be such a treat to have sex with a devastatingly handsome gentleman. What girl wouldn’t want that?

      “Thanks for meeting me, Mason,” I say.

      “To be honest, I couldn’t pass up the opportunity to see the gorgeous woman in those pictures up close and in person.”

      “Oh, geez, I had those shots done professionally. Hope you’re not disappointed.”

      “Hardly,” he says, his eyes roaming down my body and back up again, as if he were claiming it as his. “The photographs don’t do you justice. You’re even better in real life.”

      I laugh. “You’re such a sweet talker. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were trying to get me into bed.” Then I give him a little play-frown and add, “But we both know that’s not the case.”

      “Yeah, but if I had any idea you’d be this… tempting… I probably wouldn’t have agreed to meet you.”

      A second or two of awkward silence follows. I break it by saying, “Okay, then, where do we start?”

      “Let’s get you a drink first,” Mason says. “If you’re planning on getting pregnant in the next year or two, you should drink while you can.” He signals the bartender, a cute young woman. “Another Ardbeg for me, and the lady would like…” He turns to me and smiles. Beautiful white teeth and lips I could chew on. And those eyes, green and gold, or would that be hazel?

      “Scarlett?”

      Shit! Got caught daydreaming while staring right at him. “Dirty martini, please.” How embarrassing. Fortunately, Mason doesn’t make a thing of it.

      “You’ve been here a while, I take it?” I ask.

      “What makes you think that?”

      “Because you already finished at least one drink, and expensive scotch isn’t something one tends to slam.”

      Mason laughs softly, his eyes sparkling. “True. I’ll admit I got here a little early to save us a spot and get a drink in me so I wouldn’t be nervous.”

      “Nervous? About meeting me? I’m flattered.”

      “Hey, it’s not every day a guy meets someone for the first time knowing that she’s hoping to get him into bed.”

      “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, bud. Even if you had enthusiastically agreed to my proposal, we still would have had to meet first to make sure there’s enough of a physical attraction. And I would want to spend a little time getting to know my child’s father before proceeding.”

      “I see. You want more than just sperm.”

      The bartender chooses that instant to arrive with our drinks and arches an eyebrow at Mason’s comment before walking off. The two of us look at each other, then bust out laughing.

      “I’d love to know what she’s thinking right now,” Mason says.

      “Whatever it is, I bet it’s filthy,” I reply.

      Then I flash Mason a dirty little smile.
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        Mason

      

      

      

      I think my cock just twitched.

      I mean, I can’t be certain, because it might have been my brain twitching and I interpreted it as being a few feet lower on my body. But that look I just saw on Scarlett’s formerly innocent face was definitely erection-inducing.

      Which means I have a dilemma on my hands. I already have a sneaky suspicion I’m going to want to sleep with this woman. Hell, she’s so fucking hot I’d already jump at the chance. But she doesn’t want me for the off-the-charts amazing sex I’m sure we’d have. She only wants me as a sperm donor who makes home deliveries.

      Those two options seem mutually exclusive to me. There might not be a workable solution here.

      “Scarlett, I’m truly curious about why you’ve chosen this particular path to having a child. No marriage or romantic relationship, no co-parenting, no love… it just makes no sense to me.”

      She smiles sweetly. “I know, it seems weird, right? The truth is simple. I have had three serious relationships in my life, and all three ended with me being cheated on. Once with two other simultaneous girlfriends, once with someone I thought was my best friend, and once with a different hooker every month when he was out of town on business trips.”

      “Seriously? Every month?”

      “Maybe more. Who knows? I learned what was going on when he got fired because he was actually stupid enough to attempt to expense the hookers as ‘entertainment.’ At this point, I have lost all hope in men’s ability to be faithful. Totally and completely.”

      “I’m faithful,” I say.

      Scarlett laughs, then catches herself. “I’m sorry, but a guy who looks like you probably gets hit on all the time. Forgive me if I find it hard to believe you’d turn down the chance at easy sex with a hot chick.”

      I arch an eyebrow. “I recently turned down an offer of no-strings-attached sex with a beautiful, sexy, incredibly hot chick.”

      “Did you now? I’m not buying it.”

      I’m forced to give her a little smirk to get my point across.

      “You’re talking about me?” She blushes, then quickly recovers and rolls her eyes. “Totally different situation, Mason, and you know it. Are you telling me if I hadn’t mentioned the part about wanting to get pregnant, that you’d still be against the idea of sleeping with me?”

      I look into her big, beautiful eyes. They’re an exquisite shade of dark brown. It’s like looking into two cups of espresso. Her question has me stymied; she’s right in that I would already love to fuck the holy hell out of this woman. After less than half an hour talking to her, I’m already imagining what a hot body she has under those clothes, and how breathtakingly sensuous she’d look on top of me with my hard cock buried deep in her hot little pussy.

      I just don’t want to admit it to her, so I choose to not answer.

      “See? You’re not against easy sex, you’re against fathering a child you’ll never see.”

      “The bigger point, though, is that I value the bond that comes with commitment. It makes everything better. I’ve never felt the need to cheat on someone I was involved with.”

      She stares into my eyes. “Yeah, well my personal experience tells me that all men eventually feel that need, and I have no desire to go through that again. But I’m beginning to see why Grace put us together. Why aren’t you with someone already?”

      “Guess I just haven’t found the right girl.” I grin and add, “Your gender has issues too, you know.”

      “Don’t we, though. Boy, people sure are fucked up.”

      I raise my glass. “Here’s to fucked up people. Thank god we’re not among them.”

      Scarlett smiles and clinks her glass to mine.
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        * * *

      

      “Where are you parked?”

      “A block this way,” Scarlett says. “You?”

      “I’m on foot. My condo’s not far from here. Come on, I’ll walk you to your car.”

      “A gentleman with a downtown residence. Damn, Mason, you’re going to make some lucky girl very happy one day.”

      The walk isn’t near long enough. There’s no guarantee I’ll ever see Scarlett again after tonight, and it’s been fun spending time with her. We arrive at her car and walk to the driver’s side door, then she turns to me. “Thanks for the drink. It was fun. Good luck with your search.”

      Instinct takes over and I take a step forward, erasing the space between us. My intention is to give her a hug, but instead I lean towards her. When our eyes meet, I again see how fucking beautiful she is, and I can’t help but continue and press my lips to hers. As we kiss, I slide a hand under her hair behind her neck and hold her as I test her by gently biting her bottom lip. Her hands wrap around my shoulders and pull me into her.

      I feel my pulse race as our bodies meld together. My tongue demands entrance and she parts her lips to let me in, meeting me with her own. Cars continue to pass behind me on the busy street, but the world just seems to disappear. All I can think of is how delicious Scarlett tastes, how amazing she smells, and how incredible her body feels against mine.

      We finally break and it feels like time is standing still.

      Scarlett’s hands caress my shoulders as our eyes meet again. “Holy shit,” she says, her voice husky with passion. “Are you certain you don’t want to reconsider? It’s not every day that a woman invites you to bone her repeatedly with absolutely no strings attached.”

      When she puts it that way, I’m the one who sounds a little crazy.

      “Can I be totally honest with you?”

      “Please. That would be refreshing from a man.”

      Damn, she really has been hurt.
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        Scarlett

      

      

      

      The cool evening breeze brushes my cheeks, but I’m immune because they’re already flushed, and my entire body feels hot. Mason’s rock-hard body feels amazing against mine, and his shoulders seem chiseled from stone underneath my fingers. He’s about to say something when I bring my hands around and put them against his chest, which is also rock-like. I’m tempted to slide a hand downward to see what other parts of him might be this hard.

      He takes a breath and I feel his chest rise and fall, the sensation traveling through my arms into my own body and heating me up even more.

      “Scarlett, the honest truth is that I am dying to take you to my place and ravage you. The very thought of being inside of you, thrusting in and burying myself to the hilt in your hot, wet…” He sighs audibly. “But you and I are looking for two very different things, and if sleeping with you is as good as I know it would be, it would only be setting us both up for disappointment.”

