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Chapter One
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Erika put her eyes down as she walked towards the coffee shop. She was walking almost blindly, not really focusing on where she was going to. So many thoughts were running through her mind, and all of them were about her project. 

She sighed and entered the coffee shop. She was getting the usual, a latte for herself and a cappuccino and muffin for Jacob, her second in command in her new start-up business. It was what they did every morning for the past three months since they had settled into a tiny office space downtown, and she was sure it was going to become a long-time ritual.

As Erika struggled to get to the front of the busy coffee shop line, she bumped into someone. She looked up and started to apologize, but the words died on her lips. He was beautiful. There were no other words to put it.

The man standing in front of her was tall, way taller than she was, and he was the most beautiful person she had ever seen in her life. His brown eyes were intense. It seemed like he was stripping her of all her secrets and that he was discovering everything she had ever done or said in her life. And his lush lips, it was almost like she should pull him into her by his broad shoulders and kiss them—even if she had no real idea how the kiss was going to go. Erika blushed as she realized the extent to which her thoughts were going.

The man's voice was amused when he posed his question, "Aren't you going to apologize for bumping into me?"

The color on Erika's cheeks deepened. "I was going to...," she started, ​but your beauty distracted ​me​, she finished in her mind. She had guts sometimes, but not enough at this moment for those words to come out.

"But?" the man in front of her asked, raising one eyebrow.

"But... ah, I forgot?" Erika faltered, fidgeting with her fingers.

He laughed. He had a deep laugh, just as deep as his voice was. Erika didn't know what exactly was happening to her. Still, at that moment, she felt like sitting in front of the sunset with him, staring into his eyes forever.

"You could buy me a coffee to make up for that," the man said smoothly, looking down at her and not missing a beat. It was almost like they were the only ones in the coffee shop. That was how much he had captivated her.

Erika jumped on the opportunity to spend some time with him, so she nodded rapidly.

They walked to the counter without saying much. Erika kept sneaking looks at the stranger, and from what she noticed, he was staring at her too. Every time their eyes met, she turned beet red then looked away. It was one thing checking someone out, and another getting caught doing it.

He ordered his coffee and asked her to do the same. Erika did so, but not without throwing numerous glances at him. She could not keep her eyes off of him. Every time she opened her mouth to start a conversation so she could hear his beautiful voice again, it was like the words died on her lips.

It was annoying how awkward she was sometimes, especially when she really wanted to get to know the man in front of her.

Erika blinked when he handed her order to her. Had she lost herself in thought so long that she had paid without somehow realizing it?

"You thought I was going to let you pay?" the man asked with an amused look on his face.

"Well, who would turn down a free coffee?" Erika retorted with a small smile on her face.

"Touché," was the man's response, as they walked towards the door of the coffee shop. When they got out, they looked at each, both clearly at a loss of what to say. Or rather, not able to put all the thoughts going through their minds into words.

"I—do thank you for the coffee. It was a very nice thing to do," Erika said, looking up at the man with a smile on her face. Then she facepalmed mentally. ​Thank you for the coffee? It was a very nice thing to do? Of all the things to say.

"No problem," he said softly, looking absolutely engrossed with her face. Erika paused, waiting for him to say something. But he didn't. And the coffee was getting cold.

"Well then, goodbye," she said, then walked in the direction of her office, letting out a sad breath. Was she not appealing to this man? With the way he was looking at her, she thought he would have at least asked for her number. But nothing. All Erika hoped for was that she saw him again.

***  
[image: image]


HE STARED AT THE GIRL walking down the street and shook his head. He had behaved like a bumbling idiot, that was for sure. He didn't know what exactly had happened, but when she looked up at him with those doe-like eyes, it was almost as if he had been hit by a truck. He had never felt this way for anyone. No one had ever managed to put that kind of feeling in him—especially not right after meeting them.

She was beautiful. Her eyes made him want to discover more about her. She had lips that were just craving his kisses. Her breasts were asking for him to squeeze and suck them. And her thighs were begging for him to slip between them and discover the treasure hidden there. She was the only woman that had made this much of an impression on him. He was sure she wasn't going to leave his mind. And he didn't even want her to. His only regret was the fact that he stood there like a nervous teenager and watched as the shy smiles came on and off her face, sneaked looks at her, then turned his head away when she caught him looking.

She looked fragile and innocent. He didn't want to scare her off by acting like a creep and asking for her number when they had exchanged just a couple of words.

Next time—because he would find her—was going to be different.
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Chapter Two
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"Your boss is an idiot," was the first thing Erika said when she entered the office. Jacob was standing there, tapping his leg on the tiled floor.

"Before you get into whatever story you have for me, could I have my coffee and muffins? Pretty sure it’s already cold because of how much time you spent there," he grumbled, taking them out of Erika's hand, which she remembered to pick up.

"Guess who is not getting his coffee tomorrow?" Erika taunted, before taking a sip of her coffee.

"Guess who is going to meet with our prospective sponsor tomorrow?" Jacob retaliated, raising an eyebrow at Erika.

"You win," she grumbled, looking away. Erika was painfully shy sometimes. Being in the spotlight was not something she enjoyed, and she also did not want anyone to know that she was the brain behind this start-up. That's why Jacob handled all of the meetings. Besides, she was just 19, and knowing that she was that young was a deal-breaker for some people.

"So now that I am no longer hungry, what did you have to tell me?" he asked.

Erika blushed instantly. It was a dead giveaway. "You met someone? I thought that would never happen," he said, taking a sip of his coffee.

"Shut up, Jacob. I've met plenty of people," she defended.

"Yeah, like who?" Jacob asked, raising his insufferable brow again.

Erika had no witty comeback this time, so she shut her mouth stubbornly and turned her head away. She wasn't really keen on meeting people. It was usually awkward. Either because they were intimidating, and she ended up stuttering out two sentences throughout the evening, or because they didn't understand her wry sense of humor. Besides, most of the people that she

had met were 20-21, and they didn't have the best track history when it came to dating and serious relationships.

