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Message	from	Rene	
	
Hello	Reader!	
	
I	have	created	this	compilation	of	extras	as	a	little	something	
special	for	you,	my	newsletter	subscriber!	Thank	you	so	much	
for	letting	me	into	your	inbox.	
	
If	you	have	yet	to	read	UNCOVERING	LILY,	I	have	enclosed	the	
first	chapter	for	you	to	enjoy!	If	you	are	anxiously	awaiting	the	
next	novel	in	the	series	to	be	released,	then	I	hope	you	will	
enjoy	the	fun	little	extras	I	have	included.	
	
Happy	Reading,	
~	Rene	
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The	MacKay	International	Series	
	
UNCOVERING	LILY	(MACKAY	INTERNATIONAL,	#1)	
	
Virgin,	Lily	has	been	drugged,	kidnapped	
and	imprisoned	in	a	Hong	Kong	brothel	
with	no	way	of	escaping.	And	she’s	tried.	
	
Businessman,	Xavier	was	at	the	brothel	
to	meet	with	a	potential	investor.	He	
never	intended	to	spend	the	night.	When	
he	sees	Lily	he	instantly	recognizes	her,	
but	she	doesn’t	remember	him.	
	
Now	Xavier	has	only	one	night	to	make	
her	his.	
	
	
CLAIMING	LILY	(MACKAY	INTERNATIONAL,	#2)	
	

	
	

COMING	SOON-ISH!



	

Uncovering	Lily:	Chapter	One	
	

~ Lily ~ 
Mid-April – Hong Kong 

The sounds of partying and sex have finally ended, and the house has 

grown silent. Sneaking out should be easy. 

Grasping the door handle with a shaking hand I whisper to myself, 

“It’s now or never.” 

The knob turns, and the door thankfully opens—my captors haven’t 

locked me in the small prison-like room. Two days ago, at least I think it 

was, I woke up disoriented from whatever drugs they had injected me and 

with the worst hangover I have ever experienced. Last year’s tequila fueled 

New Year’s doesn’t even compare! 

The small room swam in front of my eyes, and I was too dizzy to 

comprehend what was really going on. I only knew one thing: I had been 

kidnapped. I have since been able to deduce that I’m most likely not in Paris. 

They aren’t speaking French, rather what I assume is Chinese Mandarin, so I 

have not understood a fucking word they’ve said to me through the drugged-

induced haze. 

Last semester I should have taken Mandarin instead of fucking 

French. It would’ve been a hell of a lot more useful! Who needs to speak 

French anyway? Most of the French I met in Paris spoke at least some 

English, and many of those were eager to practice their English with me. 

Once the fog started lifting from my mind, I drank every drop of water 

they gave me to try and flush out whatever drug they’d injected me with. I 

also exaggerated the effects, making them think the drugs were still having 
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an effect on me. By last night I felt almost human again. 

Now it’s time for my escape. 

From looking out the small window, I know that I am being held on 

the third floor of a large residential home. I feel pretty confident in my 

abilities since I have had plenty of practice sneaking in and out of my house 

in high school. I have been eagerly waiting until the house quiets. Hopefully, 

everyone is asleep. 

I’m still wearing the same black dress I was kidnapped in, but my 

shoes have gone missing, so I tiptoe out of the room barefoot. The long 

hallway has several doors on either side, and in the darkness, I can make out 

a staircase on the far end. Slowly I make my way down the hall, keeping in 

the shadows and using the rug running its length to muffle my footsteps. I 

inch my way toward the stairs and slowly descend to the landing, leaning my 

weight onto the railing so my steps are lighter on the treads, until I enter 

another long hallway. 

This one is brighter, and it’s not long before I come to another railing 

overlooking the open entryway. There I see the early morning sun coming 

through the windows. The large front door is in sight! My heart is pounding 

in my chest so loud I can almost hear it. 

I move slowly toward the staircase but freeze when I see a large man 

dressed in a suit walking to the door and standing by it like a sentry. After 

several eternity-like seconds, he touches his ear almost as if someone is 

speaking to him and moves off down an adjacent hallway until I can no 

longer see him. I quickly hurry down the stairs. Throwing open the door, I 

bolt outside and down the cement steps, ignoring my feet protesting the cold 

and rough terrain. 