      I am so beyond horny right now. Every word he said after talking about thrusting into me barely registered at all.

      “Grace was right about us,” he says, and I’m finally able to focus again. “It’s not her fault that we’re going in opposite directions right now.”

      “But opposites attract,” I say, my fingers exploring that chest. I just want to rip his shirt off so I can feel his skin directly.

      “You and I aren’t opposites.” He kisses my lips softly. “Our goals are. This can’t possibly work.”

      I feel a profound sense of frustration and discouragement. I really like this man. I want him in my bed, and I want his seed in me. “Are you sure?” Now I’m the one who gives him a sweet kiss.

      “No, I’m not,” Mason says. “I’m suddenly not certain of anything. But I have to trust my instincts. This will end badly if we have sex, and neither of us wants that.”

      I know deep inside that he’s right. “Okay. I’m not going to beg you to have sex with me.” I try to smile as I say it, but it feels like that’s what I’m already doing. And despite the begging, he’s still rejecting me.

      Our grip on each other’s bodies slowly eases and he kisses me on the forehead and says, “Goodnight. It was truly a pleasure.”

      As he walks away, I feel my chest tighten with a myriad of feelings. Longing, regret, desire… all mixed up and threatening to prevent me from breathing.

      Mason stops, turns around, and stares at me as I struggle to regain my sanity. His eyes reflect similar emotions. Then he gives me a wan smile.

      “There is one thing I am absolutely certain about,” he says. “I’m certain that you’re an amazing woman and that I loved meeting you.”

      “The feeling’s mutual.”

      “I’m also certain that when I get home, I’m going to relieve this sexual tension by jerking off while imagining what we would have been like together. So there’s that, too.”

      Then Mason Brewer gives me a sexy-as-fuck grin and walks out of my life forever.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      A few hours later, I prove myself wrong when I can’t resist the desire to text Mason.

      
        
        So, did you?

        

      

      I wait a few seconds for his reply.

      
        
        Did I what?

        

      

      Oh, come on. He’s got to know what I’m talking about.

      
        
        Relieve your tension  : )

        

      

      This time he responds immediately.

      
        
        Oh THAT. I did. It even helped a little.

        

      

      I hesitate, unsure of whether to tell him this, but then I give in.

      
        
        I did, too, imagining the same thing. Mine was awesome. Yours?

        

      

      I’m suddenly embarrassed, afraid that I revealed too much. Why? It doesn’t matter because we’ll never see each other again, despite the obvious connection we both feel.

      
        
        I made a really big mess and it’s totally your fault because you’re so goddamn sexy.

        

      

      I laugh, picturing him lying in bed with his belly coated. That substance I need so badly, all going to waste.

      
        
        Glad I could help. Goodnight, Mason.

        

      

      His reply takes a good ten minutes, and I wonder what’s going on. When I receive it, I understand.

      
        
        Goodbye, Scarlett.  : (
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      Dear Grace,

      I have to say I’m a bit confused by your latest letter. When the first match you arranged for me turned out to be problematic, you told me you’d review all your client files again and find me a better match. So I was very eager when I received another packet and opened it with much excitement to find… Scarlett’s information again.

      I’m assuming you sent it in error. I can totally understand, since I’m sure you’re swamped with requests this close to Valentine’s Day. But as I said previously, Scarlett, though a wonderful person and great in many ways, is not a good match for me. Surely you’re aware that she’s not looking for marriage (or even romance), but just needs a man to help her conceive a child, which she would then raise on her own. My profile at What The Heart Wants states clearly that I’m hoping to be matched only with women who are ready to settle down and get married.

      Please do your best to find me that woman. I have faith in you, Grace.

      Sincerely,

      Mason Brewer
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        Scarlett

      

      

      

      It’s been three weeks since the night I met Mason, and I’m reluctant to send him the text I’ve just typed into my phone. My finger hovers over the send key as I re-read it.

      
        
        Hey, you. Just out of curiosity, did Grace re-send you my portfolio as your “next match”?

        

      

      I hold my breath and hit send. When he hasn’t responded after a few minutes, my heart sinks. It feels way more depressing than it should, considering. So I go on about my day, trying to put him out of my mind by working on a new logo design for a group of romance authors who call themselves Flirt Club. Cute name.

      More than an hour after I sent the text, my phone dings.

      
        
        Sorry, was with a client. Yes, she did. How did you know?

        

      

      I reply quickly.

      
        
        Because she just sent me yours for the *third* time.

        

      

      This time his text comes right away.

      
        
        We seem to have a problem.

        

      

      My fingers start typing as if they have a mind of their own.

      
        
        Wanna talk about it over a drink?

        

      

      I hold my breath until his response comes.

      
        
        Over sushi and sake instead? Meet me @Roketto after work. 6?

        

      

      Shit. I’ve heard about the pricy sushi bar that recently opened, but I’ve never been. I would have to leave work early so I could shower and change, just to come right back downtown. Or I can meet him as I am. Seriously, why should I make an effort? I’m not trying to attract this man anymore. Am I?

      
        
        Sounds great. See you then.

        

      

      I set my cell phone down and head to my boss’s office to tell her I need to leave an hour early today because I have an urgent personal situation I’m dealing with. Hey, I’m not lying.
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        * * *

      

      Mason literally cannot take his eyes off my little black dress. It’s almost like he thinks he can claim my body for himself by staring at it long enough. He seems to forget I’ve offered it to him, and it could be his any time he wants. Still, it’s awesome to feel desired like this by a handsome man, even if I know he’s simultaneously fighting the urge.

      “Why did you pick this place?” I ask Mason after we’ve been seated. He’s wearing a navy-blue windowpane suit with a light blue striped shirt and a gray-blue polka dot tie. It’s so perfectly put together that I’m tempted to ask him if he has a fashion consultant. No matter who made the choices, it looks daring and powerful, and I wanted to jump his bones the minute I saw him. I had to remind myself that his bones were unavailable for jumping.

      “Roketto? Why do you ask? Please don’t tell me you don’t like sushi.”

      “No, I love sushi, and I’ve heard it’s amazing here. It’s just that this place is so sexy, so… romantic.”

      Mason looks around. “Yeah, I guess so. But it’s also the best sushi in town. Besides, we both know I’m not trying to seduce you.”

      That last line stung a little, though I know it’s my fault he’s not interested in me that way.

      After the waiter takes our order, we get down to business. “Okay, so let’s talk about Grace.” Mason says, “She’s sent me your portfolio twice, and sent you mine three times, so it’s obvious she’s doing it on purpose. What do you think she’s up to?”

      “I don’t know. We’ve both told her that we have an unresolvable incompatibility. Maybe she’s just being stubborn because she’s not used to making wrong matches.”

      “Do you maybe think it means she thinks we should keep trying?”

      I look across the table at this beautiful man. Try for what? Another relationship? One more opportunity to have my heart stomped into a billion little pieces by yet another man who can’t keep his dick in his pants? Then spend a half a year recovering from it? Again? No thanks.

      “There’s no point in trying. I like you, Mason, and I feel that you like me, but we’re going in different directions with our lives.”

      “Right. This is a dilemma with no solution.”

      I give him a little smirk. “So you’re saying it’s a dilemma now.”

      The waiter brings the first of our plates, and I just stare at Mason’s smile while he waits to respond. Finally, the waiter leaves.

      “Don’t mince words, smarty pants.”

      “Smarty pants? Who says that nowadays?” I ask, laughing.

      “Apparently, I do.” His grin is charming and sexy, and I’d love to climb across this table and ravage him. But I don’t, because I’m a lady. A lady who is growing more determined by the minute to find a way to have sex with this hot guy. It wouldn’t even have to be to make a baby. That future baby’s current-day mama has needs, and she knows this is a man who can fill them, even if he doesn’t want to fill her, so to speak.

      The sushi is truly delectable, which only makes me hornier, as does the ridiculously expensive sake Mason ordered. We eat and drink and talk about Grace, marveling at her astounding ability to match people and create couples.

