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Author's Note

This novelette evolved from an excerpt from Awake (Book One of the OceanCrest Series), a full-

length novel. I was over two-thirds done writing the first draft for the novel when I needed to take a 

“vacation” from the book length project to write this novelette. This vacation practically started as soon 

as I wrote the excerpt, which is entitled “The Trail” for the second-to-last chapter in this novelette. 

My screen went blank for the rest of the novel, because Natalia and Mateo's story gripped me. They 

wouldn't leave me alone until I gave them their happily ever after. Actually, Natalia did not like being 

one of the lesser villains in Awake and had desired redemption in Prison Break. More like, she really 

wanted to get laid and have the best of both worlds—great sex and a great marriage. And she knew she 

was going to get it from me, because I'm a sucker for a happy ending. :-)

By the time you finish reading this novelette, you'll probably think Natalia bullied me into getting 

her happily ever after. Not true. I had nothing but compassion for her desperate plight, because I truly 

believe that misery disappears in the presence of happiness. In other words, happy people make others 

happy.

Since Argentina is Natalia and Mateo's homeland, I want to point out that the PFA is the 

Argentinian equivalent of the FBI. Other terminologies unfamiliar to the English reader are used in 

context so that the reader will pick up terms related to food and sexuality. Machismo, for example, is 

hypermasculinity or aggressive manhood.

Some questions may remain for you as the reader and I hope that Awake will answer them for you, 

especially Jeremy and Jessica's relationship as siblings and Jeremy and Maggie's blossoming 

relationship as lovers. 

To stay tuned about Jeremy and Maggie's happily ever after in Awake, sign up for my email list at 

www.JadeOnyxBooks.com.  

1. Dinner Break

The handcrafted dining table was warm with carbonada criolla and potato and beef empanadas. 

However, Natalia Varela felt anything but warm sitting across the dining table, under the cold scrutiny 
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of Mateo Varela's coffee-colored eyes.

She sipped some of the stew to help her heat up, but to no avail. Their evenings for the past year 

were equally cool and distant. An ominous question dangled as visibly as the chandelier hovering over 

their meal. 

Every month for the past two years, the same question surfaced. The first year, the question 

remained unspoken. The second year, the question became audible. Tonight was one of those nights. 

Although she expected the question to arise, what made the question unbearable for Natalia was exactly 

when the question would spring. 

The air grew thick, so thick she felt she could not breathe. Avoiding Mateo's gaze, her throat 

tightened. She swallowed carefully, trying not to choke on her food. Her breath became shallow. She 

became painfully aware of a thick band of pain in her chest, in her heart. God, she needed air. She 

needed room. She needed space. 

“Natalia, will you bed with me tonight?” Mateo asked. 

The question. Again.

Her jaw froze mid-chew. She swallowed her mouthful of stew. “Why does everything have to 

sound like a transaction to you? I don't feel like it.”

“This is the best time,” he said. “Our doctors confirmed we are both fertile. If we don't have a child 

soon, people will question our marriage. Some already think you're a gold digger.”

“Just because Papá raised me on a single income as a cab driver does not mean I'm a gold digger. 

He taught me enough to make money of my own.” She glared at him. “Your father came from humble 

beginnings, too, and worked his way up the political ladder. You're living off his legacy right now. And 

thanks to the Taxi Drivers Union strikes, we're here today.”

Mateo sighed. “I just want to protect you, stop the rumors before they start. That's all.” 

“Another transaction,” she grumbled. “So you want it because you want a baby? And you want a 

baby just so you can protect me?” she scoffed. She felt warm, but it was not from the food. She shook 

her head. “I'm sorry, Mateo, but I just don't feel like bedding tonight.”

He set down his silverware and brushed back his thick black hair. “Maybe you can tell me then.” 

Leaning forward, he asked, “Are you...are you lesbiana?”

“No! That's ridiculous!” Natalia fumed. A wave of heat rushed up her spine, prickled through her 

dark brown hair and flooded her cheeks. Fire shot from her dark brown eyes. “After two years of 

marriage, you question me?!” She had lost her appetite.

Mateo's dark brows furrowed. “You just don't seem to enjoy it, like it's an obligation. A duty you 

have to perform for me, only because you are my wife.”



She looked away. She didn't want to hurt him by telling the truth—that he never got her to come. 

God, Mateo made a great husband, just not a great lover. At all. She wished she had both in one man. 

“I'm just not into it,” she mumbled.

“Then teach me.” Desperation—or was it determination?—seeped into his voice. “Show me how to 

get you into it.”

She squirmed. He just wasn't good in bed, not like her last lover—the one who still haunted her 

dreams. Mateo was handsome enough, like her last lover. Although not a good lover, Mateo was a good 

man and she didn't want to hurt his feelings. “I can't. I don't know how. I just—” 

Ding-dong.

Mateo stood up. “I'll get it.”

Natalia struggled to eat some more, but found her attention on the door. Who could it be, visiting 

this late in the evening? They had not expected any guests.

Mateo came back, jaw set, and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. “It's the PFA. They want to ask 

me some questions at the police station. I've called my lawyer. I may not be home tonight.”

Something in his voice alarmed Natalia. Why would the PFA want to take him in for questioning at 

this time of night? “What do they want to ask you?”

“Something about work.” Politics.

“You're not coming back, are you?” she asked.

“It may be several days.” Another guarded answer.

“Did someone set you up?” Mateo was a gentleman, an up-and-coming politician. The big wigs 

probably had it in for him as the fall guy, especially since Mateo was partial to the workers who voted 

him in and did not concede to big money. 