I make it down the driveway and come to a decorative gate. I attempt 



	

to push it open, only to find it locked. Fuck. I am forced to crouch down in 

order to crawl under. I wince as I scrap my palms against the icy broken 

concrete. My dress’s flimsy material barely covers my knees and I can feel it 

beginning to tear. Once on the other side, I attempt to stand only to snag my 

dress on one of the gate’s unwelcoming spikes. Panicking, I tug myself 

loose, ripping a hole in the back of my dress.	

Shaking and sweating, but not wanting to risk being caught, I continue 

to run down the busy sidewalk. 

I don’t get too far when I freeze in my tracks. A black car has pulled 

up in front of me and several large men in black suits get out. I turn to run 

the opposite direction, only to run directly into more men. 

One of the men picks me up and carries me over his shoulder. I kick, 

scream, and fight as they drag me back to the house. The street is busy, and 

pedestrians pass by, but no one attempts to stop them. 

They take me through the back door and into what I now know is the 

holding room for any drunk or abusive clients. They are careful not to hit my 

face as they beat me with wooden canes, and laugh at my expense as I curl 

into a tight ball, protecting myself. 

I am then forced into my now familiar closet, with only a pillow and 

blanket. I can barely move or breathe. 

I’m stuck. Trapped. 

Beaten. 

But not raped. Yet. 

The following morning, I am dragged out of my closet and taken to 

see the overseer, a balding middle-aged man who runs the house. 

“You behave, or I have you beaten again,” he says, spitting and 

jabbing a fat finger in my face. “Until Sir comes for you, you work for me 
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now.” 

Since every man who enters the house is called “Sir,” this doesn’t tell 

me anything. 

The only thing I can do is keep breathing—no matter how painful it is. 

After my escape attempt yesterday, I’ve come to realize that I need to 

learn as much as possible about my surroundings before I attempt another 

escape. 

Lying alone on the floor of this tiny, stuffy, closet with only a pillow, 

blanket, and my thoughts for company, I try to piece together what is 

happening to me and why. The rest of the day I sink into despair and silently 

cry myself to sleep unable to control my emotions. But I quickly realize that 

this isn’t going to help me escape. 

The next day no one will tell me why I am being held captive. And I 

have asked, repeatedly. The other inhabitants of the house barely speak to 

me, unless to issue an order in broken English, although they jabber away 

behind my back. And by their tone and gestures, I know they aren’t saying 

how much they love having me here. So why am I?	

All the women, from the maids who cook and clean to the girls who 

service the gentlemen, all seem to be here of their own free will. They smile, 

laugh, and eagerly greet the men who visit. None of them are locked in at 

night to prevent their escape. 

As the days pass, I’m able to piece together several things, one being 

my location. After hearing one of the gentlemen talking to another I’ve 

figured out that I am now in Hong Kong. How I got here from Paris I still 

have no fucking clue. I don’t dare ask any of the men who visit for help. 

They barely acknowledge my existence, except to try and cop a feel or order 

a drink. 



	

Nothing makes sense.	

At first, I thought that I was being held captive for ransom. My late 

father’s company, MacKay International, is a multi-million dollar 

corporation and one of the largest textile importers in the country. Clearly, 

this isn’t the case otherwise I would be free. 

My throat tightens and my chest painfully seizes whenever I think of 

my family. They must be going crazy wondering where I am and what has 

happened to me. I imagine my stepfather, James, and cousin, Peter, are 

frantically scouring the globe looking for me. And my poor mother, who’s 

already lost so much, is probably sick with worry and pretending nothing is 

wrong. 

I need to get home to them. Now, all I have to do is figure out how!	

	
Text	Copyright	©	2018	Rene	Webb,	All	Rights	Reserved	

	
Read Now: http://books2read.com/UncovLily 	

	



Interview	with	Lily	MacKay	
 

The heroine of Uncovering Lily, Lily MacKay, has agreed to answer some 
questions about herself and her recent harrowing experiences. For her own 
safety, we will not be disclosing her current location or spoiling too many of 
events that took place within the story. 
 
Rene: If you had a free day and your only mission was to enjoy yourself, 
where would you go and what would you do? 
 
Lily: I would start the day off at cafè, having a cup of tea and croissant. 
Then I would find a garden or an art museum to wander through. I would 
end the day by going out dancing with some friends. 
 
Rene: Do you think you’ve turned out the way your parents expected? 
 
Lily: Yes and No. My mother expected me to follow the life plan she had all 
mapped out for me since I was born. My dad would’ve wanted and expected 
me to find my own path and passions. 
 