"Okay, okay, fine. You can stop with that look. Just tell me what happened to you," Jacob grumbled. He had not been working for Erika long, but they had clicked instantly. When he had seen her ideas and all the projects she had in mind for her little company, he knew that she was someone he wanted to work for. And he was happy that everything had worked out. 

Erika beamed as she heard Jacob's words. Their relationship was a fun and relaxed one, and never once had he made some kind of perverse remark towards her. She had to admit that Jacob was attractive with his blue eyes and brown hair. But he just didn't pull her in.

"So I went to the coffee shop. And I met this man. Do you believe in love at first sight, Jacob?" Erika sighed, thinking back to the tall, brown-eyed man. Jacob shook his head. "You falling in love with someone you just met? That's just bullshit," he said, and Erika sighed.

"Okay, maybe it's not love. But I felt some kind of pull to this man. I've never felt like this before. I mean, his eyes. Everything about him. It was all very appealing. I don't even know how to explain this," she sighed again, shooting her now empty cup of coffee into the trash can.

"Are you sure you're not confusing sexual attraction for love? Lust at first sight, sure. But love? Nope."

Erika looked away from Jacob's piercing eyes. It was true that she didn't have much experience when it came to the opposite sex. But she was sure that she could at least recognize the difference between love and sexual attraction. With the stranger, it felt like so much more. It was almost like they had had a whole conversation with each other without bothering to exchange words. It was strange. But in a good way.

"I know the difference... I think. But Jacob, you've got to believe me, this was different. He had this energy around him..." Erika looked up and saw the skeptical expression on Jacob's face. She sighed. It seemed she had been doing a lot of that since she got back from the coffee shop. "You know what? It's okay. Let's just focus on whatever work we have to do."

Jacob instantly felt terrible. "Hey, hey. No. Tell me what happened with this guy. Did you get his number? Gave him yours? Are you going to see each other again then?"

Erika blushed. "He didn't ask for my number. And I didn't have the courage to ask him for his. I just feel so stupid. I mean, here I am imagining some connection with this stranger when he probably thought I was just really weird and awkward."

There's a pause, where Jacob didn't know what exactly to say to Erika to comfort her. She put a fake smile on her face and turned to him. "You know what, let's just forget about me, okay? Let's concentrate on more important things. Like the fact that we have interviews for the secretary position today."

Jacob pursed his lips and looked away. They had had a bad experience with an interviewee the previous day, and it was clear that Jacob didn't want to repeat the experience. So he changed the topic. 

"Yeahhh, you got a letter."

"A letter? Who sends letters these days anymore?"

"Pierce Hunter, that's who," Jacob said, watching Erika's face contort in disgust. Pierce Hunter was the CEO of Vision50, a large company in the social media world. Since Erika's project had gained recognition, and she was getting emails from prospective sponsors, the man had made it his life's mission to torment her.

It started from wanting to see her, to sending her letters. He asked her to close her company and stop with her project if she did not want any trouble from him. All his letters, no matter how aggressive the message was, were always signed ​'Cordially, Pierce Hunter.'

Like telling someone you wanted them to close their company was anything cordial.

"You can throw that in the trash. If I see 'Cordially, Pierce Hunter' one more time, I swear I'll puke," Erika said, then shuddered as if to add effect to her words.

Jacob burst out laughing and chucked the letter into the bin. It was no use reading it. Most of the other letters had the same goal: frighten Erika into closing her company. It was a shame that someone so eloquent was so... driven, in a very negative way.

"Anyways, are you ready to start the interviews?" Erika asked brightly, laughing when Jacob's expression turned sour. It was so fun to work with someone you actually liked. And Erika sincerely hoped he would always be there for her.
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Chapter Three
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Erika sighed as she walked into the coffee shop. For two days straight, she had been in this place, trying to bump into her stranger—yes, he was her stranger. But until something significant happened, he was going to remain her stranger. She hadn't seen this man since the first and only time they met, and she was about to give up. 

Maybe he was from out of town and just happened to stop at this coffee shop before leaving her city. Perhaps he was going to remain that forever elusive stranger, who she would think about for the rest of her life. "Enough with this mental torture," she thought. She was just going to get her coffee and get back to work.

"So you're just going to ignore me?" she heard someone ask. Her eyes got wide. It was him! That was his voice.

"It's you!" she exclaimed, then blushed. She hadn't meant to be so loud, and it was annoying how her excitement always managed to get the best of her.

"Yes, it's me," the man said with an amused smile. "If you have some time, could we step out for a bit?"

He was asking a question. But the tone of his voice... it made Erika just want to do anything he said with no argument. And besides, she couldn't say no when she had been thinking about seeing this man again for two days straight. So she nodded.

They walked out, and he led her to some seats outside the coffee shop. She smiled at him as they sat opposite each other, then she averted her eyes. She didn't want to say the wrong thing at the wrong moment, so it was just better to look away. Maybe.

As soon as they sat, a waiter came outside and took their orders. It was silent until he went back into the coffee shop.

"You didn't come anymore," Erika said, then blushed when she realized how many ways her words could be taken.

"Come where princess?" he asked with a smirk, clearly catching on to the unintentional innuendo Erika had made.

"The coffee shop," she choked out, then said, "Remind me never to talk again in your presence."

The man laughed. His laugh again. It made Erika want to do things she had no idea about! How ludicrous was that?

"Why, princess? I happen to love your voice," the man said, and Erika blushed. She hated how easily she turned red. Like couldn't she just accept a compliment without competing with the color of a beet?

"Why ​princess​? Don't get me wrong. It's nice and all. But it just feels so generic, almost like you forgot my name," she mused, sipping on the coffee that the waiter had placed in front of them.