She knew she shouldn't have listened to Papá. She shouldn't have married Mateo. Politics was a 

work hazard—not only for the people in it, but for their families as well. Even with the Juntas out of 

power for so long, corruption was still rampant in Argentina. What was true one day was not true the 

next. 

If there was one thing she loved about Mateo, it was his honest work ethic. Maybe he was too 

honest, too civil. Although he was not great in bed, he was a really kind person, the kind of friend she 

wanted by her side—especially when facing a life of politics.

“Some bogus charges,” Mateo said. “It will clear up in good time.”

He grabbed his coat and left.

Watching his retreating figure, Natalia started to feel small. He was her rock, whenever she needed 

to talk to someone—to face this lonely life of silver-tongued shark-eaters. Now, he was gone and she 



was lost at sea. 

Suddenly, dinner with Mateo did not seem so bad after all—even if she happened to be ovulating at 

the moment.

2. Outbreak

“Papá!” Natalia greeted him with open arms. She rushed towards the man whose face was etched 

with concern past his years.

She was so glad she could turn to him with Mateo gone. The night air that snuck in from the open 

door did not seem quite so cold with Papá in her arms.

“Natalia.” He squeezed her tight. “I came as soon as I could.”

“Let me stay at your place!” she cried.

“You are a married woman in your husband's home,” he soothed. “You need to stay here.”

“I can't, Papá,” Natalia said, shaking her head. “I can't stay here.” How could she explain the 

emptiness of everyday bourgeois life to Papá, who had never experienced this kind of lifestyle? “I feel 

empty here. Now with Mateo gone, it's...it's unbearable.”

“Natalia, you can't stay with me,” Papá insisted. “You're married and you've already moved out.”

“Yeah, I'm married,” she said bitterly, “but look at where my husband is now—in jail! I wouldn't be 

in this predicament if I didn't listen to you and marry into a political family.” She sank into the living 

room armchair. “I shouldn't have married him,” she whispered.

“Natalia!” Papá snapped. “Has the devil gotten into you?”

She shook her head. “Papá, I'm tired of this life. Everything is a duty, for show, for civility. I need 

to smile at endless streams of dignitaries at every stately dinner, pretend I know about worldly affairs 

and care about what upper class politicians and their wives think. At least you married for love.”

“No, Natalia,” Papá said. “I married for security. If you lived through the political and economic 

instability at the time I did, then you would know how important a secure life is. Mamá and I were 

clear about this from the beginning. She had solid homemaking skills. I had a reliable job. The love 

grew and solidified later.”

“So that's why you wanted me to marry Mateo? So I could have a secure life?” She glared at Papá. 

“Well, nothing's guaranteed. You see that now. Fortunes rise and fall. Sometimes you know who set 

you up and sometimes you don't. I'd rather be in charge of my own destiny.”

 Papá was quiet. “Maybe I raised you wrong.” He sank down and slouched on the adjacent couch. 



He rubbed his eyes. “I did the best I could by myself after Mamá passed away.”

“And you did!” Natalia affirmed. “Fútbol in primary school, tango in secondary school, and fine 

arts at UBA. I escaped the snotty girls with soccer, grew into a woman with tango and can converse at 

length about fine arts with various dignitaries. You even encouraged me to learn how to drive!”

“But that's just it,” Papá said. “If Mamá was around to raise you and we had another child, a son 

perhaps, then you wouldn't have such an independent will.”

“You mean, you want me to stay in this lifeless abode?” Panic welled up in her throat. Her voice 

became shrill. “I've spent two years at home doing nothing. I've sacrificed so much. I don't even 

recognize myself. I feel dead. It was easier to face this emptiness with Mateo around at times, because 

he understands about the political life. We're both in it, but I can't. I can't face this life alone. And for 

how long? Oh, god, I can't.” She shook her head, her lips trembling.

Papá sighed.

“I like him as a friend, Papá, but I don't love him. I don't even... He doesn't even excite me in bed.” 

She cast her head down and muttered, “I should have married Jeremy.”

“That American?” Papá boomed. “You two would have been divorced within months!” Papá 

gestured fanatically, his face red. “You know those Americans—they marry for love or lust. There's no 

security in that. Those kinds of marriages don't last.”

Natalia closed her eyes and rubbed her temples. She took a deep breath, lifted her head and met his 

fiery gaze. “Papá, I was wrong. I don't need you here, and I don't need to stay with you either. I need 

time alone, away from everything.” She got up from the armchair and moved toward the front door. 

“Please leave.”

Papá rose slowly from the couch. “You can always call me,” he said. 

She opened the door for him and shut it behind him.

Natalia broke down. Where could she go? She couldn't stay here. She needed to leave. For once in 

her life, she felt it was time to really live her own life without following someone else's prescriptions. 

When did she last feel alive?

Jeremy Wyatt. He had proposed after all, before Papá steered her toward Mateo. Jeremy might just 

want her back, even though it had been over two years since she last saw him in Buenos Aires. Too bad 

she listened to Papá and declined the proposal back then. She needed to find him. Maybe she could 

make things right—they could start over again or pick up where they left off.

How could she find him? He left no way of contacting him, changed all his numbers, and relocated 

to another office abroad.

Jessica. His sister.



Jessica often came to visit Jeremy in the Buenos Aires office and met them when Jeremy and 

Natalia started seeing each other. Whenever Jessica came to visit Jeremy, Jessica and Natalia had 

latched onto each other as sisters they each never had and had enjoyed countless girls nights. 

