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Chapter One 

	  

 
Militant bastards! Why did Brendon’s team get the good bids and her team the crap ones? 

The way the cards fall my ass. Jaynie closed her office door and popped her Bluetooth in her ear, 

contemplating how to tell her team they were stuck babysitting a team of professional hockey 

players at a Halloween party. Hockey wasn’t even in season.  If she went to her boss and 

screamed sexual discrimination, it’d only put her team deeper in the crapper. Yes, technically 

they were still the newbies, but how could her team prove competency without being thrust into 

the chaos of all things fucked?   

Uniformity was the key. She looked around her plain office, sucked her teeth and dialed 

Afrika’s number to break the news. “We didn’t get our bid, again.” 

“You’re the only one who expected a complicated assignment. Damn, girl, you should rest 

easy. I mean what could be worse than babysitting a team of smoking hot hockey players?” 

Afrika made sense but still it rankled. “It’s just—” 

“Hot bodies, terrible tempers, and we get to calm them down if things turn to shit. What is 

wrong with your brain? Foreign dignitaries? Politicians? Boring. Going overseas now that would 

be fun but we just returned from field training. Why would you want to saddle us with that?” 
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“Status, to prove we can handle real shit. Ya know. To show when it comes down to it we’re 

just as prepared, just as good as Bren’s team.” She fiddled with her phone.  

“But we’re not. Deep down you know we’re not as experienced as his team. They’ve been 

together for years. You’ve watched them, they don’t anticipate a thing, it’s like they read each 

other without thinking, just doing. Those jobs you want, we’re not ready for and why should we 

ask for those bids knowing we’re not on their level—yet? Give us another year together. We’ll 

get there, let the men be men. Our job isn’t bad. We’re with the number one personal security 

company worldwide. Others would salivate to be able to work any gig here, so quit pissing and 

moaning already.” 

“I. Grr. Whose team are you on exactly?” 

“Remind me you said that when we practice takedowns on the mats.  I got your back always 

chica, and right now you’ve got that tunnel vision that blocks common sense.” 

Without knocking, a body moved into her line of vision and sat on the edge of her desk.  

God, he smelled good.  “Afrika, I’ll call you back.” She punched her Bluetooth, disconnecting 

the call, sucked in a breath and when she looked up, hoped he didn’t notice her noticing him, not 

on the level she was at least. Dressed in a tight fitting shirt and black slacks he screamed sheer 

masculinity.  While her brain told her to avoid all contact, she couldn’t help the gravitational pull 

that happened in close proximity. “Do you ever knock?” 

“When a door is closed.” Brendon reached over and plucked the device out of her ear, 

tossing it onto the desk.   

“Hey! What was that for?” 

“So our little chat doesn’t get interrupted.” 

“We’re not having a chat. You can leave just as you entered.” 

“No sweets, not ‘til you tell me what your fuckin’ problem with me is.” 

“You’re a sneak and an asshole.” Jaynie pushed her chair from her desk, desperate for some 

distance between them. 

“Meaning?” 
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“You know damn well I wanted the last two jobs your team got.” 

“Your team has to go through every step my team had to go through. There are no shortcuts 

sweets and if you can’t deal you and your team can leave.  The boss, for damn sure, isn’t going 

to jeopardize the lives of his employees or the targets we’re assigned to because an overzealous 

member feels slighted.” 

“Scared of being beat by a girl?” 

“Don’t push too hard, sweets, you might not like what you provoke.” 

“Scared of a man like you? You may tower over me, and flash those brown eyes at me, but 

you don’t scare me. “She edged closer, ready to pull the tiger by the tail. “Let’s bet. The 

Halloween Party that’s here this weekend. Winner of best costume gets the gig.” 

“You’re on, sweet cheeks, but when you lose, and you will, don’t bitch over the shit jobs I’ll 

sling your way.” 

“Shit jobs?” 

Brendon shoved off the desk and moved into her personal space.  He narrowed his eyes and 

rasped into her ear. “Never put your ambitions over the lives of your team. That’s why you 

haven’t received what you want.  See you at the party.” He turned and strode out of her office. 

 
* * * * 

 
The packed venue hopped with thumping hardcore rock. Puffs of white smoke erupted from 

small devices set in strategic spaces, leaving visibility in the room altered, but not obstructed. 

Finger foods lay in abundance on tables at the front of the room, the wet bar on the side held 

lines of costumed individuals ready to get their drink on.  