      “Except it didn’t work in our case,” I point out.

      “What? You don’t like me?”

      I laugh. “Of course I like you, dork. You’re awesome. But we can’t be a couple.”

      “And whose fault is that?” he asks.

      “Mine, I guess. I mean, yes, it’s my fault. But Grace should never have matched us up if it was obvious that we couldn’t be together.”

      “But then we wouldn’t have ever met, and I wouldn’t be enjoying this wonderful evening with you. And I wouldn’t be making all the other men in this place jealous like I am now.”

      Oh, my. Now that is a compliment.

      When Mason orders another bottle of the expensive sake, he must see the look on my face because he says, “Don’t worry, dinner’s on me.”

      “I wasn’t worried,” I say. “I just like a man who knows what he wants.”

      It doesn’t take long before the sake is working its magic and we’re both having a great time. Then again, maybe the sake has nothing to do with it. Regardless, I decide it’s time to bring in the sexy talk.

      “Hey, since we can’t ever have sex even though we’re obviously ridiculously attracted to each other, tell me a little bit about what I’m missing.”

      His brow crinkles. “Like what? What do you want to know?”

      “That kiss we shared was mind-blowing. I want to know what you’re like in bed. What you’re good at, what your favorite things are. You know.”

      Mason looks across the table into my eyes. I get the impression he’s trying to decide how much detail to give me.

      “Come on. Talk dirty to me, Mason.”

      “You like to talk dirty?” he asks.

      “Actually, I do. In bed. Very dirty. The dirtier the better.”

      “Interesting. That would have been fun.”

      “Okay, that’s one for me. Now you share something.”

      He sets his chopsticks down and thinks for a moment. “I’ve been told that I’m a nice guy who fucks mean.”

      Oh my god. I love the sound of that. My pussy tingles like an alarm buzzer just went off in it.

      “Your turn again,” he says, raising an eyebrow.

      I feel my breathing deepen as I give him a filthy little smile. “Okay… I’ve never met a position I didn’t love. You could bend me over a wheelbarrow and I’d probably love it.”

      “I could do that? Me?” he says, grinning.

      “One could,” I say. “Although you could, if you weren’t so stubborn.”

      “I’d have to buy a wheelbarrow first. What else? Give me something else to think about when I jerk off later.”

      “Holy fuck, that sounds hot.” Oops. “Shit, I didn’t mean to say that out loud.”

      Mason laughs, but he’s got a determined look on his face.

      “Come on, Scarlett, you’re the one who wanted to talk dirty. Tell me one more thing about what you’re like in bed.”

      I stare him right in the eyes. “I suck cock like I’ll starve without it.” Okay, that last part was definitely the sake talking.

      Mason almost spits his sake, and I immediately wonder if I shared too much. It’s absolutely true, but it does sound really, really slutty.

      Mason sets his sake glass down. “I’m starting to think Grace knew what she was doing when she put us together.”

      “Yeah, maybe she did. Except…”

      “Except nothing,” Mason says. “We’re awesome together.”

      “We really are,” I say with a nod, “and I don’t want this night to end.”

      I’m suddenly a weird combination of horny and sad. I want to get naked with this hot, wonderful man one time before we drift apart. I want him in my bed. Or I want to be in his bed. Either way, or even a cheap motel or a dark alley. At this point, I don’t care.

      Mason ignores what I just said as he sets his napkin on the table and starts to look around the room.

      “What are you doing?”

      He sees our waiter and signals for the check.

      “I’m going to take you back to my place right now, before we both change our minds.”
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        Mason

      

      

      

      From the very first time I saw Scarlett, I wondered what she would be like, sexually speaking. The way she walks forces my attention on that hot body, and that gorgeous face makes me think of staring down at it while I’m plunging in and out of her.

      But I resisted it because I thought it would lead nowhere. Now it looks like that might actually happen, unless one of us comes to our senses. It still might lead nowhere, but now I have to know what it’s like to be inside of her.

      “Where are you parked?” she asks as we exit the restaurant.

      “We’re walking. My condo is just down the street.”

      I take her hand in mine and gently guide her in the right direction.

      “Thanks for dinner, Mason,” she says.

      “My pleasure. And speaking of pleasure, are we sure we should be doin—”

      “Shut up! I swear you better not say another word.” She laughs softly, then adds, “If you talk yourself out of this, I will hate you forever.”

      I stop right there, in the middle of the sidewalk, and pull her to me. Her leather jacket feels sensuous under my fingers as I bring my face down toward those luscious lips. Scarlett and I lock into a passionate public kiss and I hold her body tightly against mine. She melts into me as our tongues intertwine, all our built-up desire releasing at once. By the time we finally slow to a stop, I have a raging hard-on.

      “Don’t do that again until we’re at your place,” Scarlett says breathlessly, her body pressing against my cock in a way that tells me she’s well aware of the effect she’s having on me. “Not unless you want me to rip your clothes off here on the street.”

      Both on the verge of exploding, we tumble into my condo just in time. Our clothing comes off in a trail from the front door to the bedroom. Her jacket, my suit coat and tie, her heels, my shoes and socks, my shirt, her dress, my pants… all removed in seconds and strewn behind us.

      We arrive at my bed wearing only underwear, and I’m stunned at the spectacular body before me. Even though she’s still wearing a bra, I can tell Scarlett’s tits are perfectly sized: just a little larger than medium.

      “Take off your bra,” I say, gently nudging her a little farther away so I see everything at once. “I want to watch you.”

      She reaches between her breasts and a second later, the bra magically parts in the middle and she slowly pulls the straps off her shoulders and lets it fall to the floor. I was right; they’re perfect. Better than perfect, if that’s possible, standing firm with hard little nipples showing her excitement.

      I move forward, lowering my head to take on of those nipples into my mouth, but a hand on my chest stops me.

      “Not so fast, speedy. Your turn.” She’s staring at my boxer briefs. “I want to see what caused that.”

      I look down and see my pre-cum has resulted in a quarter-size wet spot over the tip of my bulging cock. “You’re the cause. You and that tight little body.” I pull my underwear off, freeing my throbbing hard-on.

      “My god, Mason.”

      She’s staring at my cock, mouth agape. Then her hand folds over it, her fingers wrapping around my girth.

      “You like?” I say, sucking in a breath.

      “Oh, hell yeah. I had no idea you were hiding this.”

      I know I’m not huge, but if I’m big enough to please this woman, that’s all I need. Her thumb glides over the tip, spreading the oozing pre-cum around the head and driving me out of my mind.

      I grab her by the waist and lift her off the ground, then gently lay her on my bed. She’s still holding my cock as I grab her beautiful silk panties with one hand and yank them down her legs, exposing a blissfully bare pussy. I put my hands on the insides of her knees and force them apart, then remove her own hand from my erection. She moans in protest, but I back up and lower my head between her legs, finding one very wet pussy waiting for me.

      My tongue has barely had time to part her slick lips and taste her when she says, in a voice raspy with desire, “You can do that later. I really need to be fucked hard right now.”

      As much as I’d love to stay right where I am, I can’t turn down such a desperate plea. I walk to my nightstand and retrieve a condom, ripping open the package as I return to my naked prize.

      Scarlett watches with interest. “You know you don’t have to worry about getting me pregnant.” She’s smiling, but I know she’s not entirely joking.

      I roll the condom all the way down my length, then return her smile. “Even better, how about you just shup up and let me fuck you?”

      “Mmm… please.” She opens her legs for me and grabs my hips as I lower myself onto her.

      I make eye contact as I slide the head of my cock between her folds, then push in. Her pussy is so ridiculously wet that I slide into her easily. I go slowly, filling her up while watching her eyes widen with each rock-hard inch.

      “That’s soooooo good,” Scarlett says, half moaning. “Don’t stop.”

      I continue pushing into her as I say, “So you like to talk dirty while you’re being fucked?” I move a hand up to her breasts. They’re so soft, so perfectly shaped. I could just keep doing this and I’d be content.