Sisters? Right. That bond of sisterhood they created was probably in question after Natalia declined 

Jeremy's proposal. 

Jessica would probably still honor their friendship, though. Jessica, her one friend overseas. Jessica, 

who would probably tell her how to find Jeremy after he left for the United States.

She checked the time. Seattle was four hours behind. It was probably around Jessica's dinner time. 

Perfect.

Natalia picked up her cell phone and dialed out.

3. Overseas Friends

“Jessica Wyatt,” a smooth crisp voice answered.

“Jessica!” she said breathlessly. “It's Natalia from Argentina.”

“Natalia! Hi! How are you?” she squealed.

“I'm doing fine.” A lie. A bourgeois habit she adopted over time. “I'm looking for Jeremy and I don't 

have his number.”

“Oh.” Jessica grew quiet. 

Natalia held her breath.

“Why do you want to find him?” Jessica asked slowly.

“Some unfinished business,” Natalia said.

“It's finished,” Jessica said definitively. No doubt in defense of her brother.

“Jessica, I value our friendship and I'm sorry I haven't been keeping in touch these past two years 

since...since Jeremy left. I've been—”

“You mean, since you dumped him,” Jessica said.

“Yes, well, I'm s—”

“You don't have to apologize to me again. If you need to apologize to anybody, then that person is 

him.”

“Do you have his number?” Natalia asked.

“You should apologize in person,” Jessica said without hesitation. Did Jessica want them to make 

up or did she want Jeremy to exact revenge? No, Jessica was sweet. 



The call was turning out to be even better than Natalia had hoped. “Do you have his address?” She 

held her breath.

“I can give you his work address,” Jessica offered. 

Jessica must have wanted to keep the face-to-face apology formal, if she was only giving Natalia 

Jeremy's work address. No matter. All Natalia needed was a foot in the door.

“You ready?” Jessica prompted.

“Yes.” Natalia wrote down the information, then asked, “Can I come and see you anyway before I 

meet with him?” They could catch up and maybe Natalia could pry for some more information about 

Jeremy before she met with him.

“Sure, just call me when you get here.” 

“You're still in Seattle then?”

“Yup. The night life here is a tad easier to handle.” Jessica chuckled.

“You mean, there's less machismo,” Natalia laughed. 

Jessica groaned. “Don't remind me of that guy who stalked me out of nowhere, flushed me against 

the wall on my way to the restroom, and kept saying 'You're coming home with me tonight' while he 

groped for some skin! If I ever visit you again in Buenos Aires, you're coming with me to every club to 

keep me clear of those idiots!” 

Natalia was delighted to catch up with Jessica and end the call on a happier note. This was the 

Jessica she knew, the last and only friend she had before becoming a politician's wife who had no 

friends at all.

4. Visitation

“Mateo?” She swallowed hard. Her gut wrenched at the sight of him. His black hair was no longer 

slicked back but ruffled. His brown eyes were dark. His cheeks and chin were haggard. His shoulders 

drooped. 

She owed him this much—a visit in prison, before she went forward with her trip. It was easy for 

her to concoct plans to meet Jeremy when she was home alone, but facing Mateo made her heart break.

“Don't worry, Natalia,” Mateo said. “This detainment will only last for a month or so.”

“You said days before. Now it's more? You make this all sound simple, easy.” She choked back 

tears and shook her head. “Are they at least treating you right?”

“They are courteous.” He leaned forward. “I heard from your father this morning.”



She glanced at him sharply. Did Papá betray her? In a guarded manner, she said, “Yes, I called him 

last night and broke the news.” 

“What else did you tell him?”

Her mouth went dry. “N-Nothing.”

“Natalia, if I were in my own home, I'd let you get away with that answer. For days, even months,” 

Mateo said. “I'm in prison and I only have eight more minutes with you. Spill it.”

“I don't—” 

“Yes, you do,” Mateo countered with a challenge. “The way your eyes dart around, the way your 

color drains from your cheeks, the way you look away even now—you do know and you do have 

something to say.”

She gulped, not daring to say anything. 

Mateo waited.

She didn't budge. Knots formed in her stomach.

“I watch you, Natalia, even when you don't think I'm watching.” His voice was low, barely audible. 

“Even when you close your eyes and pretend you like it when we make love.”

She stared down at her fingernails. Her cheeks flamed. 

“I know you better than you think, more than I let you see,” he continued. “Do you know what I 

regret about last night?”

She looked up.

Mateo did not have regrets. If he did, he never shared them. Was this another tactic he was trying to 

get her to talk? 

Natalia shook her head, still not trusting her voice.

“That we didn't enjoy the night together, before the PFA showed up. That I let you get away again; I 

conceded, just like I did so many times before in so many ways.” He shook his head. “I thought you 

needed time; that you needed to get to know me more after we married. I know we only saw each other 

for about three months before we tied the knot.”

Natalia sighed. “Mateo, let's face it. Our marriage was basically arranged by our fathers. I know I 

don't please you. I'm unfit to be anyone's wife.” 

But Jeremy's. Oh, god, Jeremy knew her. He took her. He understood her sexual needs.

“Natalia.” His voice was soft. He reached out and rested his hands on hers.

“It's driving me crazy,” she growled. “This life. This pretense. I'm losing myself. I can't. I can't keep 

doing this. I'm running on empty.”

“Stop it,” Mateo ordered. “Stop it now.”



Natalia looked up sharply. Other than Papá, he was her confidante, someone who listened and 

comforted. He had always been gentle with her, like a friend. Could prison change people, harden 

them? Overnight?