Since they were working, no alcohol was allowed. Jaynie scanned the floor to find her team.  

Dressed up as playmates, Afrika, Kassia, Phoebe and Joss stood conversing with the hockey 

players who dressed up as hockey players. She tried to make sense of that and then thought of 

the brilliance of whoever suggested it. At least dressed that way, they’d all be easy to spot. 
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Afrika was right. All twelve men visiting were smoking hot. She’d never seen so many muscles 

at one time. There could be worse things than their current job.  

 Seeing things were in order, she went to the back to change. Slipping from her clothing, she 

opened her bag and leaned in to smell the sweet cotton candy.  With a double stick roll of tape, 

she applied a few strips to her boobs and the front of her G-string, twisting to cover her ass 

cheeks and then rolled the pink confection on, helping it stick to her body. When all her goody 

parts were covered, she slipped into white stilettos and made up her face, adding pink glitter dust 

to her obsidian colored hair to give her a fairy appearance.  The final piece was wings she’d 

made to hide her mic in while on the clock. She attached cotton candy to the wings and slipped 

into them.  A thin line of pink gloss made her lips sparkle.  After checking her total appearance 

she left the ladies room and headed back out to the party. 

Thumping in the background was Beast and the Harlot by a popular rock band, A7X.  

“Everything clear?” She spoke into the left wing. 

“Everyone is partying hard, no fighting, no issues just yet but it’s early. Where are you?” 

Joss questioned. 

“Coming, just changed.” 

“Bren’s team is here. They dressed up in military uniform. Corny but hot. Goddamn, them’s 

some good looking male specimens there.” 

“Figures he’d try to win by dressing up in a costume that would make normal women drool. 

Thank God the ratio is four men to one female.” She stepped through the door and strode into the 

main section. Conversation halted as she sauntered through, the click of her stiletto’s on the tiled 

floor seemingly the only noise. Seconds later, shrill whistles echoed around her. When she 

reached Brendon and his men, she tossed a saucy smile their way. “Bren. Just two words for 

you…” She leaned into him, in the similar fashion in which he had earlier, and whispered, “Eat 

me.”   
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Lucky for her a call came in on her earpiece. She gave him a seductive wink and sauntered 

off to see to business.  A small fight had brewed between a few party goers. She stepped right 

into the middle. “Fellas, I’m parched could one of you please get me some punch?”  

Four sets of eyes fell on her, the scuffle forgotten. She grinned and licked her lips. Why not 

use her sexual charm to her advantage to bring back control.  

“I, uh, yeah.” One of the men tripped over another in his haste to get to the punch bowl first. 

“Damn. I think she’s edible.” Another spoke and stroked his beard. 

Dracula bent his head down and licked. “Oh yeah man. It’s real cotton candy.” 

“Hey! No eating the costume,” Jaynie screeched and whapped the vamp on his nose. In the 

background she heard guffaws and snickers from her teammates. “Not funny.” She aimed the 

smarting barb into her wing. 

“Aw Janyie, come on, everyone’s behaving now that they’re having a taste of your 

charms.”Afrika busted out. Being accosted by ravenous villains did nothing for her. 

“Darth Vader? Seriously? You can’t even eat with your facemask on.” She grabbed her 

cotton candy from him and stuck it back on her body. So maybe Cotton Candy Fairy was a bad 

idea, but it seemed so good at the time.  Men closed in on her like zombies to fresh flesh. She 

kept on the move avoiding being eaten alive. By her calculations she only had so much cotton 

candy on her person. Winning no longer important, she didn’t wish to be stripped naked in public 

by cotton candy fiends.   

“I’m so going to get you all. Where’s my backup?” 

“Hey, you wanted to win remember. We’re babysitting for you so you can change. I’d say 

hurry before it’s too late.” Her friends giggled.  

“Yeah, I think I’ll do that. She found a door leading out of the area and edged her way back 

toward the women’s restroom, only to find herself surrounded by a pack of very hot paranormal 

shifters, making her think Team Jacob not Team Edward. “Excuse me.” She moved around them 

only to get blocked in. “After a taste or six,” a gravelly voice spoke. 
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“The lady’s with me.” Brendon moved into the circle, the gleam in his eye breaking up the 

pack of males surrounding her. His hand bit into hers as he led her out of the fray.  

“Thank you but I was handling it.” 

“So naive. Almost as cute as it is annoying.” He led her to the women’s room.  