      Scarlett wraps her legs around my ass, tilting her hips to let me go further. “Who doesn’t like dirty talk?”

      “Good, because I’m gonna fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before. I’m going to ruin you for other men and tell you what a filthy girl you are while I’m doing it.”

      “Yes, please,” she says, then gives me a soft, guttural moan as I bottom out in her. “Oh my god.”

      We start rocking in unison, slowly building a steady rhythm. “You’re so fucking wet,” I say hoarsely. “And your pussy feels amazing.”

      I grab Scarlett’s wrists and pin them hard against the bed above her head. Looking into her eyes, I see her passion grow, as if I poured gasoline on an already-raging fire. “You know you want to fuck me hard, Mason. So do it.”

      Still holding her wrists, I thrust my hips forward, plunging into her over and over. Her body meets mine with every thrust. As our pace grows, I know I’m going to come if I don’t stop for a few seconds.

      I release her wrists and pull out of her. “Get on all fours,” I order her, and she quickly complies, offering her lovely ass to me. I grab her hips and plunge right back into her pussy. The feeling of fucking her like this is so intense that I actually have to distract myself so I don’t come too quickly.

      Once I hit a steady rhythm, though, I begin to pull my cock all the way out with each stroke, then thrusting back into her. I reach around with one hand and feel that smooth pussy, sliding a finger over her hard clit and rubbing it. Scarlett moans loudly.

      “You like that, don’t you? You like me playing with your pussy while I’m fucking you.”

      “I do. I love it. Don’t stop.”

      I comply with her request as I hammer away at her tight channel. Grabbing a fistful of hair with my free hand, I pull her head back. “Whose pussy is this I’m fucking?”

      “Yours,” she says, then moans again. The dirty talk really does turn her on.

      “Damn right it is.” I start pounding her as hard as I can. “This is my pussy.” I’m once again on the verge of coming and don’t think I’ll be able to hold back.

      “I want to get on top,” Scarlett says.

      “No. Too tame,” I laugh.

      “Not the way I do it,” she replies. That gets my attention, so I release her hair and pull out of her.

      She sits on her heels as I lie on the bed and slide underneath her. “This better be good.”

      Scarlett gives me the filthiest smile I’ve ever seen and throws a leg over my belly. She reaches behind her and grabs my cock. “You sure you want to keep that condom on. You’re really missing out.”

      It’s tempting. Very tempting. I’d love to know what it feels like to fuck this woman skin-on-skin. “It stays.”

      “Your loss,” she says with a smirk. Then she pushes backwards, and I feel my cock slide back into her. She keeps pushing until I’m all the way in, then she just sits there for a minute, wiggling her hips around until there’s no more cock to get into her. “My god, Mason, that is one big, hard dick you’ve got there. I’m gonna love coming all over it.”

      She begins to undulate her body, rocking her pussy up and down on my hard-on. I grab her hips again and try to keep up. It doesn’t take long before she begins moaning again, burying her hands in her hair as she closes her eyes and gets lost in the sensation of riding me. Then I get a longer moan and she leans forward, putting her hands on my chest and looking down into my eyes, her hair falling in front of her. Her movements grow quicker and more determined as she slams back against me over and over, grinding her clit against me.

      “Come for me. Let me hear you.”

      Scarlett moans. “Dirtier. I wanna be your slut.”

      Whoa. I can do dirtier. “You’re my hot little bitch, aren’t you?”

      “Yes,” she says emphatically. I can’t tell if she’s answering the question or pleading for more, so I assume it’s both.

      “You gonna come on my cock, slut?”

      “Yes.” It’s a groan now.

      “Then fucking do it. Ride that dick, you filthy cunt.”

      One little whimper of a moan almost pushes me over the edge. I hold back, then feel her pussy tighten around my cock.

      “Oh god,” she says. “I’m coming! Mason, I’m coming!”

      And come she does, grinding hard as her pussy spasms around me. I give her everything I’ve got, but I can’t hold back much longer. “More. Give me more,” I say, continuing to pound her as she milks her orgasm for every little shiver she can get out of it. At this point I’m about to erupt.

      “I’m gonna come, too.”

      “No!” she says. “I wanna see it!”

      She lifts off me in one motion, then pulls the condom off as she sits back on my thighs, my throbbing cock right in front of her. I come immediately, spurting hot cum onto my belly. Scarlett grabs my dick and strokes it. “Fuck!” I say as stream after stream of cum erupts because of her expert touch.

      Slowly, I begin to come back down from an incredible high. I open my eyes to see Scarlett grinning at me. She squeezes my cock, forcing out a few more drops.

      I feel something on my stomach and look down to see her finger circling in a little pool of cum. She lifts it to her lips and slides it across them before taking it into her mouth. The finger emerges a second later and she smacks her lips and says, “Mmmm.”

      Then she looks down at my belly again. “That’s a lot of cum, fucker. Too bad we wasted it.”

      I know she didn’t mean it to be, but that last remark serves as a splash of cold water on our little fantasy. We’re both still sweaty and breathing hard, and she’s already managed to bring us solidly back down to earth.

      I look into her eyes and see a sadness, an echo of the same feeling I have regarding this situation.

      Fuck.

      Fuck, fuck, FUCK.

      Scarlett is everything I’ve ever wanted from a woman, especially when it comes to sex.

      But this is it. We can’t do this again because the more we’re together, the worse the eventual pain will be.

      What a shame.

      She doesn’t want more, and I refuse to merely serve as her impregnator.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Scarlett

      

      

      

      Well, shit.

      Things were going great with Mason until I fucked it all up. Why was I still thinking about my desire to get pregnant, instead of just being in the moment with such an amazing man?

      And the sex! Don’t even get me started on what it was like to be taken by him like that.

      So now I’m back in my own bed, trying to sleep. My still-tingling body isn’t helping any. And every time I think I’m about to drift off, I remember those mesmerizing eyes looking down at me while he slid that big cock into me.

      It was the best, most gratifying and fulfilling sex I’ve had in years, if not my entire life.

      And yet I found a way to fuck it up. Sometimes, Scarlett, I don’t understand how your brain works.
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        * * *

      

      Two cups of coffee the next morning don’t clear up my confusion much. I did reach one breakthrough during my nearly sleepless night: I have genuine feelings for Mason.

      Call it a crush, call it an infatuation, call it whatever (except for the “L” word). I like the guy. A lot. And his being so damned good in bed just made it that much worse.

      Why worse? Because if I allow myself to feel like this about a man, I know from experience that I will be shattered when he develops a wandering eye. Or more precisely, a wandering dick. Guys like Mason must get hit on all the time by women, and despite what he says about being faithful, I can’t imagine him always saying no.

      I certainly convinced him to have sex with me, didn’t I?

      So to protect my heart, I won’t let myself fall in love with this man. Sounds like a perversion of how romance is supposed to work, doesn’t it?

      One thing that I do have clarity on: Now that I’ve gotten to know Mason better, I know he’d be the perfect father for my child.

      I just have to find a way to convince him to help me. As that thought enters my head, my entire body tingles at the mere thought of Mason depositing his seed deep inside of me. It’s exciting on so many levels, I can’t EVEN.

      I grab my phone and start to send him a text, then decide better.

      Nope, I need to call him instead. It’s Saturday, so hopefully I’ll catch him at a good time.

      Mason picks up on the second ring.

      “Now this is a surprise. I thought you were done with me. Love ‘em and leave ‘em.”

      I have to correct him. “In our case, it would be more like ‘Fuck ‘em and leave ‘em.’”

      “If you say so.” His tone is flat. Definitely not the animated man I got naked with last night.

      “Look, Mason, I’ll get to the point. Last night was more than fun; it was hot and wonderful magical, and I apologize for getting weird there at the end and ruining it all. But—”

      “There’s a but?”

      “There’s always a but with me,” I say.

      “Out with it, then. Let’s hear it.”