“Natalia, I'm not going to sit here and watch you belittle yourself while you fall into a pit of 

distress. I married you two years ago because I saw your strength, your strong will, your ability to 

achieve whatever you set out to do.”

“No, Mateo.” She shook her head. “I'm not as strong as you think.” It was borrowed strength. 

Mateo made her strong. The thought of him coming home and sharing the challenges of an isolating 

political life kept her strong.

“There you go again, berating yourself.” He stood up and leaned close to her. “I need you strong 

out there, hold the fort down while I'm gone.”

“I'm not Evita.” Natalia stood up and left without glancing back. If there was life beyond being a 

politician's wife, she wanted to find it and claim it back. Big time. 

Solo. She needed to leave solo. She wasn't going to let Mateo or his men know what she was up to 

now nor let them find her until she was well out of the country.

5. Escape

Natalia looked at the address Jessica gave her. It was now or never. This was her chance to have a 

life again. This time, she was going to do something about it before she could change her mind. She 

turned on the computer and searched for flights.

She wanted to see Jessica first not only because she was a good friend, but also because she wanted 

to pry and get more information about Jeremy. Perhaps that would be useful by the time she met up 

with him.

She was ready for a new life. She tucked her house keys and her cell phone under a pile of 

notepads, placing them deep into the back of her nightstand drawer. She wouldn't need her keys 

anymore. Nor would she need her phone, since she knew Mateo and his men would track her phone to 

find where she was. She needed time and space from the political life. She didn't know how much time 

she needed, only that she didn't want her time to be interrupted by being found. She knew she could 

always get another phone when she got to the U.S. 

She smiled. It would take Mateo and his men forever to track her down. She had her own bank 

account and charge card after all—all e-statements from the unmarried life she had before at the tourist 



agency. It was a good thing that ever since they married, Mateo had supported her financially and had 

given her a monthly allowance as well. With the e-statements, no one would be able to trace where she 

was spending her money.

Donning a baseball cap on her head made her look like a foreigner. No need for make-up, perfume, 

or a sophisticated bun today. She checked her reflection and mussed her hair, letting several strands fall 

from her cap. Dressed in an oversize T-shirt and baggy jeans, she touted a backpack with a few changes 

of clothes and neared the door.

She waited there to spy on Mateo's men, the security guards he left behind at their posts to ensure 

she was safe. You can't take chances with your life in politics, he had said. That meant her life had to be 

safe, too.

The “safety” she experienced for the two years of her marriage now seemed more like 

imprisonment. The time had come for her to flee.

When she heard the security guard leave his post for the restroom, she slipped out quietly. When 

she got to the lobby, she saw the other guard sitting cross-legged on the couch, enjoying the latest skin 

magazine. She hid a smirk and sauntered out of the building.

Catching the first cab she saw outside, she made her way toward freedom.

6. Taking Flight

The breathtaking view departing her homeland and arriving in the United States was so beautiful 

that Natalia wished she brought her cell phone along to take pictures. Why didn't she think of bringing 

her camera? She had taken it everywhere when she worked with the tourist agency. 

Oh, yeah, she got married and the job ended because Mateo wanted her home with the kids they 

were preparing to have. Two years of boring domestic life and diplomatic events sprinkled throughout 

was what she settled for, and the trappings of class took over.

Several layovers and mile-high movies later, she was in Seattle. She spent the days touring and 

drinking in the sights, sounds, smells and tastes of a new land, one in which she had not been before. 

The nights she spent catching up with Jessica. 

Then she checked in one morning at the train station for a twenty-three hour ride south. The views 

along the coast were just as beautiful as the view from above. She snapped countless pictures with her 

new phone.

She arrived at the Ferry Building on Saturday morning and checked in to a hotel. She figured she 



could take advantage of the weekend as a tourist before dropping by Jeremy's workplace on Monday 

morning. She picked up a host of brochures at the hotel and signed up for some tours.

On Sunday evening, she walked along the waterfront and gazed at the LED display on the Bay 

Bridge. The big red bow and arrow lodged nearby made her think of Jeremy.

Cupido. Her chest constricted. What was that song? Who left their heart here? It didn't matter. She 

left hers in San Francisco, with Jeremy.

7. Old Flame

He's not seeing anybody, not that I know of.

Those were Jessica's words one night after a few flutes of wine. Jessica had been tight-lipped 

before. Natalia remembered that Jessica's tongue got loose after wine. The siblings were close in age 

and confided in each other often.

So Jeremy must be available then.

Monday morning finally arrived. Natalia changed into a sleeveless black dress, put her long brown 

hair in a bun, dabbed a drop of perfume behind each ear lobe and put on her make-up. She put a dress 

coat on top, clutched her purse, and walked to Jeremy's office building. 

Once there, she flipped through a news magazines in the waiting room to calm her belly jitters 

before a lady called her in to Jeremy's office. 

Natalia opened the door. Her breath caught. 

Was it possible he could get more handsome with time? His jet black hair had a dash of wind, 

unlike the greased combed hair on men she often saw in Argentina. His bright green eyes sparkled like 

morning sun on dewy grass. His cheekbones and jawline jutted out, as if he actually got more fit in the 

past two years. Must be all the mountain-climbing. She wistfully recalled the numerous expedition sites 

she rattled off to him when he first asked her at the tourist agency. 

You've never been on an airplane before, even though you work here? Jeremy had eyed her then 

with a raised eyebrow. The view from the mountaintop is the closest thing to being airborne, only your 

feet get to touch the ground.