“You can go now. Really, I’m just going to change.” Jaynie squirmed under his intense 

gaze. 

“Remember your last words to me and what I said about provoking me?” 

“Yeah,” she stammered, backed against the door. 

“I find myself hungry for sweetness.” He opened the door and ushered her inside.   

“Trick or Treat?” 

“Trick.” He pushed her up against the wall and began to nibble. At her soft mewls, he 

looked up.    

“This has to be the best Halloween candy I’ve ever eaten.” Reaching behind him he locked 

the door and ripped the mic out of her wings. A lick later he moved his way up her breast as the 

pink candy melted in his mouth, he turned off her ear piece. “Don’t worry, you’re covered. And 

now, I’m going to take what you offered me earlier. I’m going to eat every inch of you.”  
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Chapter Two 
 
 

Jaynie both melted and panicked at the same time. Bren’s lips tracing her nipples elicited a 

moan from her. Backed against the wall with nowhere to go, she leveled her gaze on his intent 

one. Joking wasn’t his fortitude. Her co-worker pretty much delivered as promised. His tenacity 

was one reason she despised him so, just not now with his tented cock pressing against her mons 

and his mouth rendering her speechless. 

“I love this new side of you.” His whispered breath caused pebbles to pop over her skin.  

“New?” 

“Sexy, confident, and until now silent.” He captured her lips in a possessive kiss, thrusting 

his tongue in and out, tracing her bottom lip and then repeating the siege on her. She threaded her 

hands in his hair and pressed her body flush against his. Caged by him her fantasy came to life. 

One of his hands traveled a course down her ass. The candy tickled her skin in comparison to his 

heated palm navigating her cheeks. He found the scant material protecting her pussy and ripped 

it in two. 

“Oh baby.” He chuckled, trailing fingers up her slit teasing the wet flesh.  “Listen to that 

sound.” He flicked the inside of her cunt with two digits drenched in juices. She’d always been 

super wet when aroused.  Bren played her, evoking sighs from her as if he’d never tire.  She 

failed to notice how thick his guns were before and let out a shocked cry when he hoisted her 

effortlessly onto his shoulders where his mouth met her sex close up and personal. In a slow long 

lick she fell apart convulsing over his tongue.  

“You’re bad. And we shouldn’t be doing this we work together.” She gripped his hair in an 

iron hold, apparently her words didn’t faze him. He continued to fuck her pussy with his mouth 

and nip her clit. High up and against the wall she had no other recourse. And then his fingers 



12  Mahalia Levey 
 
 

speared hard within her, a coil of pleasure building again, blinding in intensity. Bren took 

satisfaction in her responses. Even though she couldn’t see his expression, she knew by the way 

his lips worked over her, his relentless finger fuck resulting in a second blinding orgasm.  

“Bad sweets? We’ve only just begun.” Bren toggled her clit with his tongue and withdrew, 

bringing her off his shoulders, her feet touching the ground. Weak kneed, she near fell into a 

heap, his strong arms kept her steady while she found solid footing. 

“I-uh,” She fumbled for words to say. Fuck it. Jaynie popped the button on his cargo pants 

and eased the zipper down. The gentle hiss of the metal teeth the only sound in the room aside 

from her rapid breathing. His flesh jerked at her contact, making her insides go all gooey again. 

Bren’s thick and heavy cock sprung out full mast once freed, impressing the shit out of her. 

Seconds ticked by. She palmed him and dropped to her knees to pay homage to such a beautiful 

piece of muscle, giving head one of her favorite pastimes. 

“Suck it sweets.” He fisted her hair and surged into her mouth. Welcoming the intrusion, she 

opened deep and allowed him to set the pace he wished to drive into her. Saliva pooled in her 

mouth at being so full. The vein along the underside pulsated with every drag of her tongue. She 

worked his furry sac between her fingers, gently tugging and rolling the two round balls. His 

deep feral groan turned her on. Her pussy pulsated and she reached one hand down to play with 

herself while pleasuring him. 

A small jet of pre cum teased her taste buds. Wanting more, she dug in deeper, inhaling in 

and out of her nose as she took his entire shaft down her throat. 

“Where in the fuck did you learn that trick?”  

If her mouth wasn’t full of dick, she’d have laughed. As it was she couldn’t even break a 

smile. She pulled off and licked her lips. “You know they made us practice with condoms and 

bananas, you’d be amazed at how easy it is to learn sucking dick on the same piece of fruit.” 