      “When Grace first paired us up, I thought that maybe you would be an okay guy to accomplish the simple task I had in mind. But now that I’ve gotten to know you, I feel very close to you. I honestly think you’d be the perfect father for my child, and as a friend, I’m asking you to please reconsider.”

      There’s dead silence on my phone.

      “Mason? Are you there?”

      “I’m here.”

      “Would you please just think about it? Imagine the fun we’d have while trying to get me pregnant. I could be your little slut and let you do whatever you want to me, as long as you don’t pull out when the time comes.”

      “Kind of ironic, considering that the moment you are pregnant, you would want me to withdraw from your life—and the baby’s—completely.”

      “I’ve already told you my reasons for wanting to do it this way. All I’m asking is that you give it some more thought, that’s all. Please.”

      “Okay. I won’t completely rule it out until I’ve thought it through a little more. But I’m not making any promises.”

      “Of course, not. Don’t even think about the baby—that will be my job. Your only job is to have sex with me until you knock me up.”

      I smile at my little joke, but I’m greeted with more silence. This time I wait him out, my heart beating unreasonably hard. It’s pounding, actually, and I can feel the pulses in my head. What is going on with me?

      “You know, Scarlett, maybe I’m not the one who should be reconsidering.”

      When he hangs up, I realize that it was the thought of actually making a baby with this man that got me all excited. Not just getting pregnant, but the two of us together creating an actual life.

      I know this feeling. This tightness in my chest. These alarms sounding in my head.

      What are you doing, Scarlett?

      Stop! Stop it immediately!

      Do NOT fall in love with this man.
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        Mason

      

      

      

      This woman is infuriating.

      Gorgeous, sexy, smart, funny, aggressive in bed, amazing body… and infuriating because I can’t have her.

      Scarlett is the very embodiment of the woman of my dreams, except that she’s decided to make herself unavailable.

      For several days, we don’t have any contact as I mull her offer. It’s one that many guys would jump at: I would get to have incredible sex with her as often as I wanted. Until she becomes pregnant, at which point we’d have to say goodbye. She’s made it quite clear she wants the baby’s father to disappear from her life forever.

      I try my best to see if from Scarlett’s point of view, I’ve developed feelings for her. I don’t want them to continue to intensify as we’re intimate, over and over and over, only to have the door suddenly slammed in my face.

      I’ve made my decision, and it’s the one I expected to make all along.

      I send Scarlett a text.

      
        
        Hi. I think we should meet in person to discuss this.

        

      

      Her response is quick.

      
        
        Hmm… can’t tell whether that’s good or bad.

        

      

      It’s bad, but I want to explain it to her face.

      
        
        You’ll find out. Can you come by my office at lunch?

        

      

      Another immediate response comes in.

      
        
        Sure! Office sex is one of my fantasies  : )

        

      

      Nice try, sweetie.

      
        
        Office? Yes. Sex? No. See you at noon.

        

      

      I text her the address and tell my assistant I have a lunchtime meeting planned in my office.
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        * * *

      

      The look on Scarlett’s face when she’s shown to my office makes me wonder if I gave her the impression that I’ve decided to go through with this. She’s all smiles and wide eyes, and just overall looks very happy.

      Great. Now I get to be the asshole who wipes that smile off her face. It doesn’t help at all that she looks so fucking hot today, and I’m pretty sure she came straight from work. Tight jeans and a loose sweater really get my attention. My cock’s attention, too. Man, my dick is going to hate me for what I’m about to do.

      I stand when she enters, and when my assistant shuts the door, Scarlett comes around my side of the desk and gives me a big hug.

      “You’ve got a hell of a view, Mr. Attorney,” she says, looking out the window of my twenty-third floor office.

      “Indeed,” I say, looking at the freckles on the part of her breasts her slightly unbuttoned shirt makes visible.

      “Don’t be a bad boy, Mason, unless you’re willing to lock that door and throw me down on this desk. I’ve never had the opportunity to explore my boss’s desk fantasy.”

      I point at the windows of the building across the street. “The people in those offices would love that.”

      Scarlett tiptoes to give me a peck on the lips, then takes a seat in one of my visitor chairs. “We could sit on the couch if you’d prefer,” I say. My office is large, and I sometimes hold strategy meetings here.

      “I kind of like looking across the desk at you. You look so powerful from here.”

      “Okay. Scarlett, I wanted you to come here because what I have to say will hopefully have more impact face-to-face.”

      “Sounds ominous.” She frowns, and even her frown is fucking sexy.

      “Here’s the deal. I think Grace was absolutely right in trying to match us up as a couple. We’ve barely spent any time together and I already like you a lot.”

      She arches an eyebrow.

      “A whole lot, to be honest. And that’s where the problem really starts between us. I refuse to entertain the idea of fathering a child whom I’ll never know. But even if I could hypothetically somehow get beyond that aspect of it, I still wouldn’t be able to help you get pregnant.”

      Now her expression is more solemn. The disappointment shows.

      “And why is that? Hypothetically, of course.”

      “Because as soon as we successfully conceived a child, I’d never see you again!”

      I didn’t mean to raise my voice, but my emotions got the better of me. I’m starting to hate that Scarlett’s stubbornness is preventing us from having a relationship, from being together.

      “But you’re perfect, Mason. Both as a potential father, and…” Her bottom lip is quivering, and it looks like her eyes are tearing up, too. “And as a man.”

      “I’m not surprised you think I’m perfect for this, or that I think you’re perfect for me, too. Grace matched us up because she thought so. She obviously knows her shit and saw just from meeting us individually that we’d be great together. In a relationship.”

      “But I you know I can’t do that.”

      “What’s stopping you? Don’t you trust me?”

      “I don’t trust anyone. I can’t. Don’t you understand how scarred I am over how men have treated me in the past? Relationships are just not for me. I would be crushed if I got my hopes up and it happened again.”

      “And you think I would do that do you?” I ask.

      “I have no guarantee that you wouldn’t.”

      So that’s it. Scarlett wants a guarantee that I won’t cheat on her.

      “You would have my word. That’s all the guarantee you could possibly get, and as far as I’m concerned, it’s all you would ever need.”

      She bites her lip to stop it from trembling. “What are you saying?”

      I thought I’d made it pretty damned clear.

      “I’m saying I’m not interested in being your baby daddy, because I’m already starting to fall in love with you.”

      Now the tears come, one trickling down her left cheek, then its twin down her right.

      If she wants a guarantee, I’ll give her the closest thing. I’m not surprised when the idea pops into my head, because I have faith in myself and I have faith in Grace. Not to mention I’ve thought about it more than once in the last few days.

      “If you and I got married, we could have a relationship you can trust. And we could have that baby.”

      Scarlett looks at me with an expression that tears at my heart. It’s a combination of fear and hurt, but nowhere in those beautiful brown eyes do I detect happiness.

      Then she subtly shakes her head from side to side.

      “No,” she whispers. “Don’t do this.”

      The head shaking grows more pronounced until she bolts from the chair and runs out the door, sobbing.
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      Why?

      Why did Mason have to go and do that?

      I was very specific when I told Grace what I was looking for, and even went as far as to say I absolutely did not want a relationship. And I definitely don’t want to get married!

      Now she’s gotten me involved with a man I would have jumped to marry back then, back before I had my heart stomped on three times in eight years. Back when I wasn’t scared to death of letting yet another man into my life, of giving him the keys to come in and live in my heart for a while, then callously setting the whole thing on fire on his way out.

      I can’t recover from another instance of that. I know I can’t. And I refuse to risk it.

      Crying my eyes out, I drive straight home and call the office to tell them something came up and I won’t be back until tomorrow. Then I change into my yoga pants and an old T-shirt and throw myself on the bed, where part of me wants to stay, eating ice cream and watching TV while living out the remaining days of my miserable life.

      Why did Mason have to mention marriage? I’m not the marriage type. I’m not even the short-term relationship type.

      My biggest failure, my downfall in life, is that I’ve always been a horrible judge of men.