Rene: What do you like best about Xavier?  
 
Lily: Is it too shallow to say he’s hot? I’ll admit he can be incredibly 
thoughtful and sweet. He’s also so scary intelligent, it can actually be a little 
intimidating. But what I like best about my man, is how safe and cared for I 
feel when I am with him. 
 
Rene: What do you like the least about Xavier?  
 
Lily: He’s moody AF! Seriously! 
 
Rene: What is the quality you are most looking for in a man? 
 
Lily: I want a man who makes me feel safe, both physically and 



	

emotionally. Someone, I can feel safe being myself with. I was looking for 
Xavier. 
 
Rene: What is your most treasured possession? 
 
Lily: During his last business trips to Paris, my dad brought me back a 
French silk scarf covered in red poppies. He told me he saw it and thought of 
me. That’s exactly who he was, the most thoughtful man in the world. What 
fucking sucks is, I had it with me in Paris. I doubt I’ll ever see it again. 
 
Rene: What is your current state of mind? 
 
Lily: Seriously? What do you fucking think? I was kidnapped and held 
prisoner! I’m completely fucked up. 
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Xavier	Finch	Gets	Sorted	
	

	
 
In Uncovering Lily, our hero Xavier Finch tells the heroine Lily that he is a 
fan of Harry Potter and claims to have been sorted into Gryffindor.  
  

I’m struck suddenly by how oddly date-like our dinner has become, and 
even more confused by this man’s odd behavior. Ever since we sat 
down to eat, it seems like he wants to get to know me. Almost like he 
wants to be friends. I highly doubt that this man lacks friends. So why 
does he care whether or not I’m a fan of Harry Potter? Incidentally, I 
am, having grown up reading the books and seeing the films. He claims 
to have taken an online quiz that sorted him into Gryffindor, but I’m 
not sure I believe him. He’s clearly a Slytherin. ~ Uncovering Lily 
(Chapter Eight) 
  

I hacked into his web browser history, don’t ask me how, and found the 
answers he gave to the Sorting Hat quiz. He wasn't lying, he was sorted into 
Gryffindor! 
  



	

Learn something new about our sexy, naughty hero and check out how 
Xavier answered all of the questions to the quiz below (his answers are 
bolded) 

 OFFICIAL POTTERMORE SORTING HAT QUIZ 
  

How would you like to be known in history? 
• The Good 
• The Great 
• The Wise 
• The Bold 

  
Which of the following would you most hate people call you? 

• Selfish 
• Cowardly 
• Ordinary 
• Ignorant 

  
Given the choice, would you rather invent a potion that would guarantee 
you: 

• Wisdom 
• Love 
• Glory 
• Power 

  
After you have died, what would you most like people to do when they hear 
your name? 

• Ask for more stories of your adventures 
• Thing with admiration of your achievements 
• Miss you, but smile 
• I don’t care what people think of me after I’m dead; it’s what they think 

of me when I’m alive that counts 
  
Once every century, the Flutterby bush produces flowers that adapt their 
scent to attract the unwary. If it lured you, it would smell of: 

• A crackling log fire 
• Fresh parchment 
• Home 
• The sea 

  
Four boxes are placed before you. Which would you try and open? 
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• The small tortoiseshell box, embellished with gold, inside which some 
small creature seems to be squeaking. 

• The gleaming jet black box with a silver lock and key, marked with a 
mysterious rune that you know to be the mark of Merlin. 

• The ornate golden casket, standing on clawed feet, whose inscription warns 
that both secret knowledge and unbearable temptation lie within. 

• The small pewter box, unassuming and plain, with a scratched message 
upon it that reads ‘I open only for the worthy.’. 

  
What kind of instrument most pleases your ear? 

• Violin 
• Drums 
• Piano 
• Trumpet 

  
Four goblets are placed before you. Which would you choose to drink? 

• The foaming, frothing, silvery liquid that sparkles as though containing 
ground diamonds. 

• The smooth, thick, richly purple drink that gives off a delicious smell of 
chocolate and plums. 

• The golden liquid so bright that it hurts the eye, and which makes sunspots 
dance all around the room. 

• The mysterious black liquid that gleams like ink, and gives off fumes that 
make you see strange visions. 

  
You enter an enchanted garden. What would you be most curious to examine 
first? 

• The silver leafed tree bearing golden apples. 
• The fat red toadstools that appear to be talking to each other. 
• The bubbling pool, in the depths of which something luminous is 

swirling. 
• The statue of an old wizard with a strangely twinkling eye. 