Bren stared at her in stunned silence. Good, she liked knowing she had the same effect on 

him. “I want more.” 
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“Nah. I want in that pussy of yours. Stand up, turn around and bend over. You can hold onto 

the bench, would probably be safer if you do.” She obeyed and heard the sound of a crinkling 

package. Good, he gloved up, and then his hands were on her ass, spreading open the cheeks. 

Bren dragged the length of his cockhead over her slit, teasing her. She had her legs wide, he 

pushed them together, putting his hand on her lower back and thrust in. Her breath came out in a 

swoosh at the invasion.  

The bench became her lifeline. She held on tight while he rode her hard. His thighs flexed 

against the undercarriage of her ass. The sound of fucking filled the room, louder with the 

addition of her juicy pussy.  Bren’s fingers dug into her hips as he drove in and out at a relentless 

pace enflaming her in the need to climax. Blood rushed to her head making her dizzy. She leaned 

up, resting her head on her forearms, the roll of her body’s response unfurling. Her nerves 

skittered on edge, legs bordered on buckling from sensation overload. “Easy…sweets, I got’cha.” 

Bren stalled within her and lifted her hips up, guiding her legs around his waist. Jaynie moaned 

so loud she was sure those on the other side of the building could hear. Each delicious slide of 

his dick into her in the new position made her entire body quake. Her breasts grazed the cool 

bench causing the tiny buds to expand and tighten.  

“Feels so good this way,” she said on a high keen, clamping her walls around his cock. 

“Nice and hot. I like you around my cock.” He drove in again. “Come for me now. We have 

to get back to the party or I’d fuck you the way I want—slow and deep a second time.” 

“Brendon.” His name came out in a husky drawl and then her world shifted and she 

splintered into a million pieces. Her vision hazed. Aftershocks seized her and the heat flooded 

her core only protected by the thin barrier. Brendon ground his pelvis against her as she milked 

him for all he was worth. When he pulled out cool air hit her sex making her instantly chilled. 

She unwound her legs and shuddered when cool tile met her knees as he lowered her down off 

his body.  

Jaynie took slow deep breaths to bring her racing heart back down to normal. When she 

looked up Bren was removing the condom and disposing the plastic in the trash. He washed his 
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hands and then came back to her. She didn’t know what to say. The way he regarded her told her 

they were far from through. A glimmer of excitement thrummed deep down in her bones.  

“Sweets, get dressed and we’ll go back.” Kind eyes crinkled at the creases, stealing the air 

from her lungs. The tension between them abated for now. 

“Okay. But my costume is ruined.” 

“I know.” He winked and eased the tape off her body. She winced and peered around at her 

ass to see red welts appearing. Bren bent down and kissed her hurt, endearing him to her heart. 

He’d worked the tape off her breasts with his tongue and lips wetting them to make the sting less 

traumatic to her sensitive buds. She hadn’t thought that part through too well. 

Sticky in more ways than one, she ambled over to the sink and placed her hand over the 

automatic towel dispenser. Once she held a handful in possession, she began washing up quickly 

and then drying off, never once escaping the hawkish gaze of her new lover. 

“Hurry before I decide on another round right now.” His baritone voice cut through her 

musings. A red blush stained her cheeks. She returned and dressed quickly, avoiding direct eye 

contact. Once dressed he handed her her mic and Bluetooth. She turned both on and plugged her 

mic back in her ear. “Ready.” 

“Always sweets, always.” She had no doubt that he was at all times. 

Raucous music reverberated against the walls, the party still going strong. Bren led her back 

to her team all playing a game of bobbing for apples.  

“Africa got her hair wet.” 

“Yeah but if the prize is worth it, she’ll bob for all she’s worth.” Once the words departed 

her mouth she stared at her teammates in horror. “That didn’t come out right.” 

“Yeah. Tell that to her, she’s up against my second, this is going to be interesting.” 

“My money is on my girl, she was a rescue swimmer for years. How long can yours hold his 

breath?”  

“He was a naval deep sea diver. He can hold his own.” 

“Wanna bet on it?” 
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“Sweets, by now surely you’ve seen that all bets are off when it comes to you.” Bren gave 

her a cocky smirk that made her pussy weep in want.  

Burn Halo’s Throw it All Away blared through the speakers. Jaynie shivered and stepped out 

of his reach. She opened her mouth to reply to his candor and clicked her teeth instead, deciding 

to ignore him. 

“My guy’s winning. You’d have lost and given me the opportunity to collect my prize.” 