      Always. And there’s no reason to think that has changed just because I met a wonderful, handsome man who promises me he’d never cheat on m—

      Wait a minute…

      Oh my god.

      It wasn’t me.

      I never chose Mason.

      I didn’t see him on stage with his band like I saw Trevor, thinking that being a rocker’s girlfriend would be so interesting and glamorous. Horrible choice, Scarlett. Trevor was sleeping with two other women while he was with me, and because both of them were fine with it, he couldn’t understand why I didn’t feel the same.

      It’s not like Mason and I met by chance at a party and I foolishly thought he was mature enough to not stray. That was Daniel, who I lived with for two years before coming home unexpected to find him fucking Tasha, who was going to be my maid of honor one day. Lesson learned and heart badly broken. Again.

      And Mason and I didn’t work together for a year before dating, like Bryce and I did. I would never have left him if it weren’t for the company’s Director of Human Resources, who was kind enough to tell me about him trying to expense his business-trip call girls.

      No, Mason was not selected by me and my horrible judgement.

      Grace chose him for me.

      Unlike me, Grace is an expert in this sort of thing.

      And at this point, even if I could convince Mason to help me conceive a baby, would I really want him to go away forever and leave me with a living reminder of him? Every day I would see this child and remember the man I’ve fallen in lov—

      Oh, shit.

      What have you done, Scarlet?

      I look at my phone and see it’s seven-thirty. Jumping out of bed, I put on some house slippers and grab my hoodie on my way out the door.
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      Mason buzzes me into his condo building without a word. I get tired of waiting for the only elevator, so I dash up the stairs. Only when I get to the fourth floor do I remember that he lives on the seventh.

      Finally, I arrive at his door, all sweaty and out of breath. I knock, then quickly try to fix my hair and straighten up my grubby clothes. There’s really no point, though. At this point, my look is what it is.

      The door swings open and I see his look, which is a totally different story. Mason is wearing jeans that sit low on his hips, and a button-down shirt that’s unbuttoned and hanging on him, showing off his chest and abs, and that delicious happy trail of hair leading downward and taking my eyes with it.  To top off his look, he’s barefoot.

      I’m looking at a smoking hot, barefoot man in jeans with his shirt open, and my brain immediately turns to complete mush.

      “What a surprise,” he says dryly. “I was thinking I might never see you again.”

      His eyes look tired and he’s holding a tumbler of brown liquor on ice. Scotch, I’m guessing.

      “I realized something today and had to talk to you. I couldn’t wait.”

      “Then come in and have your say.”

      As I enter Mason’s condo, I realize I didn’t really see it the first time I was there. We were in such a big hurry to get to his bedroom that we practically ran there, just stopping long enough to strip off another item of clothing. Afterwards, I was too preoccupied with having opened my mouth and spoiled the great sex that I again didn’t bother to look around.

      He ushers me to a sofa. “Can I get you a drink? I’m at the beginning of what might be a drunken night.”

      I nod. “Do you have any bourbon?”

      “Rocks?”

      “Please.”

      Mason’s big office confirmed his importance to his firm, but his condo confirms that Mason does very well for a man his age. I’m glad I didn’t know that earlier. Learning it now doesn’t change anything about why I came here but knowing it earlier might have made me feel a little weird.

      He hands me a tumbler and I take a big slug, feeling the burn of the liquid as it passes my throat.

      “So what’s this big realization?” he asks, sitting in a cool designer chair across from me.

      “I didn’t pick you!”

      My excitement and enthusiasm are instantly dimmed by Mason’s look of confusion.

      “I mean, Grace picked you. She picked us both. This was her idea, not mine. That changes everything.”

      He’s still confused. “What exactly are you trying to say?”

      “I’ve always had bad taste in men, though I thought I had great taste and only learned after the fact that my taste was actually bad. Horrible, in fact.”

      “Is this leading somewhere?” he asks impatiently.

      “Yes! Yes, it’s definitely leading somewhere.”

      I’m getting all wound up now. I take a deep breath before continuing.

      “What I’m trying to say is that I don’t have to worry about you cheating on me. I mean, I think I don’t have to, because Grace was the one who found you and put you on my radar. The odds of this being yet another horrible man decision made by me just went down drastically.”

      His quizzical look says he still doesn’t quite get it.

      “Don‘t you see? We can do it,” I sputter excitedly. “We can have a relationship!”

      Mason’s expression changes to one of minor irritation. “About”—he looks at his wristwatch—“eight hours ago you told me you could never be in a relationship with me. Or anyone. That you just wanted me for my ability to plant a baby in you.”

      “That was then, and this is now.”

      “You’ve already shot me down once today. Honestly, Scarlett, I have no idea where you’re going with this. What are you proposing?”

      Proposing.

      That’s perfect!

      Women can propose, right?

      I’m the one who has kept this from happening all along, I should be the one to finally set it in motion.

      I stand and set my tumbler down on a coaster, then walk to where Mason is sitting. I look down into those luscious green-gold eyes and give him my best sexy smile.

      “I’m crazy about you, Mason.” The words come out easily and sound strong, with more conviction than I thought they would. That’s a good sign.

      I drop to my knees in front of him, gazing at him in a long, loving manner. I’ve never proposed to anyone before and am suddenly aware that I have no little speech prepared. But Mason’s expression makes me think that he finally gets it. When he smiles warmly, I’m ready to give this a try.

      That is, I’m ready to give it a try until he sits back and spreads his legs as he starts to unzip his jeans. When I see the look on his face, I realize what he thinks. I slam a fist down onto his thigh.

      “I’m not down here to blow you, you dork!” I say, laughing.

      His confused expression returns. “I…”

      “Men!”

      “I thought maybe all of this was your way of telling me we can have a friends-with-benefits thing. First you tell me how much you like me, then you show me by bringing on the benefits. And if that’s all I can have with you at this point, I guess I’ll take it.”

      Now I’m laughing my ass off. “I thought you were smart, but you are SUCH. AN. IDIOT.”

      “Well if you’re not trying to give me a blowjob, then—”

      My hand shoots up and clamps tightly over Mason’s mouth.

      “Shut up. Just shut the fuck up for a minute. And keep your cock in your pants.”

      I remove my hand and see he’s being quiet. Again, I take a breath.

      “Like I said, I’m crazy about you.” I reconsider my choice of words. “No, that’s not enough. I love you. I would be insane not to. You’re the man I’ve dreamed about for years.”

      He smiles and says, “I feel the sa—”

      I put a finger vertically across his lips. “Shhh. You’re not talking now, I am. Just shhh.”

      He nods, but my finger stays, just in case.

      “Mason Brewer, will you marry me? Will you take me as your wife and make a baby with me? Maybe even more than one baby? Perhaps a whole houseful of them? A family?”

      His eyes grow wide. He takes my hand and moves my finger from his lips so he can reply.

      “You do realize I was about to ask you the very same question earlier today, just before you panicked and ran from my office?”

      “And I came to my senses, didn’t I? It just took me a while to sort things out. Now answer the damn question. Or questions.”

      His lips just start to move when I cover his whole mouth with my hand again.

      “Wait! There’s one more: And do you promise never to cheat on me for any reason until the end of time?”

      Mason waits a few seconds after I remove my hand before he says, “Is that it? Nothing else coming?”

      I nod.

      “Yes, I will marry you, Scarlett Byler, although you’re clearly a very troubled, quite possibly insane woman. Yes, to all the other questions, too.”

      My grin feels like it’s a mile wide. It must be contagious, because it’s spreading to his face.

      “And for fuck’s sake, baby, look at you,” he adds. “Why would I even think about cheating?”
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      Scarlett parts her lips and slides them down over the head of my hard cock.

      Yeah, we just got engaged a few seconds ago, but it’s not like I pressured her to do this. In fact, it was her idea. She was already down there on her knees, and she ran a hand over my jeans and saw that I was already getting hard.