"You can't forget something you don't know," he said, looking at her intently. Erika was tempted to turn her head away. But she returned his glance, looking at him just as intently as he did her.

"Erika. My name is Erika," she said, still looking at the man. No matter how beautiful his eyes were, he wasn't going to intimidate her. She wasn't going to let him. 

"Erika," he said, testing the name on his tongue. "I like it."

"Glad you do. My parents would be sad if you didn't," Erika joked. This is what she meant by people not getting her sense of humor. It was a little peculiar, but she thought she was a funny person, and that was all that mattered.

The man chuckled. "I'm Pierce," he offered. As soon as he said the name, Erika tensed a little. She knew that the name Pierce was a common one. But, after the countless letters she had received from the man telling her

what she should do with her company, the name quite literally gave her the creeps.

This Pierce noticed that something was off, though. "Is there anything wrong?" he asked, raising a concerned eyebrow.

"Ah, no. I just used to know someone with the name Pierce," she said and sighed unhappily.

"Ah. An ex, maybe?" ​This Pierce asked, leaning forward in his seat. It was almost like, for some strange reason, he was daring her to say yes.

Erika almost choked on her coffee but was able to keep it down. It would be quite sad if she sprayed coffee all over this man's white shirt.

He followed her hand as she placed the coffee on the table, then transitioned smoothly up to her face, settled on her lips for a moment, then moved up to her eyes. Erika was flustered.

"Well?" he prompted.

"Not an ex. Never in a million years would I think of dating that... individual. Just someone I used to know," she reiterated.  

Pierce watched as Erika grew flustered under his gaze. He had never seen so much innocence mixed with so much spirit in his life. This was the most he had enjoyed talking to a woman. And they hadn't even spent that much time together. He loved how open she was, how you could clearly see what she was feeling on her face. She was an open book. But he was sure she had a couple more depths to her—depths he wanted to discover.

"Do you work around here?" Erika asked. "You could say so," he answered, watching Erika. Everything she did was delicate. From the way she sat, to the way she spoke, to the way she lifted the cup of coffee to her lips. And her lips were something.

She looked down at her phone then rolled her eyes. "I'm sorry. My ah, boss needs his coffee. I've spent way too much time here. I should be leaving."

"There's one more thing you should do, though."

"What's that?" she asked, leaning into him, curious.

"Give me your number."

Erika smiled slowly and then exclaimed, "I honestly thought you weren't going to ask. I was agonizing over how I would get the guts to ask for yours."

Pierce laughed. She was so honest it was refreshing. He gave Erika his phone, and she put her number in, and he saved it. "I'll call you," he said before she waved and started walking towards her office with her coffee in hand.

He sighed and sipped his coffee, watching her generous behind move as she took every step. She had managed to get under his skin. And he wasn't sure she would be leaving any time soon.
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Chapter Four
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"Why did you stay so long? And where's my coffee and muffin?" was the first thing Erika heard as she walked into the office. It was Jacob, of course.

"I'm sorry! I totally forgot!" Erika started, then she squealed excitedly. "Guess who got a hot hunk to take her number?"

"The barista? The waitress? You?" Jacob said the last word after Erika started shooting daggers at him with her eyes.

She was so fun to tease sometimes. She made it so easy.

"Yes! Me! Respect me, Jacob​. I am a stunner," Erika joked and playfully stuck her tongue out. "It's so weird, though. He seems like the type who would appreciate a tall, leggy blonde on his arms instead of curvy little me."

Erika was interrupted from her musings by Jacob clearing his throat. "Yeah?" she answered absently, still thinking about Pierce.

"And what's to say you would know a man's preference just by looking at his appearance?" Jacob asked with a disapproving look on his face, which made Erika blush. She knew she sounded stupid. 

"I don't know Jacob. I have never had someone like him approach me. I know I'm not ugly or anything, but it just feels so unreal," she said.

Jacob sighed and walked towards Erika. He saw her as a younger sister. But that didn't mean he wasn't taken aback when they first met. She was definitely a looker. There was no doubt about that. Her beautiful smile, her plump pink lips, her hazel eyes, and luscious ​dirty ​blonde hair just added to her entire appeal. And her body. Her body was simply amazing.

"You're not fat, Erika, you're curvy. And even if you were fat, you're fucking beautiful. So ignore whatever people have to say about you."

"Easy to say so when you look like you could grace the cover of Vogue or something," Erika mumbled, making a wide smile appear on Jacob's face.

"You think I could grace Vogue's cover?" he teased, watching as Erika's face got beet red. She rolled her eyes and stepped back from him.

"I take it back. You're annoying and slimy. Nobody would ever want your crusty ass."

Jacob laughed. "Do you really think so? Do you?"

"Fine, Jacob. You're hot. Now leave me alone," Erika grumbled and rolled her eyes again. Jacob was so irritatingly lovable.

"Tell me about the ​hunk​," he said, putting air quotes around the word ​'hunk.'

"He's so beautiful, Jacob. I've never felt so drawn in by someone. I just wanted him to hold me, like forever. I've never had this feeling with anyone. And truthfully, it kinda scares me. But guess the funny thing?"

What?"

"His name is Pierce," Erika laughed.

Jacob frowned a little, but she didn't notice. "What does he look like?"

"Tall, like really tall. He has these brown eyes that are so captivating and intense. It makes me want to look into them all day. And his hair. It's not too short. But I just want to run my hair through it. Ugh, I know I sound like a thirsty teenager—which I am—but he was beautiful, Jacob. I've never felt so drawn to someone," she whispered the last part reverently.

But Jacob looked worried. He was trying to piece everything together. "What if this man turns out to be Pierce Hunter? I know it's a long shot, but I have met the man before, and he matches the description—"

"Really, Jacob? How many people do you know called Pierce? I mean, it's probably just a coincidence in bad taste. But I am not going to let his name

stop me from discovering what could be a potentially good thing for both of us."