“Nobody mentioned any winnings. I was simply talking.” She bluffed. 

“Want to know what I’d have bet?”  

Do I want to know? Instead of letting him goad her into something, she pretended not to 

hear him and kept her gaze steady on the contest in front of them. With him behind her, his body 

heat emanating to hers it proved difficult. 

“Your pretty pink painted lips on my cock again. That was the best blow job I’ve ever had.” 

He whispered into ear, his hand grazing her ass. 

Jaynie chocked on her tongue and twisted around to glare at him. “Shhh.” His baritone 

laughter served only to incite her anger. Clearly one dose of his goods wasn’t enough to 

eradicate the need for him. Tension rolled in a thick haze around them again. She meeped and 

turned to clap for Afrika who indeed came in second to Stefan.  

“Told you sweets. Never bet against one of mine. We. Never. Lose.” He nipped her neck 

and moved his lips to her earlobe. 

“Hey we’re in public now.” The nerve of him. In front of everyone. Forget the fact that her 

face probably looked beet red…the hockey players all stood around the back of the table 

watching her with apparent interest. She smiled and waved while cursing Bren under her breath.  

“The recently fucked look is sexy. That and I have your smell all over me.”  

“Someone is going to hear you.”  

“Think I care?”  

“Insecure much?” After snapping the words out, she instantly regretted them. His face 

darkened and a scowl formed. “I’m sorry.” 
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“Get one thing straight. Tonight was inevitable. I was going to fuck you hard and I will 

again sweets. The asshats here trying to get a taste of your candied goods will meet my flying 

fist. A man takes what’s his. You’re all mine.” 

“Yeah, okay. No need to go all barbarian on me. I said I was sorry big guy. Get your boxers 

out of that twist.” She opened her mouth to speak again when a speaker came over the intercom. 

“Time to announce the tallied votes for best costume.” 

“I’m so gonna beat your ass.” She grinned at him with glee and waited to hear the numbers. 

“First we want to thank everyone for coming and paying the entry fee. This year’s cancer 

research charity salutes everyone involved.” A man in a grim reaper costume opened up a folded 

piece of paper. 

“There are tons of costumes here.” Bren spoke in a hushed tone. Although many partygoers 

made a circle around the man speaking. 

“Third prize goes to the hockey team with twenty-five votes. We rarely get entire teams 

dressed up.” The speaker held up a case of beer and two bottles of jager.  

“Lord, just what they need,” she muttered.  

“First and Second place were hard to decide. The votes were close. So close we had to count 

twice to be sure. Breathalyzer…you get first prize, an ugly trophy and a hundred dollar gift card 

to Outback. Dude whoever instructed you to use your cock as the actual machine to blow in was 

genius. Second place goes to Cotton Candy Fairy and I wish I could’ve had a taste myself. You 

can come up and get your fifty dollar gift certificate.” 

“I never saw a breathalyzer costume.” Speak of the devil and he walked to the front decked 

in a full machine used old school not the small hand held operated ones. His dick housed the 

hose and mouthpiece and on his chest the words blow me sparkled in gold paint. 

She turned to Bren who shook his head in disbelief. “What?” 

“Hope he hasn’t had that erection for too long. He should take that shit off before he causes 

damage to his steel.” 

“Aw, aren’t you caring and sweet.” She sighed at not winning first place. 
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“Not really, just taking your mind off of not coming in first place.” 

“Now you’re being mushy.” She turned and lifted her arms around his neck. 

“Hmm. I’ll have to work on that. Can’t let the fellas see that shit.” He dropped a kiss on her 

lips and pulled back. She frowned and then remembered where they were.  

“So much for no PDA.” He winked and she sighed. “I’m going to get my gift.” With that 

parting huff, she flounced off in all her female indignation.  

Joss intercepted her on her way. “Hey. Having fun?” 

“Yeah, got a date with the twins on the team.” 

“Uh, hm. Dating the targets? Sure that’s wise?” 

“Tell me, how’s fucking the competition different?” Joss had her there.  

“Who me? I wasn’t.” Okay she lied shitty to her friends who held family status in her mind. 

“Yeah. Damn. You turned off your mic. Could’ve let us hear.” 

“Joss. Come on. Ever hear of too much information?” 

“You can’t blame us for wanting to know if he’s an animal…so is he?” 

“What do you think?  Jaynie refused to answer in a direct manner. She led her friend to the 

table where she signed for her prize.  