      Why? I don’t know. Maybe the very thought of marrying this smoking hot woman was more than my poor cock could stand. Once she found my hard-on, she insisted on taking it out, and now she’s lowering her head farther and farther over the shaft.

      Her mouth feels incredible, and I marvel at how my length just keeps disappearing until it’s gone. All of me is in her mouth, and in her throat. She begins to move up and down over me, using her tongue to pleasure me even more. I stare down at that beautiful face, how it merges perfectly with my cock. Scarlett wasn’t kidding when she said she sucks cock like she’s starving for it.

      This is my future wife, I think. And I’ve found yet another way in which she’s a perfect choice for me. Watching her work her magic is a life-affirming experience, and she’s gotten me excited way more quickly than I’m used to.

      “Slow down, baby,” I whisper. She doesn’t change a thing. In fact, it seems like she’s getting even more into it now. I feel the signs of an impending orgasm. “Hey, you should stop now. I can’t last much longer.” I feel a hand on my thigh, moving upward until it’s softly caressing my balls. My fiancée evidently means business.

      I hold out another ten seconds. “I’m gonna come,” I say hoarsely. She sucks me harder, her mouth driving me closer and closer to the point of no return. “Scarlett…” It’s my final warning. When she refuses to move, I place a hand behind her head and hold it there as I groan loudly and erupt in her mouth, a living volcano spewing silky white lava over her tongue and down her throat.

      I continue to come, and she continues to suck me without missing a beat. When I finally drift back down to earth, my muscles suddenly relaxed and my breathing still heavy, her mouth is still on my hard cock. She turns her eyes to mine and she slowly pulls back, replacing her lips with her hand as she strokes me.

      “I thought you didn’t want to waste that,” I say, smiling like that cat who got blown by the canary.

      “I couldn’t help myself,” she says, lowering her mouth to the tip again for another little taste.

      I run my fingers through her thick hair, then softly stroke her cheek.

      “No need to worry, baby. There’s plenty more where that came from.”

      “Then give it to me,” she says.

      “I will. More than once.” I give her a deviant grin. “But not here.”
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      The security guard stares as if something’s wrong. Mason nods and walks me past the downstairs desk to the elevator.

      “He looked at me suspiciously,” I say.

      “He’s probably just accustomed to seeing business attire.”

      Oh, yeah. Yoga pants, a V-neck tee with no bra, and slippers. I would stare, too.

      As soon as the elevator doors close, Mason’s all over me, kissing me passionately while his hands slip under my shirt to find my breasts. My nipples harden instantly, and when he presses his lower body against mine, I realize they’re not the only thing that’s hard.

      Seconds later, we’re walking past the front desk of the darkened offices. He locks the door of his private office after we enter, then gives me a look of pure, abject lust. The office is illuminated only by a security light, casting a dim amber glow that’s actually very sexy. I walk over to the couch and lie on it, trying to look seductive.

      “Am I going to be the first woman you’ve taken in this office?” I say, instantly unsure whether I really want to know the answer.

      “The first and the last,” Mason replies. “But not on the couch.” He starts moving things from his desk to a nearby credenza: a lamp, books, a phone. “We have a little fantasy to take care of.”

      Ooh, yes. Yes, yes, yes. Finally.

      I stand in front of the desk. “You wanted to see me, sir?” I’m going to be so embarrassed if he doesn’t get it.

      Mason stops what he’s doing and gives me a stern look. “Yes, Ms. Byler. It’s about your attire.”

      I look down, then back up. “But it’s casual Friday.”

      “No, it’s Monday. And you are not dressed professionally. In fact, your clothing is not appropriate at all.”

      “I’m sorry, sir. Which item do you have a problem with?” I’m getting more excited with every passing second.

      “Take off that sweater.”

      I remove the sweater and toss it on the couch.

      “That shirt is unacceptable. I can see your nipples right through it. In fact, anyone could, when they’re erect like that.”

      I look down and see my nipples, plain as day.

      “I hadn’t noticed, sir.”

      “Well, we can’t have you dressing in such a slutty manner. It’s distracting. Come over here,” he motions me to the desk. When I get there, he picks up a pair of scissors and starts cutting my shirt, from the belly up. My pussy is flooded with a surge of wetness as he clips his way toward my chest. The last snip opens my shirt down the middle. “There. That’s better now.”

      “Are you sure?” I ask. “Wouldn’t it look better like this?” I pull both sides of the shirt open, exposing my tits.

      “Much better. Now take off those ridiculous slippers.”

      I kick them away.

      “The pants, too. Yoga pants and sweats are not allowed in this office, Ms. Byler. Take them off immediately.”

      I give him a look of fake concern.

      “Are you questioning my authority as your boss?”

      I shake my head and slowly pull my pants down, stepping out of them.

      “The panties, too.”

      “But sir—”

      “Off. Now.”

      I slip my panties off. Mason grabs the useless shirt and pulls it upwards. I lift my arms and it comes off. I’m now totally naked and feeling very exposed.

      I look out the window at the building across the street and see only a few offices with lights on, but nobody occupying them.

      “Is this more appropriate, Mr. Brewer?”

      “Much more appropriate,” he says, his eyes roaming over my body. He rubs his crotch and I can see he’s got an erection. I get such a thrill that my nude body gets that reaction from this gorgeous man.

      “Should I go back to work now, sir?”

      “No, just stand there for a minute.”

      He unzips his fly and reaches inside, then pulls out one very hard, beautiful cock. His hand slowly strokes it as he continues to stare at my nakedness.

      “Come closer,” he says. His left hand finds my breast and gently massages the soft flesh, his thumb running circles around my stiff nipple.

      “Hold this for me,” Mason commands, taking my hand and placing it on his hard-on as he removes his own. I wrap my fingers around it and begin to stroke him. I gasp when his now-free right hand slips between my legs and a finger slides along the length of my slit.

      His cock is hard as a rock and throbbing under my touch. That finger presses into my folds, finding a very wet opening and easing its way into it, little by little. This is all too much now; the fantasy role play was fun, but I need to get fucked soon or I’m going to lose it.

      “Is this my punishment for being a bad employee?” I ask.

      “You dressed like a slut today,” he says sternly. “Are you a slut, Ms. Byler?”

      “Not usually, sir,” I say, then add, “but if you promise not to fire me, I’ll be your slut.”

      “You will?”

      “I will, sir. I’ll do anything you ask.”

      “Get on your knees and suck this cock, then.”

      In a heartbeat, I’m kneeling with my head bobbing up and down, the tip of his cock bumping the back of my throat. Holy fuck, I’m as turned on as I’ve ever been.

      “Enough,” he says. “Stand up.”

      Dammit, I was really getting into that. Mason slowly unbuttons his shirt. Once he finally finishes, he removes it and throws it to the side. His chest is glorious, and his abs are even beyond that. He steps out of his loafers as he starts to slip off his pants.

      “Let me help you, Mr. Brewer,” I say, dropping to my knees again and tugging his jeans and boxer briefs off. When he’s naked, I grab his cock as I lean forward and lick his balls, carefully taking one into my mouth and rolling my tongue around it. I hear Mason moan and feel a new surge of wetness between my legs.

      “Thank you, Ms. Byler. Please stand.”

      I reluctantly do as I’m told. The tip of his cock has a big drop of pre-cum, which I remove with my finger. As I look into Mason’s lust-filled eyes, I bring that finger to my lips and lick off the silky liquid.

      That little gesture is the straw that breaks the camel’s back. Mason turns around and sweeps his arm across the desk, sending the remaining books and papers flying.

      “Lie on that desk, Ms. Byler.”

      I climb up and sit on the edge, my legs dangling over. Mason slides between them and takes my hands in his.

      “Now lie back.” He gently lowers me until I’m staring at the ceiling. Then he lets go of my hands and I feel him moving down between my legs. A second later, I feel his tongue on me, probing between my slick lips, looking for my clit. My eyes close as he finds it and licks little circles around it, never quite touching it directly.