Take me there, Jeremy. In her mind's eye, she wanted to be on top of a mountain, spreading her 

arms open wide like the wings of the ancient Argentavis. She remembered thinking then, This man will  

set me free. I want to be free.

She ached to touch him then and there in his office, behind his desk. She wanted to take off his grey 



Armani suit, strip off his black and silver pinstripe tie, and tug off his black shirt. His suit only 

highlighted the piercing verdure of his eyes. She had to stop ogling him. Looking at him made her think 

about how much she lost in the past two years.

She closed her eyes. If only she had kept the ring... She had no right to him. Not really. So civil 

must she remain.

He motioned to the seat in front of his desk. “Please.”

She set her purse down, seated herself and looked around. She marveled at the series of black-and-

white photographs on the wall depicting several close-ups of nature and the sinuous polished wooden 

sculpture in the corner near the window. Even though she didn't pursue teaching fine arts after 

completing her program, she never regretted her degree. She appreciated art.

“What brings you here?” His voice had an edge she found unbearable.

“You left,” she murmured.

“No, you left.” He sounded harsh.

“You left no messages. Nothing.” She blinked. “No way to contact you.”

“A enemigo que huye, puente de plata,” he said. A Spanish proverb—get rid of your enemies with a 

silver bridge. Basically, make it easy for them to leave.

She flinched. Was that how he saw them—as enemies?

“You sent me packing on the bridgeway out,” he said. “I obliged and burned it. How did you even 

know where to find me?”

“Your sister,” she answered.

He sighed. “Why now?”

“Mateo is in jail on trumped-up charges,” she began. “The investigation will go on for awhile. This 

was the best time.”

“To seek alliances? To seek support? What do you want, Natalia?” 

“I've had a lot of time these past two years to think about us.”

“What was us.”

She blinked back a tear. “I'm sorry. I know I should have reached out sooner.”

“You didn't.” His jaw looked tight. “And that was a good thing.”

“Why are you making this hard?” She looked down.

“Natalia.” His voice softened. “I think you need to ask yourself why this is hard for you.”

“It's not everyday that I get to talk to an ex-fiancé.” A lump was forming in her throat.

“An ex,” he corrected.

No matter. It was all semantics. “I realized that I caved in, first to my dad and then to my husband.” 



She paused and took a deep breath. “I've never been free.” She searched his eyes for the warmth and 

understanding she used to see. “I was never free like I was with you.”

His eyes stayed guarded.

“And you won't be,” he cut in, “if you keep on thinking about someone other than the person you 

married.”

“But I want to be free.” She leaned forward and released her bun, letting her hair down. She shook 

her locks free. “How can I make it up to you, Jeremy?”

“Is this how you repay your husband, who has supported you for over two years?” He was not 

making this easy at all. Why did he have to mention Mateo? “When he needs you, your support, you 

run off to be with another guy?”

She leaned back and shrank into her chair. “I know I can't erase these last two years and bring back 

what we had before.”

“No, you can't. Neither can you fetch the ring you threw into oblivion.”

She held her breath. Invading her mind's eye was the image of the ring she possessed for a short 

time to “think about it” and the moment it disappeared into a speck amongst the raging waters.

“I'm sorry, Jeremy,” she muttered. 

“I'm not, Natalia.” He stood up. “You need to move on.”

“Mr. Wyatt,” the intercom sounded, “Mr. Burns is here to see you.” 

He pressed the intercom button. “Thank you, Carol. Send him in.” Then he moved to the door, 

opening it for her. “Good-bye, Natalia.”

He was so distant, so cold. He did not sound like the Jeremy she knew. She wanted to touch him, 

make sure he was real and what he said was real.

She collected her purse and hugged him. She felt a faint stir in his pelvic area and smiled secretly. 

He wasn't immune to her after all. While his words said one thing, his body said another.

He backed out of her arms, repeating, “Good-bye, Mrs. Varela.”

That's what you think, Jeremy.

He could be as cool and composed as he wanted to be, but his body told her more. She knew better, 

and she was going to tap into that.

You're going to want me back.

“We aren't over, Jeremy.” She swung her purse over her shoulder and left. She had a plan.



8. The Fling

Seduce him. 

That was what Natalia needed to do. If there was even a miniscule chance to win him back and 

have the life that she should have had over two years ago, then she needed to find out for sure. And she 

knew just the thing she needed.

Eye candy. He liked eye candy.

She set out shopping for the attire she had in mind. According to U.S. dress sizes, she had to look 

for three sizes smaller than her Argentinian dress size. And the specific clothes she wanted to get were 

hard to find in her size. Nevertheless, she found them. By that time, the early afternoon sun had set in.

She rented a car, went back to Jeremy's office, waited for him to leave and tailed him to his gated 

luxury apartment complex. From a short distance, she watched him drive into his apartment building 

parking, timed the gate closure to about two back-to-back cars per key card entry, and left for her hotel. 

She snuck in to Jeremy's complex the next afternoon. The place looked good with tennis courts, 

swimming pool, fitness center and all. She parked the rental car outside Jeremy's building and checked 

the listing of residents, but Jeremy's was not listed.

To help her pass the time, she bought and read an e-book on her phone. Although she got through 

the novella, the periodic interruption from every car passing by (which snapped her to attention) made 

for a distracting read. However, none of the cars were Jeremy's.

She waited until ten-thirty. Still no sighting yet. Was he seeing someone? Was she too late? 