Jacob looked at Erika and sighed. She sounded serious. So it was of no use trying to dissuade her. Besides, she was old enough to make her own decisions. So his input, no matter how much he loved giving it, was not necessary.

"Just be careful, okay?" he said, and Erika nodded. She couldn't fault Jacob. He was just a caring friend. And if Erika was being honest with herself, no matter what happened, she wasn't sure she could stop seeing Pierce. She wanted to discover him, know all his secrets, and understand all his depths.

And that wasn't going to happen if she chickened out because of a name. It was just a name for crying out loud, not even a negative personality trait. Nevertheless, she smiled and nodded in ​Jacob's direction. For the first time in her life, she had someone who was looking out for her.

"Thank you, Jacob. Really. Knowing you care about me, it—" she faltered, then she beamed and continued, "Thank you. I really love you." 

Then she hugged him impulsively. Jacob smiled as he squeezed her back, then he pushed her away. "Time to get back to work, ​boss​," he teased, knowing how much she hated the word ​boss​.

She frowned at him, and he laughed out loud, which made her frown get much more intense. "It's so easy to tease you sometimes. I wonder how you even fall for it."

"It's 'cause you're a stupid asshole. And I really hate you," Erika said jokingly as she walked to her tiny office. She sat and sighed. Now that she was alone, she was able to analyze the whole situation. She had met her stranger again and was finally able to put a name on the face.

Erika had to admit that Jacob was right. No matter how slim the odds are. ​Her Pierce could end up being that asshole, Pierce Hunter. But for now, she didn't want to consider that possibility. She just wanted to enjoy her time with this man, without thinking of the fact that he could be the one who wants to shut down her company.
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Chapter Five
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Erika sighed and put her head down on her desk. It had been almost a week since she gave Pierce her number. And it seemed like he had ghosted her, without even getting into contact with her. It wasn't supposed to affect her this much. He wasn't anything to her. They had some small talk, and he had made her laugh, that was about it. So she didn't understand the feeling of loss that was taking over her mind.

Every time her phone rang, she got excited, thinking it could be Pierce. And every time, she ended up disappointed. She wished she had taken his number so that she could have called him, but oh well. Jacob had noticed her mood changes. He tried to tease her into happiness, but without much success.

One moment, Erika could be smiling. And then she'd think back to when she met the man. And her smile would disappear. It wasn't fun analyzing all your words and even imagining bits of conversations that never even occurred. She hated this empty feeling.

The way he looked at her made her feel as if the feeling was mutual. That he was just as drawn to her as she was to him. But it turned out that it wasn't so. She was going to have to accept it and move on to better and more important things, like finally getting around to hiring a secretary for her small office. 

"Jacob, should I get you anything? I'm going to the coffee shop," she called out, knowing how much Jacob lived for his food.

"Uh, no, I'm good. I spent the night at my mom's place, and she packed me lunch," he replied, still intent on whatever he was doing on the screen. While Erika was the brain behind most of the ideas and the main project of their little company, Jacob ​was her adviser and the chief programmer. He was also the face of the company, and she used him so that people would not discover her true identity.

"Momma's boy," she teased, then ran out as Jacob turned towards her. Erika sighed as she dropped the false happy front. At that moment, her phone rang. It was an unknown number. By this time, she knew not to get her hopes high, so she gave a generic 'hello.'

"Hey. Is this Erika?" the person on the line asked. Erika frowned. The voice sounded a little familiar, but she couldn't place it precisely.

"Yes, this is Erika," she replied, curious as to who it could be. Maybe the representative of a sponsor?

"It's Pierce," he said. Erika stayed quiet. She was fuming, though. It was very disrespectful how he just called her out of the blue after taking her number and ignoring her for almost a week.

"Okay?" she said dryly, then wincing at her tone. She was annoyed at the man, but she didn't want to be rude to him either.

"I’m sorry for not calling you sooner. Where can we meet up so I can give you a sincere apology without feeling like an ass?" Pierce asked, and Erika softened a bit. His deep voice murmuring in her ears made her feel things, it made her nipples harden, ​and it sent heat to her feminine parts. This was unlike anything she had ever experienced in her life. 

"I'm heading over to the coffee shop. You can meet me there," Erika said, trying not to give away the fact that she wanted to see this man and maybe hug him or something.

"Okay, Erika." It was quite obvious that he said her name deliberately before hanging up. Erika shivered and started walking towards the coffee shop with a silly grin on her face.

***
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PIERCE WAS SITTING outside the coffee shop while he waited for Erika to show up. He knew he had messed up. After taking her number, he had spent over a week without making any move to contact her. He had no reasonable excuse. He had no real explanation he could give her without sounding like an asshole.

The truth was, he was a little scared and didn't want her to turn out to be like the other women he had dated in the past. She was too special, too unique to be a gold-digging, money-hungry whore. Also, this bond was not something he had ever experienced with anyone. He was a naturally intense man. And with the pull he felt towards Erika, he knew that his dominant side was going to surface even more.

He didn't want to scare her away from him. She looked young, and she was obviously inexperienced. He didn't want to push her away when he hadn't even gotten to know her yet. The expression on Pierce's face changed as soon as he saw Erika.

Erika. She was beautiful, that was for sure. Her dirty blonde hair and hazel eyes were stunning. There was something about her eyes that just drew him in; it made him want to love her and show her how he felt. He knew she had a lot of passion within her. She had so much spirit. And her body. Her body was one he could worship forever. From her firm and perky breasts that even her work clothes couldn't hide, to her shapely waist and the delicious curve of her hips. Pierce wanted all of her. He wanted to hold her generous ass in his hands and tell the whole world that she was his, no matter that he hadn't claimed her yet. He wanted her to become obsessed with him like he was becoming with her.