“I bet he was.” 

“Thank you,” she directed at the party host. Collecting her bounty, she gave her friend a 

shrug and began heading back toward their collective teams. Seeing hers and Bren’s interacting 

politely should’ve scared her. Right now the opposite happened. A smile spread on her face that 

she couldn’t repress.  

“We’re usually all so serious. Cutting up is good for the soul.” 

“Joss you were born a deviant who was forced into the military to curb a destructive streak.” 

“Yeah, well. I met my first husband that way, and the second. I cleaned up nicely and my 

deviant ways work well for ‘the man.’” 

“That they do…you’re an integral part of my team and I love you.  No more Brendon 

questions. It was a one-time thing.” She lied to herself and a pang of hurt riddled her heart. What 
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if their secret fuck was a one night stand or fizzled out. He’d made his declaration clear but 

words spoken in the moment didn’t hold true in the end. 

“What’s wrong?” Afrika closed in ranks. “Who did it?” 

“What?” Jaynie frowned and crossed her arms over her chest.  

“Put the panic on your face.” 

 “Oh, nothing. Job stuff. How are our boys doin?” 

“They’re workin’ through the free alcohol but doin’ fine. Bren has a few of his men and the 

others on our team on the ready.” 

“Why is he always lurking around—is the question, since this is our gig.” 

“He’s always had a thing for you. We all saw it months ago. You’ve never noticed how his 

attention goes to you whenever he’s around.” 

“What?” 

“Yeah. You know someone from his team is never far from our locations when we’re 

assigned.” 

“Get out. They have their own work.” Bren trusted her to do her job why send spies? 

“I think he’s being chivalrous by protecting you and there for doing the same for us.” 

“No. Protocol. When he’s out we have someone close by in case of need. He doesn’t do us 

any favors girls. He’s heading our way too.” 

“I’ll go grab our hockey players, Kassia and Phoebs. Party’s over.” Afrika bee-lined out of 

the path of Brendon. Jaynie laughed. 

“Joss, you out of here too?” 

“Hell naw. I want to hear what he has to say.” Her mate stood by her side until the wall of 

sinew and sexy closed ranks on them. 

“Sweets.” He didn’t acknowledge Joss. She quirked a brow at the rudeness. 

“Joss.” He corrected. “Ready to get your targets home? They’ve had a good time. We should 

end it before they decide to have a great time.” 

“Afrika is on her way to take care of that.” Her tone laced with bite startled her.  
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“Excuse us, Joss.” He gripped her elbow and steered her away. “What’s your problem?” 

“Do you really have someone extra…outside of normal protocol watching my six when I’m 

out on a job?” His guilty face gave him away. 

“Really, think I’m that incompetent?” 

“Quite the opposite. More like precious cargo.” Okay, how could she stay angry with those 

words.  

“Bren. Stop babying me and my team.” 

“I won’t make promises and don’t make this a discrimination thing. Has nothing to do with 

that. I just sleep better knowing you’re safe.” 

Jaynie narrowed her eyes. “No way. Brendon Marshall. What bedroom window is mine?” 

“Third on the left, back side of the house.  

“My routine?” 

You enter through your garage, punch your alarm, enter, toss your keys on the hallway table, 

rub your neck and do a walk through. It takes you ten minutes and when you’re done you flip on 

the television in the living room and I leave.” 

“I don’t know whether to feel insulted, stalked or loved.” She frowned. 

“Loved, sweets, and never doubt it. You’ve turned my life upside down since you became a 

part of the company.” Brendon pressed a soft kiss on her lips that melted her walls.  

“I should skewer your balls but I happen to like them. Why don’t you take me home and 

come inside, we can role play all night and I’ll wake you up in the morning with the blow job 

you want so bad.” 

“Oh, I plan on feeling your lips on me tonight. Let’s go Cotton Candy Fairy. I want to eat 

you again. Got any left?” 

“No, but there’s a store open twenty-four hours where we can pick some up.” 

“Perfect. Let’s round up the teams and get business taken care of.” 

Jaynie and Bren left the party, her team escorted the players to their perspective hotel rooms 

with them following in a hummer close behind. While he drove she planted her glossed lips over 
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his cock, making him test his attention while driving, hoping they didn’t get pulled over by the 

cops. She couldn’t wait to get him alone in her house to have her wicked way with him. 

 

*The End* 
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Hope	  you	  enjoyed	  your	  free	  read! 