If he was seeing someone, I would know about it in a heartbeat. Jessica's words echoed in Natalia's 

mind.

Natalia flushed from the memory of Jeremy's physical reaction to her hug in the morning. 

I like pressing you to the wall. Jeremy was so passionate, so direct. Uncomplicated when it came to 

sex. God, she missed that. 

You can't run. You can't hide. The memory of his hot breath on her ear spurred a familiar warmth 

deep in her belly. Made her want to stay pinned to the wall then—and now.

No, she wasn't too late. She could still get him back.

Tired, she returned to her hotel. 

She came back in the morning to check for rental openings in Jeremy's building. A couple of suites 

were open, one of them furnished. She waited in the lounge to be shown there. 

“Delivery for Jeremy Wyatt.” 



Natalia looked up at the delivery man. She couldn't believe her luck. 

The man had to wait in the lobby, because the elevators did not work without a key card. Perhaps 

she would be seeing Jeremy again sooner than she thought. Anticipation made her heart beat faster.

When the elevator doors opened, a brunette with dark brown eyes who looked a lot like Natalia 

tipped the man and received the order. Natalia heard her Spanish accent. 

So Jeremy liked Latinas, and this was his latest conquest. Maybe he couldn't get enough of the 

Latin blood after he had a taste of Natalia. She was his first—and the only one he proposed to, at that. 

This woman was obviously a replacement, a play thing, a substitute for the real thing. Poor girl. Natalia 

smirked. 

She could have some fun with this one and make a bold statement to this woman to steer clear away 

from Jeremy. No way was Natalia going to quit now that she was so close to getting Jeremy back.

“So you are Jeremy's latest fling.” She got up from the couch and approached her. “Of course, 

another Latina. If you can't be near the real thing, an imitation would do.”

The brunette paled.

“You know,” Natalia continued, “he never broke off our engagement.” She walked slowly around 

her, taking a good look at her. The black stretch jeans showed off the brunette's shapely rear and legs. 

Her hips were slightly wider than Natalia's. Not bad, actually, if this was the piece of ass Jeremy had 

around for now. The girl's charcoal boatneck silk top looked elegant yet causal enough for Natalia to 

notice the plump peaks. She had a little bit more flesh there than Natalia. 

God, he's getting some good fuck. This was war. Natalia narrowed her eyes as she faced the 

brunette again. “So technically,” she said, “we're still engaged.”

The Latina's eyes looked like they were deer caught in headlights. Good.

Emboldened, Natalia continued, “And that means, you amount to nothing but an affair. A boy toy. A 

play thing. A slut.”

She looked ready to cry. Another good sign.

“A step up...from a battery-operated girlfriend,” Natalia smirked. “But still used, nonetheless. Poor 

girl.” She wanted to incite this woman, get her to react, get her out of the building, or at least plant a 

deep seed of dissension between her and Jeremy. 

The brunette stood to attention, jaw set. “I don't believe we've been introduced, Ms....?” 

So she speaks.

“That would be Wyatt, of course.” Natalia smiled. “And you are?”

“None of your business.” The brunette brushed past her and stormed off to the elevators. 

Natalia watched the elevator stop at the top floor. Of course, Jeremy would rent the top floor suites. 



Good, that made finding his actual suite even easier.

9. Eye Candy

After signing the contract for a furnished suite on the second floor, Natalia transferred her luggage 

to the suite. She returned the rental car and had a complimentary drop-off back to her complex.

When she was back in her suite, she got dressed. Smiling at her reflection in the mirror, she was 

ready for the next step of her plan to win Jeremy back. She grabbed her key card and made her way up 

to Jeremy's floor. 

What if he wasn't there? Then, she'd come back again.

What if the slut was there? Then it would be Round Two.

What if he was there? Good. Then she can proceed with her eye candy plan.

One suite after another, she interrupted until he answered the next one in his white polo shirt and 

denim khaki pants. God, he made everything look in style.

“M—” His warm smile turned cold. 

The slut must be gone. Maybe Natalia's earlier tirade had sent the girl packing. Jeremy must have 

been expecting her to be back.

He started to close the door.

She slipped in quickly before the door banged shut.

“You aren't welcome here.”

“What a warm welcome for a fiancé,” Natalia purred, getting herself in the mood.

“We aren't engaged. We never were.”

“Yes, I'm sure we can find something more engaging.” She slipped out of her trench coat and let it 

drop to the floor. She started to unzip the front of her corset. 

“You need to leave before I call security to escort you off the premises.”

“Oh? So I can go back to my suite?” She walked towards him and draped her arms around his neck. 

He backed away, the guest closet not far behind him. If he didn't want to touch her, he had no more 

room to back out if she kept advancing. “You're telling me you're a resident now? You're stalking me!”

“Oh, I settled in quite nicely this morning.” She grinned. “What a nice surprise to meet the slut. She 

led me straight to your floor. I would have found you sooner or later. How could I possibly stay away 

from what's mine?” She brushed the skin along his arm, watching the flesh prickle with goosebumps.

He shrank away. Oh, this game of cat and mouse was getting exciting. “I was never yours. You 



made sure of that. And you even sealed it, getting rid of the ring yourself.” 

She advanced further, set to spring upon him. 

The doorbell rang.

Must be the slut.

Natalia flung her back to the door, threw her head back and screamed, “Oh, yes! Jeremy, fuck me 

hard.” She crashed her elbow against the door. “Oh, god, yes!” She crashed the door again and again. 

“Oh, oh, oh. Oooohh!” 