His eyes trailed back up to her face and rested on her deliciously plump and pink lips. When she took them into her mouth and wet them, Pierce fought the urge to stand up and kiss her into oblivion.

"Erika," he whispered as she stood in front of him. He watched her swallow nervously, and he smirked. He had an effect on her. The cold tone she was using when he called was a front. She was trying to protect herself. And he was completely okay with that as long as protecting herself didn't mean shutting him out.

"Pierce," she said, and she extended her hand towards him. He looked down at it and shook his head a little. There was going to be no handshaking. Nevertheless, he took her hand into his, then pulled her beautifully curvy body into his and hugged her. He heard her sigh and knew this contact was having an effect on her as it was on him.

They stayed like that for a while. He could have held her in his arms the whole day. But all good things had to come to an end.

"Erika," he said.

"Hmm," was the only acknowledgment she gave. Pierce smiled.

"Have dinner with me."
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Chapter Six
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Erika felt safe. Pierce's arms were cocooning her, and she never wanted to leave them. But the next words broke her out of dreamland. "Sorry, what?" she asked. She saw Pierce wince and felt some satisfaction at seeing him like that.

"I want to show you how sorry I am. Go out to dinner with me. I promise you won't regret it," Pierce repeated, his deep voice giving her those same tingles. Erika was silent for a while, thinking.

"I'll completely understand if—"

"Yes." Erika wasn't going to give this man a chance to back out. Maybe he was going to stand her up, who knew.

But she wanted to explore this... thing​,​ this connection they had.

A slow smile spread over his face, and she shivered. He leaned in and whispered, "I promise you won't regret it." Then he placed a kiss on the pulse sitting on her neck. "Text me your address. I'll pick you up by 8," was the last thing he said before leaving. But not before placing another kiss on her collarbone.

Erika stood there for a minute, trying to compose herself. She had just bagged a date with a beautiful man, and she was going to enjoy herself tonight. She was also going to make him obsessed with her just as she was getting obsessed with him.

***
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THE DAY SEEMED LIKE it was going extra slowly, and by the time she reached home, her excitement had gone up. She wanted to know how it would feel to be his. She didn't know if it was going to happen that night, but she craved him in ways she had never desired anyone before.

Erika took her time to dress, putting her hair into big curls and doing minimal makeup. Then she wore a dress that hugged all of her curves and added heels that made her a few inches taller.

After texting Pierce her address, she waited patiently. She knew that he wasn't going to stand her up. She had that certainty. Besides, if he did that, it was going to be indicative of the kind of person he was. And she would know to stay away from him. So in either situation, it would be a win. Now all she had to do was wait for him.

About five minutes to eight, she heard the doorbell ring. After taking in a deep breath and making sure that everything looked okay (and especially that there was nothing on her teeth), Erika picked up her bag and walked to the door. She opened it slowly and managed to control herself when she saw Pierce standing there.

He looked so good she almost wanted to eat him up. He was wearing a colorful shirt with three buttons left unfastened, black jeans, and brown boots. The outfit just managed to accentuate his build and made him look even more delicious than he always did.

"You look beautiful, baby girl," he said to her, with that deep voice. Erika blushed. She would never get used to him talking. Especially when she was sure her panties got wet every time he spoke to her.

"You look great as well," she squeaked out then placed a calming hand on her chest. She watched as Pierce pulled out a box of chocolates he was holding behind his back and offered it to her. Her eyes got wide as she looked up at him.

"How did you know this was my favorite brand?" Erika asked, seizing it from him and holding it reverently to her chest. Pierce laughed, a sound that made Erika shiver as always.

"Lucky guess?" he said, with a smirk on his face. Which was actually the truth. 

"In as much as I doubt that, I won't inquire further simply because I love you for bringing this. I will cherish you forever," Erika said dramatically,

smiling when she managed to snatch another laugh from Pierce. "Let me go put the chocolates inside so we can leave, yeah?"

Pierce nodded as Erika walked back in and placed the chocolates on the kitchen counter. Then she took a deep breath and went to meet the man waiting for her outside. As soon as he opened the car door for her to get in, she knew that this night would be one that she would always remember and one that would change her life forever.

Pierce listened to Erika as she chatted animatedly about some cartoon she loved as a kid as they drove to the restaurant. He loved her spirit. She could turn the most boring or mundane things into intense pleasures. She was brightening up his world already. And in a very good way.

When he had seen her at the door, he was tempted to let his jaw drop. He had said she looked beautiful, but beautiful was an understatement. She had on some makeup that enhanced her already attractive features and the dress she was wearing. Damn, the dress she was wearing.

When he had taken it in, he had almost burst in his pants like a teenage boy. But goddamn, when he saw her, he was tempted to screw their dinner plans and persuade her that they stay home instead and get to know each other in a different way. But he didn't act on his desires. He didn't even kiss her luscious lips. It had taken all of his self-control, but he was determined not to maul her like some bear. At least until she was ready to take the next step with him.

Pierce parked and got out of the car and then opened Erika's door for her. As she got out, he inhaled subtly, taking in her scent, a unique blend of vanilla and roses. This woman right here, he was going to claim her as his. She was his. That much he knew.

After handing the valet the key, they walked into the restaurant, and the ​maître d' led them to their table. He watched Erika when they were both seated, loving the way she was worrying her bottom lip with her teeth, and wishing he was the one to do so instead. He leaned into her and pulled her lip from her teeth, then rubbed it softly. "The only person allowed to bite your lips is me," he whispered, then let go of her lip.

Erika looked stunned, and Pierce was satisfied. He leaned back in his chair and looked at her, loving the way her cheeks were flushed. He was going to claim her soon. And he was going to be the one responsible for all of her smiles. All of her laughter. And all of her blushes. And he couldn't wait.
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Chapter Seven
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Erika was enjoying herself. This was the most fun she had ever had on a date—any date, in all her nineteen years of life. Pierce asked her questions. He seemed genuinely interested in what she had to say, and he even laughed at her jokes. That was a first because usually, she was made fun of for having a very awkward sense of humor.