  
  
A troll has gone berserk in the Headmaster’s study at Hogwarts. It is about 
to smash, crush and tear several irreplaceable items and treasures, including 
a cure for dragon pox, which the Headmaster has nearly perfected; student 
records going back 1000 years and a mysterious handwritten book full of 
strange runes, believed to have belonged to Merlin. In which order would 
you rescue these objects from the troll’s club, if you could? (Select Order) 



	

• 1. Cure 2. Book 3. Records 
• 1. Cure 2. Records 3. Book 
• 1. Book 2. Cure 3. Records 
• 1. Book 2. Records 3. Cure 
• 1. Records 2. Cure 3. Book 
• 1. Records 2. Book 3. Cure 

  
Which would you rather be? 

• Trusted 
• Liked 
• Imitated 
• Praised 
• Envied 
• Feared 

  
Which of the following do you find most difficult to deal with? 

• Hunger 
• Cold 
• Loneliness 
• Boredom 
• Being Ignored 

  
What are you most looking forward to learning at Hogwarts? 

• Every area of magic that I can 
• Apparition and Disapparition (being able to materialize and dematerialize 

at will) 
• Transfiguration (turning one object into another object) 
• Flying on a broomstick 
• Hexes and jinxes 
• All about magical creatures, and how to befriend/care for them 
• Secrets about the castle 

  
If you could have any power, which would you choose? 

• The power to read minds 
• The power of invisibility 
• The power of superhuman strength 
• The power to speak to animals 
• The power to change the past 
• The power to change your appearance at will 
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Which of the following would you most like to study? 
• Centaurs 
• Goblins 
• Merpeople 
• Ghosts 
• Vampires 
• Werewolves 
• Trolls 

  
One of your house mates has cheated in a Hogwarts exam by using a Self-
Spelling Quill. Now he has come top of the class in Charms, beating you 
into second place. Professor Flitwick is suspicious of what happened. He 
draws you to one side after his lesson and asks you whether or not your 
classmate used a forbidden quill. What do you do? 

• Lie and say you don’t know (but hope that somebody else tells Professor 
Flitwick the truth). 

• Tell Professor Flitwick that he ought to ask your classmate (and resolve to 
tell your classmate that if he doesn’t tell the truth, you will). 

• Tell Professor Flitwick the truth. If your classmate is prepared to win by 
cheating, he deserves to be found out. Also, as you are both in the same 
house, any points he loses will be regained by you, for coming first in his 
place. 

• You would not wait to be asked to tell Professor Flitwick the truth. If you 
knew that somebody was using a forbidden quill, you would tell the teacher 
before the exam started. 

  
Which road tempts you most? 

• The wide, sunny, grassy lane 
• The narrow, dark, lantern-lit alley 
• The twisting, leaf-strewn path through woods 
• The cobbled street lined with ancient buildings 

  
You and two friends need to cross a bridge guarded by a river troll who 
insists on fighting one of you before he will let all of you pass. Do you: 

• Attempt to confuse the troll into letting all three of you pass without 
fighting 

• Suggest drawing lots to decide which of you will fight 
• Suggest that all three of you should fight (without telling the troll) 
• Volunteer to fight 

  



	

Which nightmare would frighten you most? 
• Standing on top of something very high and realizing suddenly that there 

are no hand- or footholds, nor any barrier to stop you falling 
• An eye at the keyhole of the dark, windowless room in which you are 

locked. 
• Waking up to find that neither your friends nor your family have any idea 

who you are. 
• Being forced to speak in such a silly voice that hardly anyone can 

understand you, and everyone laughs at you. 
  
Late at night, walking alone down the street, you hear a peculiar cry that you 
believe to have a magical source. Do you: 

• Proceed with caution, keeping one hand on your concealed wand and an 
eye out for any disturbance. 

• Draw your wand and try to discover the source of the noise. 
• Draw your wand and stand your ground. 
• Withdraw into the shadows to await developments, while mentally 

reviewing the most appropriate defensive and offensive spells, should 
trouble occur. 

  
A Muggle confronts you and says that they are sure you are a witch or 
wizard. Do you: 

• Tell them that you are worried about their mental health, and offer to call 
a doctor. 

• Ask what makes them think so. 
• Agree, and ask whether they’d like a free sample of a jinx. 
• Agree, and walk away, leaving them to wonder whether you are bluffing. 