“Damn you to hell, Natalia!” he yelled. He pushed her out of the way and opened the door. He 

looked out into the corridor. The slut must be gone, because he probably would have chased after her if 

she was still there. Good, Natalia's plan had worked. Now she had Jeremy to herself.

Jeremy turned back towards Natalia, grabbed her arm and led her into the hallway. Entering his 

suite again, he retrieved her trench coat and threw it at her. “Get the fuck out of here.” 

Slam! 

She stared at the closed door, feeling naked in the hallway. 

“If I can't have you, neither can she,” Natalia spat through gritted teeth. “And I'll make you realize 

all you can have is me.” 

Hell. That was what he said. He wanted her to go to hell. 

She banged the door with her fist. “And if I go to hell, you're coming with me.”

Hot tears trickled down her cheeks. She put her trench coat on and hastily returned to her suite on 

wobbly heels. Nothing was going according to plan, but she liked how alive she felt. Every cell in her 

body was charged. She was getting her juice back from years of nodding, masking and faking smiles at 

political events.

She was ready to fight, fight back, fight for what she wanted. If he wanted hell, she could give him 

hell. He grabbed her after all. Maybe she could use that against him somehow. She fished out her cell 

phone and called the police. 

10. The Trail

Diez minutos. Ten minutes.

The prison guard had told him that he had ten minutes to talk to Councilman Mateo Varela. Jeremy 

intended to keep the rest of the call in English, on his turf. 

“Varela,” a gruff voice answered.



“Councilman,” Jeremy greeted.

“Are you mocking me?” he grunted. He probably did not expect an English speaker.

“Prison walls cannot strip you of your rightful title, especially for trumped-up charges.”

He muttered under his breath a grudging acceptance of the title.

“I'm calling about your wife.”

“Where is she? How much do you want for her?”

“I don't have her. She's here of her own free will.”

“We tracked her last call to Seattle. My men have been looking for her.”

“They're looking in the wrong city. Send them to San Francisco.”

“What's she doing there?”

“There's no easy way to say this, Councilman.” Jeremy paused.

“Tell me. Now.”

“Your wife showed up at my door in clothes only a husband should see her in.”

“Son of a bitch. You are Jeremy! Fuck you, asshole!” He continued cussing, breathing hard into the 

phone.

“I left Argentina over two years ago,” Jeremy said quietly, when Varela settled down. “I have not 

stepped onto that continent since.” 

He waited for the comment to sink in for Varela.

“Your aggravation mystifies me,” Jeremy continued. “And for your information, she got none. I 

threw her out.”

Varela sobered, probably debating about what to say next. “She would turn away or have her eyes 

shut, even those early days. A few times she said your name in her sleep.”

No wonder Natalia showed up at his door. The two never got going in the first place. That poor 

couple probably didn't orgasm in over two years.

“Councilman, I know you come from a family of distinguished service, and I have no doubt you are 

a gentleman.”

“I'm not a fool. Just say it.”

Jeremy stifled a groan. “I don't think Natalia wants you to be a gentleman in bed. In my limited 

experience...” Sure Varela told him he could tell it straight, but from experience he knew that a man 

still had an ego. “...and this is over two years ago, please remember, she likes it when a man commands 

the bedroom. She's submissive and wants a man to exert dominance.”

“I'm not that kind of man,” Varela said brusquely. “Machismo is trash.”

“This isn't about machismo,” Jeremy said. “Tell her what you want her to do in bed. If she obeys 



you, please her. If she disobeys you, punish her by forcing pleasure on her even when she doesn't want 

it. So the choice is still hers—to obey or disobey. However, you get to determine how the consequences 

are met.” 

“How?”

“Use sex toys, if you have to.” A vibrator would surely help, for starters. “Find out what pleasures 

her. Keep it interesting. Keep her guessing, so that she wants to obey you in bed, so she can get her 

next fix—the gentle way.”

“I have one minute left. Make it quick.”

“Have your men track the cell of one of my men to get the GPS coordinates.” No way was Jeremy 

going to give his own cell number, in case it somehow got into Natalia's hands. “She's in suite 210. 

Have them hand her a cell phone and a vibrating dildo. Fuck her on the phone. She should be on the 

next flight back, pounding on your prison door, and showing up in that outfit you should have seen her 

in.”

“I'll try it.” Varela gave him the cell number of one of his men. “If it works, what do you want?”

“Her, off my continent.”

“Done.”

The line went dead. Good. At least, they established a mutual understanding.

He picked up the phone again. “Hughes.”

“Mr. Wyatt.”

“Text a message to this cell number.” He gave Hughes the cell number Varela gave him. “Inform 

the man to track your cell for the GPS coordinates here to suite 210.”

“Yes, Mr. Wyatt.”

Jeremy hung up the phone and sighed.

Now all he had to do was wait for Natalia to get some and drop the charges or wait for her to leave 

the country without testifying for the charges to be dismissed. Meanwhile, he had to figure out how to 

win Maggie back.

11. The Call

Natalia groaned into her pillow the next day. So much for jumping continents to seduce an old 

flame. She had already been rejected twice. Although her latest attempt to win back an ex-fiancé failed, 

she did not regret leaving her stiff-neck, stuffy politician of a husband who was serving time on 



spurious charges that would take awhile to clear. She didn't want that life, but she wasn't liking the start 

of her new life either.

She drifted through the rest of the day as if sleepwalking. She was angry before. When the rage 

subsided, though, she felt something else. Was she depressed? Not a good sign. She was supposed to be 

enjoying her new life, a life of freedom—with Jeremy. 