"Okay, okay, so what's your most embarrassing experience?" Erika asked after their laughter had died. They were just on the first course, and yet their dinner conversation was so much fun. She wasn't sure she wanted it to end if she was being honest. She didn't know how she would feel when it ended.

Erika watched with amusement as Pierce—the almighty Pierce, the one with the deep voice, deep laughter, and the ever-present smirk blushed. "Are you blushing?" she asked, with laughter in her voice. She laughed even harder when he blushed even harder.

"If you keep laughing, I won't say anything," Pierce threatened lightly, making Erika lock her mouth comically and throw away the key.

"I'm all ears," she said, then looked at the man in front of her, waiting for him to start talking.

"Okay, so it was a very long time ago," he started, "When I was in college." Erika's smile turned puzzled. Why was he talking like he was fifty or something? But she didn't ask and just let him keep talking.

"So, I got the hottest girl on campus to invite me over to her apartment. I was nervous as hell being quite a nerd at that time. And when I got there..." Pierce sighed, and Erika widened her eyes. He was being dramatic, and she was actually scared something terrible had happened. "Well, I came in my pants after the first kiss," he finished. 

"Oh nooo," she said, putting her hand on her mouth to stop her smile.

"Oh yes," Pierce nodded, sighing. Erika burst into another bout of laughter. This was definitely the most she had ever laughed on a date. "Tell me yours," Pierce said, watching her intently. Erika's laughter had died down, and as soon as Pierce uttered those words, she blushed.

"I don't have any, nothing sexual anyways," she said in a small voice. The predatory smile that had been playing around Pierce's mouth grew.

"Good," he stated, and her blush grew even more. She could feel the heat spreading.

"Why good?" Erika asked, looking at him with those doe-like eyes.

"Because baby girl, I am going to be your first, and I am going to be your last as well. Don't doubt that," he said in a low voice. Erika's eyes widened in surprise, and she gave him a small smile.

Hearing him say that. That he was going to be her first and last, had sent a rush of heat straight to her pussy. And she was sure that she would sleep very sexually frustrated if things didn't end up where it looked like it was headed.

"Pierce?" Erika called softly.

"Yes, baby girl," he answered. 

"What do you do? And how old are you? I'm asking because you keep talking about college being such a long time ago. I don't mean to offend you. I just wanna... know," she rambled.

Pierce chuckled a little. "It's okay, princess. I'm 41."

"Ohh," she said, eyes wide. She definitely didn't want to tell him her age now. She was scared that he was going to think of her as a child. In her head, age was nothing but a number. They were drawn to each other, and they had a connection. So it didn't matter that he was in his forties, and she was just 19. They would make it work. She hoped.

"How old are you baby girl?" Pierce asked. He had probably noticed how quiet she had gone for a minute.

"25?" Erika said, or more like asked, watching Pierce's face.

"Don't lie to me, princess. I don't like liars," he said sternly. She blushed and nodded. It wasn't like her to lie anyways. If he didn't want to accept her because of her age, she was going to do everything to show him they belonged together.

"I'm 19," she finally confessed, watching his face for his reaction.

"Oh wow," was all Pierce said for a long while. It was silent for a while, and it wasn't the type of silence that was comfortable. It was the kind of ominous silence that always came when something terrible was about to happen.

"Pierce?" she asked in a small voice. "Does it bother you that much?"

"Sorry, I’m just trying to wrap my head around it. I mean, that's a 22-year difference. I could be your dad."

"But you're not," Erika said, and her tone was short. She opened her mouth to say something. Then closed it again. She didn't know what to say. She hated how awkward it felt, and how the atmosphere had gone from being chill and comfortable to awkward and stilted.

"Pierce?" Erika repeated. She needed him to say something.

"This doesn't change anything, Erika. You're still mine. I am still going to claim you. You're still going to be my woman, and you'll belong to me. Understood?" he asked, and she nodded happily. She never knew she would be so happy to hear that someone owned her.

She looked down shyly, and when she looked back up, he was staring at her with an indecipherable look on his face. She looked away after looking at him for some time. It was hard to keep staring into his eyes, especially when he had that look in his eyes.

"Are you done?" Pierce asked as he watched her pick at her dessert. Erika nodded rapidly and watched as Pierce called the waiter over. After settling the bill, he helped her stand, then put his hand on the side of her waist and pulled her into him. She fit perfectly, almost as if they were made for each other. Erika sighed. This was a moment she never wanted to end.

***
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THE RIDE TO ERIKA'S home was more on the quiet side, but full of meaning. They exchanged a few short sentences and let their eyes say all the words that their mouths couldn't. Finally, they were in front of her place. Pierce stopped the car.

Erika turned towards him and noticed that he was already watching her. She blushed.

Pierce watched Erika as many thoughts ran through his mind. This woman was beautiful—or did he mean girl? When she said she was 19, it was almost like his world had shattered. He knew that it was completely legal; after all, both of them were adults. But it felt like he was corrupting her—which he was. 

But when he looked into her eyes, he saw that she wanted this as much as he did. And now, when he looked at her, he saw a woman and not a girl. She was looking at him. Her lips were parted unconsciously. It was almost like she was begging him to kiss her.

Pierce sent his finger and rubbed her lower lip, then leaned forward and took it in between his lips, nibbling on it softly, then he sucked on it and released it slowly. Erika's eyes were wide. It was all Pierce could do from not just carrying her into her house, laying her on her bed, and fucking her till she let out soft, sweet moans.

Pierce leaned in again and kissed Erika, properly this time. It was slow and sensual, their tongues battling each other and their teeth and lips nipping at each other. Erika's breathing got heavy, and she wrapped her hands around his neck, deepening the kiss. Pierce slid his hand to her waist and squeezed,

then pushed her away gently. He was already hard. Pierce looked into her eyes and placed another kiss on her lips.