  
Pick One: 
  
Dawn or Dusk 
Moon or Stars 
Forest or River 
Black or White 
Left or Right 
Heads or Tails 

Take the quiz yourself and discover which house you are in! 
  

https://www.buzzfeed.com/carmenb47eee68ea/pottermore-sorting-quiz-all-
questions-1zhpj?utm_term=.vy3QWBaebK#.voqN0EWDby
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Introducing:	Trevor	Gregor	
	
Trevor	Gregor	is	the	swoon	worthy	assistant	slash	bodyguard	of	Xavier	
Finch!	We	will	meet	him	in	Claiming	Lily,	the	sequel	to	Uncovering	
Lily,	and	have	developed	the	biggest	crush	on	this	supporting	
character.	Not	that	I	fallen	out	of	love	with	Xavier	Finch	by	any	means!		
		
When	I	began	writing	the	face	I	saw	was	that	of	actor	Warren	Kole.	Be	
sure	to	look	him	up!	Blonde,	blue-eyed	and	rugged	looking!	Perfect	for	
the	sweet,	but	deadly	man	that	Trevor	is.		
		
Below	I	have	included	some	fun	facts	and	a	small	excerpt	from	when	
Trevor	makes	his	appearance	in	Claiming	Lily!	
	
5	Fun	Facts:	
		
1)	Medically	discharged	from	the	Army	
2)	The	sugar	cookie	is	his	favorite	cookie	
3)	He	reads	action-adventure	mystery	novels	
4)	He	plays	chess	
5)	Certified	Instructor	in	Krav	Maga	
		
Excerpt:	
		

“Mr.	Finch,”	a	booming	voice	calls	out	from	across	the	lobby	as	a	

man	jogs	over	to	us	overloaded	with	suitcases,	a	garment	bag	and	a	

messenger	bag.	

“Here	he	his	now,”	Finn	says	and	I	feel	his	body	relaxing	against	

mine.	

As	the	man	draws	closer,	my	eyes	widen	and	I	can’t	help	but	smile	

as	I	get	a	better	look	at	him.	Total	eye	candy!	He	is	a	head	shorter	than	

Finn	and	broader	in	the	chest.	The	tight	royal	blue	polo	shirt,	shows	off	

his	pecks	perfectly.	Staring	at	his	chest	I	almost	miss	his	square	jaw,	



	

bright	blue	eyes,	and	light	blonde	hair	cropped	short.	All	on	a	canvas	of	

alabaster	skin	even	paler	than	my	own.	You	could	tell	from	the	way	he	

walks	towards	us	that	he,	much	like	Finn,	exudes	self	confidence.	It’s	

almost	palpable.	And	extremely	sexy.	

The	top	button	of	his	shirt	is	undone	and	I	can	see	wisps	of	curly	

blond	hair	peeking	out.	I	can’t	help	but	wonder	how	far	that	hair	trails	

down	his	chest.	

“Lily,”	Finn	snaps,	the	sound	of	his	voice	and	his	fingertips	digging	

into	my	hip,	breaks	through	my	musings.	

I	look	up	at	his	sexy	scowl,	his	golden	eyes	boring	into	mine,	and	I	

melt	into	his	side	asking	“Sir?”	

“Princess,	this	is	my	assistant	Trevor,”	Finn	introduces	us,	curling	

me	further	into	his	chest.	

“Miss	MacKay,”	he	says	respectfully,	giving	me	a	bright	smile.	“It’s	

a	pleasure	to	meet	you.”	

“Hi,”	I	smile	and	give	him	a	small	idiotic	wave,	from	where	I’m	

plastered	against	Finn’s	chest.	

		
Text	Copyright	©	2018	Rene	Webb,	All	Rights	Reserved	

	
I	cannot	wait	for	you	to	fall	in	love	with	Trevor	too.	Don't	worry	he	is	

single,	for	now!	
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Fun	Facts:	Claiming	Lily	(MacKay	
International,	#2)	
	

	
 
5 New Character You Will Meet: 
  
1) Trevor Gregor 
2) Riley Finch 
3) Peter Stein 
4) Derek Lion 
5) Daisy Sanchez 
  
4 Nicknames Lily Will Call Finn, Trying To Find The Perfect One 
  
1) Mr. Clean 
2) Boss Man 
3) Dude 
4) Edward 
  
 



	

3 Questions That Will be Answered 
  
1) Why did James Mayers really have Lily kidnapped? 
2) What are Finn's future plans for himself and Lily? 
3) What is Lily's secret geeky obsession? 
  