      I’m about to explode with desire as my hands reach down and hold his head. I moan softly when he finally turns his attention directly to my clit. He tongues me expertly and I have warm thoughts of how wonderful it will be to have a husband who knows how to eat pussy. Mason is so talented at this that in no time he’s got me moaning loudly, writhing on the glass desktop protector.

      I come harder than I expect to, my legs clamping hard on poor Mason’s head and my hands pulling him against me as I grind myself on his face. I cry out loudly, worried that the security guard downstairs can hear me. Spasm after spasm goes through my body, and I continue to come for what feels like an eternity. When my orgasm finally begins to ease up, my entire body relaxes, and I feel totally blissful.

      Holy shit, I’m going to love having sex with this man for the next fifty or sixty years.

      Mason emerges from between my legs and stands, his throbbing hard-on also standing. I jump up to a sitting position and grab him, pulling his head towards me for a kiss. As our tongues do their dance, I realize he tastes like a delicious combination of him and me.

      Is it wrong to fall in love when you’re having sex? I mean, I loved him before, but at this moment I’m falling head over heels for Mason.

      “I’m not done with you yet, Ms. Byler,” he says. “Get off of that desk.” I climb down and he orders, “Now bend over it.”

      His tone is so authoritative that I do what he says without thinking. I plant my feet on the floor and bend forward over the desk, facing the window. Placing my hands on the glass protector for support, I spread my feet apart and look back over my shoulder expectantly.

      Mason is staring into my eyes, stroking that big cock which is now slippery with pre-cum. He moves forward and puts the head against my wet opening.

      “No condom this time?” I ask. Is he really going to fuck me bareback?

      “It’s not like I keep condoms in my office,” he says.

      That one little sentence warms my heart on multiple levels. I love the idea of feeling his cock against my walls, of experiencing the sensation of his cum filling me up. But most of all, I adore the fact that he doesn’t keep condoms here. He’s obviously not in the habit of bringing women into his office or meeting them straight from work for sex. Mason is not a man-whore like the other men in my life have been.

      My thoughts are interrupted when he says, “Now let’s see what a filthy little tramp you are.”

      My heart lurches excitedly at the dirty talk, then his hard-on roughly pushes into me. I gasp, but before I can even catch my breath, Mason is gripping my hips and thrusting in and out of me. His hard cock feels exquisite in me as he probes my depths. Suddenly, my head jerks as he pulls my hair back.

      “Never forget; this is my pussy.”

      I close my eyes and revel in the sensation. I absolutely love being fucked like this. I’m not a fragile creature; I want to be taken by a man and taken hard. I want my man to act like he owns my body and treat it as his private little playground. Mason is doing all that and more.

      My eyes open as he hammers away at my eager cunt. Something in a window catches my attention and I try to focus. There’s a man standing at a floor-to-ceiling window in the building across the street. There’s a vacuum next to him, and he’s staring right this way.

      “We’ve got an audience,” I say. Part of me is concerned and wants to stop, or at least close the blinds. But another part, a much dirtier part, loves the idea of being watched by a stranger as Mason fucks the hell out of me.

      Mason’s thrusting stops for a second and he releases my hair.

      In the window, I see a dim reflection of him standing behind me, his bare chest visible.

      “Fuck it, I’m not stopping now. Is my dirty girl going to let him watch?”

      “Yes.” The voice is so filled with need and lust that I barely recognize it as mine.

      Again, something like this shouldn’t make me love him more, should it? But it does. Here I am, bent over his desk as he pounds away at me with that big cock, and he’s not bothered by the idea of a maintenance man getting a cheap thrill by watching.

      In the middle of all this, a single stray thought pops into my mind: Grace was more right about Mason and me than she could possibly have expected.

      “Fuck,” Mason says, “this pussy feels amazing.”

      His moan reins in my focus. My head is once again jerked backwards as he pulls my hair. The stranger across the street continues to stare, and I can’t help but think his wife is in for a rare treat when he comes home from work filled with desire.

      “I’m close, baby,” he rasps. “Should I pull out?”

      I have only a few seconds to consider it. We’re in love and we’re going to be together forever. Both of us want to start a family, so there’s no need for caution.

      “No, don’t stop. Give it to me. Fill me up.”

      My belly and tits are pressed against the cold glass as Mason hammers into me harder and harder.

      “Fuck me,” I implore. “Harder.”

      Mason groans loudly and thrusts violently into me. I feel his cum explode inside me, over and over.

      My man, my future husband, the man I will make babies and start a family with, is coming inside me.

      In this split second, I feel a sense of total calm about my future.

      I don’t care about the failed relationships in my past. Those heartaches were a small price to pay for finding a man like Mason. I don’t even care about the maintenance man, who continues to stare, unashamed.

      Nothing in the world matters right now except Mason, who is joined to my body as he continues to pour his seed into me.
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      My Dear Scarlett and Mason,

      I was beyond thrilled to receive your letter and hear how quickly you two resolved your issues and got together. Congratulations to both of you!

      Yes, I was thrilled, but not at all surprised. You see, some things were just meant to be.

      You’re both such wonderful people, and I knew from the moment I met Mason that he was the one who could keep a promise not to break someone’s heart. It’s rare that I find a man whose loyalty and faithfulness appear at the forefront of his personality traits. You’re quite the catch and will make a spectacular father.

      As for Scarlett… my beautiful girl, your past mis-firings with relationships have made you forget what an amazing, special woman you are. I’m glad you came to your senses and grabbed this man while he was standing there in front of you. I have no doubt that you will make Mason an incredible wife and partner, and that eventually you will be a splendid mother. And now that you’ll be getting married, you can take your time starting a family. Your future child(ren) will be fortunate to have parents like you.

      With that in mind… yes, I would love to attend your wedding and happily accept your invitation. I wouldn’t miss it for the world and look forward to receiving the official invitation in the mail.

      Congratulations again, you two. I predict a long and happy marriage for you. As you both know, I’m usually right about these things.

      All the best,

      Grace
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        Don’t miss these sweet & sexy matchmaker series stories from some of your favorite authors!
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      Dear Future Husband by Angel Devlin

      Dear Hungry Wolf by Vivian Ward

      Dear Lonely Heart by Fiona Starr

      Dear Mr. Firefighter by Kelli Callahan

      Dear Mr. Heart On by Frankie Love

      Dear Mr. Maybe by Dori Lavelle

      Dear Mr. Right Now by Kim Loraine

      Dear Mr. Temporary by Rebecca Gallo

      Dear Phoney Fiancé by Alexx Andria

      Dear Sexy Swimmer by Dee Ellis

      Dear Shy Guy by Laney Powell

      Dear Worst Enemy by Sher Dillard

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Alexis Adaire
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        Alexis is the best-selling author of more than

        fifty steamy romance novels and novellas.

        Her books include the highly acclaimed series:

      

      

      
        
        Forced to Bloom

        The Billionaires’ Executive Sweet

        Hollywood Bad Boys Club,

        Sex Education: A Woman’s Awakening.

      

      

      

      
        
        Click here for a full list of Alexis’s books.

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Book Hangover Lounge

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Find your favorite authors in one place!
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        Join us in the Book Hangover Lounge for a monthly chance to win “Lounge Loot,” giveaways, and goodies.

      

        

      
        It’s the perfect place to recover from a long night with your latest book boyfriend!
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      Living in the Pacific Northwest, Alexis Adaire spends too much time indoors, cuddling under blankets and emerging from the bedroom periodically to refill her coffee mug and write a new story.

      Alexis enjoys taking her readers to those secret, unspeakable corners of their fantasies they barely even knew existed.

      Click here to join Alexis' e-mail list and get a FREE book, plus updates whenever she publishes something new.

      
        
        For more information:

        AlexisAdaire.com

        alexisadaire@yahoo.com
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        Dear Baby Daddy

      

        

      
        Copyright © 2019 by Alexis Adaire

      

        

      
        All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher, except for brief quotations used in a book review.

      

        

      
        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and events are the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual living persons is purely coincidental.
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