As he was about to deepen it, his phone started ringing. He was tempted to ignore it, but the persistent rings were killing the mood. Pierce sent an apologetic look in Erika's direction, and she gave him a reassuring smile. 

Pierce sighed after hanging up. "Damn. That was my assistant. I have to get to the office right now. It's an emergency." Erika pouted, and Pierce pecked her pouty lips. "I'm sorry, baby girl."

"It's okay. I mean, it's an emergency," Erika said.

"Let's get you inside," he whispered, then placed a small peck on her lips. Erika whimpered, but she waited for him to open her door before getting out. He held her close to him as they walked towards her house. They stayed there for about thirty seconds, just staring at each other, then they hugged.

"When will I see you again?" Erika asked, looking up at Pierce.

"Soon, baby girl. I'll keep in touch. Stay safe," Pierce whispered. Both of them were whispering, not wanting to ruin the moment.

Erika stared at him for a while, then smiled. "Good night," she said, pressed a kiss on his lips, then went into the house and softly closed the door.

Pierce stood there for a while, then went over to his car and got in. He looked down at his crotch area where his swollen, rock hard member was aching to free itself of the constraints of his pants and cursed Erika for being as sexy as she was. He started the car and drove home before heading to the office. As soon as he got to his apartment, he started getting rid of his clothes. Usually, he was neat and organized. But his need was more urgent at the moment. Besides, his maid was going to come the next day to clean up.

He got into the shower and turned it on. He took in a deep breath, then picked up the lotion and squirted it into his hand. He had not masturbated

in a long while, and for Erika to make it come to this, he knew he really felt something for her.

He thought of how her beautiful breasts would feel in his hands and imagined her throwing her head back and moaning out loud because he was playing with one nipple and sucking the other. His cock was diamond hard by now, and he was breathing heavily, thinking of Erika calling his name in the throes of passion as he stroked himself.

"Oh my God, Pierce. Yes, right there!" Erika exclaimed, holding Pierce's head as he took her clit into his mouth and arched his finger into her wet and needy hole.

"Yes, please, I want more," she whined. "Pierce, I'm so close."

Then all of a sudden, she screamed Pierce's name as she came, arching her hips and exposing her clit even more to the pleasurable torment of Pierce's tongue.

Pierce groaned as he felt his orgasm coming. He closed his eyes and quickened his jerking movement, his breath coming out choppy. He opened his mouth and let out a low choking noise as he shot spurt after spurt of cum from his pulsing cock.

When he was done squeezing every last drop out, he turned on the shower and laid his head on the wall. He could not wait to fuck and claim his baby girl.
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Chapter Eight
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Erika woke up horny. The make-out session between her and Pierce in the car had made her intensely aroused, and she found herself dripping wet between her thighs. It was the first time she had felt this sexually frustrated. 

She slid her hand down and began rubbing her clit with a circular motion. She varied the pace and pressure until she found the right combination. With her other hand, she began squeezing her tits and pinching and pulling her hard, erect nipples. 

Erika didn't have a lot of sexual experience. None, actually. Still, she imagined Pierce's warm and moist tongue, licking and playing with her clit. Then she slid two fingers into her wet pussy, moaning as she rubbed her clit with her thumb. 

"Come for me, baby girl," she imagined his deep voice saying, and that was when her orgasm overtook her. 

It had felt good, yet it left her feeling empty. Thinking of Pierce had made it so much more intense, but still, he wasn't there. She needed to feel his touch on her body. Erika sighed as she stepped into the shower. It didn't help that she had been texting him, the object of her desires till she fell asleep. All she could think of was him. And she would need him to fuck her sooner than later.

Erika already knew that he was the one she wanted to give her virginity to. She wanted him to be her first, and hopefully, her last as well. 

She let out a deep breath and cranked the heat of the shower up. Erika had never been a shabby person, but since Pierce had come into the picture, she wanted to look extra good. She started styling her hair and paying more attention to her clothes. No more baggy clothes that covered up all her curves. Pierce loved them, so she was going to flaunt them.

Erika walked to the bus stop to clear her head. The previous day had been fantastic. And she had seen a side of Pierce that she loved. He was a

beautiful person, and he was funny. They understood each other perfectly. And they complemented each other. Even though the age thing had kind of soured the evening, they had kicked it right back. That departing kiss was one she would never forget.

Erika boarded the bus and sighed. It seemed like she was sighing at everything. She had an ominous feeling. Almost like something was going to happen, and it was going to ruin the way things were going.

All she hoped was that, no matter what was going to happen, Pierce Hunter didn't succeed in destroying her company. And that her Pierce didn't end up playing with her heart. And that her Pierce didn't turn out to be Pierce Hunter. If the last one happened, Erika wasn't entirely sure what she would do.

Erika heard a ping from her phone and picked it up. It was Pierce. It was a simple text. It read:

Good morning baby girl. See you at the coffee shop.

She smiled. It was amazing how one text had just managed to switch her mood around. She was glad that Pierce had come into her life. He made her happy, even though they hadn't seen each other long. But it didn't matter. The essential thing was how he made her feel. And he made her feel so damn good.

As soon as Erika stepped down from the bus, she walked to the coffee shop slowly. She didn't want to get any questions from Jacob that morning. He was curious, and he would want to know why she couldn't keep the smile off her face and why she kept on touching her lips in awe. But that wasn't the issue, so Erika forced herself to forget about it. 

She arrived at the coffee shop and saw Pierce already sitting at their spot. As soon as he saw her, he stood up. Erika couldn't help the huge smile that overtook her face when she saw him. She stopped herself from running into his arms like a kindergartener to their parents. When she reached him, she jumped into his arms and hugged him.