2 Objects That Will Be Seen 
 

     
  
1 Naughty Excerpt To Tide You Over (unedited) 
  

“How are you feeling?” He asks, kissing my naked shoulder. 

“Umm…” I don’t quite know how to answer him. It would a total lie 

if I said I was fine. I’m not sure I’ll ever be completely alright after what 

happened to me. I may not be a walking ball of anxiety anymore, or at least 

not when Finn is in the room. But how can I ever truly be okay knowing that 

a man I loved and looked up to, my step-father, had me kidnapped and 

brought to that hellish place for reasons unknown. 

“Better.” I whisper, looking into the mirror and meeting his warm 

gentle eyes. 

“That’s my girl,” he says approvingly with a grin. Wrapping one arm 

across my chest while the other one grabs the shirt I’m shielding myself with 

and tosses it back onto the floor. 

“Finn,” I protest. 

He gently pulls me in tighter to his body. Surrounding me. Safety. 
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Sweeping my hair off to one side, Finn nuzzles and kisses my neck 

with gentle affection. My body relaxes in his arms. I can hear my own sigh 

as I let go of the tension I’d been holding in. Reaching up I wrap my hands 

around his forearms, grounding myself. 

“Breakfast will be here in thirty minutes. Should give you enough 

time for a nice soak in the tub,” he tells me kissing my bare shoulder and 

holding me warmly in his arms. 

“Thanks Mr. Clean, but I’m good,” I giggle, turning my head and 

looking up into his face. 

“Mr. Clean?” 

“Yes, until I can come up with something better,” I say, and although 

he’s scowling down at me, I see a trace of a smile. 

“You could just use my name,” he states raising his sexy eyebrows up 

at me. 

“I could,” I agree. 

“Or you could call me sir,” Finn leans down and whispers against my 

lips, his voice dipping into a low sensual growl that sends a spark of heat 

through me. 

“I could,” I say, and even I can hear the breathy desire in my voice. 

Fuck! This man has a power over me, like no other. 

One of his large hands cups my face in his hand, turning it so he can 

take my mouth with his own. Slowly, deeply, possessing it completely. I 

moan as his free hand cups my breast and he pinches my already stiff nipple 

between two fingers, sending a tingle of remembered pleasure through my 

body. 



	

“How’s your cunt feeling?” He asks against my lips, as the hand 

which was sensually torturing my breast slides down my body and between 

my legs, which part instinctively welcoming, wanting, his touch. 

“Wet.” My words coming out strange giggle moan as he firmly palms 

my bare flesh. 

How could I possibly be anything else with him touching, surrounding 

me? 

Why the fuck does this man affect me so much? 

I hear a groan behind me as Finn’s arms release their hold on me, and 

I feel a chill from the loss. With his warm hands on my hips he spins me 

around so we are now face to face. Sliding my palms up his solid chest I 

entwine my arms around his neck, letting my fingers slide through his hair 

as I pull him towards me. He comes willingly pressing his full wet lips to my 

awaiting ones, taking over and dominating the kiss. Wrapping his arms 

around me, I shudder with pleasure as he runs his hands down my back to 

palm my ass, squeezing it gently before moving lower. 

“Dude,” I exclaim pulling out of the kiss, as I am suddenly lifted up. 

Finn knocks over bottles and pushes our clothes onto the floor, as he sets me 

down onto the counter. 

“Dude?” He asks quirking his eyebrows. 

Smiling and spreading my legs further apart, I let his question go 

unanswered as I pull him in closer. Wanting, needing, to feel his warmth. 

Finn tangles one hand in my hair, while the other slowly moves down my 

body, caressing, touching and sending a shiver of need throughout my body.  

I wrap my around his shoulders as he kisses me slowly, leisurely, 

teasing me with his tongue. His wandering hand, squeezes my breast and 

thumbs my nipple, I can hear myself making a plaintive moan in his mouth. 
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Still lower his hand travels, stroking my skin along the way making me 

shiver. Finally his hand reaches my sex. 

“Lean back on your elbows,” he tells me, breaking the kiss. 

I lean back, and look down my body at the man between my legs. His 

strong hands are now resting my thighs, gently pushing them further apart. 

Exposing my sex further to the cool air of the room and his heated gaze. 
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