Pierce held her chin in his hand and lifted it. They stared into each other's eyes before she smiled a little. As soon as she smiled, Pierce took advantage and placed his lips on hers.

Erika responded almost immediately, opening her lips so they could explore each other's mouths. Their tongues clashed as they used teeth to nip at each other's lips.

"Hi," Erika said when they finally separated. Pierce laughed and placed a peck on her lips.

"How was your sleep?" he asked when she took a seat. It was almost like he knew what she did to herself this morning. She blushed and looked down. "Hey, look at me."

She looked up at him and smiled. "It was good, I guess. I slept well," she said like she was trying to convince herself.

Pierce smirked knowingly and took a sip of the coffee they had already ordered. They sat there quietly, not saying anything. Then Erika broke the silence. "You didn't tell me what you do."

"I'm the head of my own software company, baby girl. What do you do?"

"I'm a programmer," she said softly. Head of his own software company, she thought. He didn't mention social media, though. So it was probably not the same person. 

"Smart as well as funny. Damn, I hit the jackpot," Pierce joked, and both of them laughed. "I mean it though baby girl. You're special to me. And," he started, then took her hand into his and kissed it, "You're mine."

"You're mine too, you know. I don't like sharing either," Erika retorted. He chuckled and kissed her hand again.

"Of course, baby girl. We belong to each other. But I'd better get to work now," he said wistfully, and they sighed at the same time.

"I'll miss you," Erika said softly.

"I'll miss you too," Pierce said, then he pulled her into him and kissed her again. This kiss was less intense than the one they just shared but just as passionate. After one last peck on her lips, Pierce walked away.

Erika sighed and put her hands in the pockets of her coat. She didn't get anything for Jacob simply because she knew that he had spent the night over at his mom's place. And she never lets him come to work empty-handed—or more accurately, on an empty stomach.

Soon enough, Erika had reached work. That weird feeling she had when she was on the bus had come back. Being with Pierce had taken it away for a bit, but now it had come back intensely. She shivered and rubbed her hands around herself. 

"Hey Jacob," she said as she walked in and saw him sitting at his desk like he always did. They hadn't gotten to hiring a secretary. A lot of the applicants that had been interested in the position had backed out, strangely enough. And the ones who came were just... weird.

"Hey, Erika. I have news for you," he said grimly.

Erika swallowed. She knew it probably had something to do with Pierce Hunter. "Is it Mr. Hunter again?" she asked, sighing and sitting on Jacob's desk.

"Yep. He sent a letter. And I think you would like to read this one."

Erika took the letter gingerly from Jacob and opened it. She started reading. Her eyes widened at the audacity of this man. When she finished reading, she had to wipe the tears that had managed to come out of her eyes.

"I know I shouldn't be crying right now. I know I should be strong. But it just hurts. Why is he targeting me? Aren't there other people he can target?" 

Jacob stood and took Erika into his arms and let her cry into his chest. Pierce Hunter, that bastard was the one who made all the applicants go away. He was influential enough to threaten their livelihood and make

them get scared. Nobody wanted to make an enemy out of Vision50 simply because they wanted to work with a small no-name company.

"Can he not just stop? I am so close to giving up, Jacob. So close. I just want to give in to him so he will stop bothering me. I am so tired," Erika sobbed. Her sobs were making Jacob feel extremely heavy. He was sad that he couldn't do anything about it.

"Look here, Erika. You've been through a lot. It took a lot of courage to launch your project and start this company. You know there is always something that will get in your way, love. You just need to move past it. And we are going to move past it, okay?"

Erika nodded, then pulled away. "Sorry for messing up your shirt," she said, laughing a little. She took out a Kleenex and blew her nose into it, cringing a little at how disgusting she sounded.

"I love you, Jacob. Truly. I honestly don't know what I would do without you. You've helped me so much, and I just want you to know how much I appreciate you."

Jacob kissed her forehead. It was his way of telling her that he loved her too.

"Now I want to see what that fucking idiot looks like. So when I finally meet him, I can spit in his face," Erika said, trying to act tough.

Jacob did a couple of searches and turned the computer towards her. Erika gasped and dropped the Kleenex in her hand. On the screen, with that smirk that she had grown so used to, was ​her​ Pierce.

The End of Kiss Me

____________________________________

My Stiff Competition

Book One

––––––––
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THANK YOU SO MUCH FOR reading Kiss Me, the first book in a new 5 part series of the My Stiff Competition collection. 

I hope you had fun reading it and getting to know Erika and Pierce.

Seduce Me: My Stiff Competition Book 2 continues their story.

Thank you so much! 

Love,

Sage
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HI THERE!

I’m Sage Alexander. 

I was born and raised in Southern California and still call The Golden State home.

At a young age, I discovered the magical powers of books.

It was make-believe in my mind. And I loved it!

So today, I enjoy writing sweet, romantic (and hot!) stories that are swirling around in my head and sharing them with you. My wish is to bring a smile to your face and some pleasurable excitement to your day.  

There is always instant love between an alpha male and a strong, smart woman. There’s no cheating (I hate that). And there is always a guaranteed happy ending (in more ways than one!). I’m always a sucker for these types of stories.

I love books, coffee (they go great together!), sushi, and long walks along the coast as the sun sets.

I’m always hard at work thinking, creating, and writing new stories for you, my dear reader. 

So please join me in my next book.

I’ll see you then!

Lots of love,

Sage

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]
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Join me on Facebook for updates on upcoming stories.
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Visit me at my website to discover more books.

www.sagealexanderromance.com
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Interested in FREE books?

Click here to join my Private ARC (Advanced Reader Copy) Team!
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Bonus Gift For You!
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Get a FREE never before published book just for signing up for my newsletter! You’ll also receive sneak peeks and updates on my next book as well as getting exclusive sales and giveaways!

Click here to get your FREE book now!
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