God, she had no chance with Jeremy now. Nor did she have a chance with Mateo. She needed to 

start all over again. At twenty-five, she could still be quite a catch. Heck, some women didn't even get 

married until their thirties. Fuck, why couldn't she have great sex and a great marriage all in one?

I SO need to get laid.

The outfit she wore yesterday looked sadly neglected, crumpled on the couch where she left it. She 

grimaced. 

What a waste. Might as well make the most of it by wearing the outfit around the suite for the rest 

of the evening. She took the attire into the bathroom and dressed up, checking herself in the mirror. 

Not bad. Not bad at all, if her plan had worked. Maybe she should add a mini-skirt and go clubbing.

Ding dong. 

She jumped, startled. Should she pretend no one was in at the moment?

Ding dong.

Her heart skipped a beat. It could be management. No, they would call.

She quickly ran down the list of possibilities in her mind. No, Jeremy could not have found her 

suite. She left it unlisted. It couldn't be Mateo either. There was no way he could have tracked her to 

Jeremy's. Could it be the police? No, they would have followed up on the phone.

She quickly slipped into her trench coat and secured the sash before opening the door. Two 

imposing men in suits stood before her, side by side. She took an unconscious step backward.

Private security guards, she surmised. 

One man handed a discreet paper bag with handles to her. The other man handed her the cell phone. 

“Answer it,” he instructed in accented English.

God, could it be...?

Puzzled, she took the call. “H-Hello?” her voice shook.

“I've got ten minutes to fuck you on the phone.” The gruff but familiar voice made her breath hitch.

Oh, god. She didn't need to go out for a fuck. Fuck was being delivered!

“Shut the door.” His tone threw her so off kilter that she complied. Her world spun as her legs grew 

weak. Where was the gentleman she thought she knew?

“Now kneel.” God, he sounded sexy. She liked it when men took charge in the bedroom. She didn't 



have to think, just act.

She kneeled. 

“You've been a naughty girl,” he sneered. 

She winced. She had never heard that tone from him before.

“Crawl on your elbows and knees to the bedroom. Use your teeth to take the bag with you.”

She kept the phone at her ear. The paper bag rumpled in the shuffle to the bedroom.

God, she was wet.

“What are you wearing?”

“A trench coat.”

“Take it off and fling it to the floor.”

She undid the sash at the waist, took off her coat and flung it to the floor.

“What else are you wearing?”

She didn't want to tell him, because she didn't buy the outfit for him.

“Well?” he prodded.

“A zip front strapless corset, garters, thigh high fishnet pantyhose, a thong and high heels.”

“Bend over onto the bed. Keep your ass up and slap yourself. Hard.”

She did.

“Ten times. One for each day my bed stayed cold.”

She slapped herself again.

“Count.”

“Two,” she croaked.

“That's better.”

“Three.” 

“I want your ass warm.”

“Four.”

“Harder.”

Whack! 

“Five,” she said through gritted teeth.

“I like spanking you.”

“Six.”

“Say it louder.”

“Seven!” she shouted in defiance.

“That's it.” 



“Eight.” 

“God, I want to stuff you right now.”

She got wetter.

“Nine.”

“And feel your ass shake me loose when I'm inside.”

“Ten,” she gasped. Her thong was thoroughly soaked.

“Are you wet yet?”

“Yes.”

“You like this, then?”

“Yes.”

“Kick your heels off and lay face up on the bed.”

She got into position.

“Slowly unzip your corset. Halfway.”

She zipped down the corset. 

“Reach inside one flap and polish one of your teats. Entice me. Make me wish I can touch it 

myself.”

She palmed her boob, fondling it. She encircled her nipple, twisting, turning, pulling, pinching the 

nub. A moan escaped her lips.

“Lick your fingers and please your other teat. That's my tongue on you.”

Her breathing quickened.

“Pluck it, milk it, stroke it. Fondle it. Drive it crazy.” 

She was sure this nipple was more sensitive than the other one and had a direct connection with her 

clit.

“Do you like it when I play with you?”

“Yes.”

“Undo the zipper all the way down. Down to your pussy.”

Her chest started heaving.

“Open yourself to me. I want to see your boobs. Nice, round and perky.”

She parted the corset to the sides, feeling the cool air on her hot skin. Her mounds were engorged 

with blood.

“Snap your garters off. Let me hear them kiss your skin.”

She smiled, taking them off and flicking them on her skin. Remembering how Mateo liked hearing 

the hard whacks on her ass, she let her garters nick against her skin to tease him.



“Yes, just like that,” he groaned.

She did it again, this time holding the phone closer to the garters.

“Oh, yes. Take off your thong.”

She did. 

“Put the thong close to your nose. I want you to smell how your sex intoxicates me.” 

Good god. A trickle of wetness slid down her butt crack. The musky scent of her drenched thong 

made her heady.

“Do you like how you smell?”

“Yes.”

“Caress a trail down your neck, over your boobs, through your belly button, around your belly, 

snaking your fingers down to your mound.”

God, she felt sexy.

“Part your hand into a downward V and stroke both sides of your thighs up to your clit. Don't touch 

it until I tell you. Play with yourself.”

She rubbed the crack on both sides of her entry, slowly and lightly, feeling the smooth soft skin. 

She flattened her fingers on the creases and moved the palm of her hand in circles, hoping to reach her 

engorged nub.

“Take a dip inside and rub your clit. Flick it, stroke it, circle it.”

She moaned. 

“Trace my name on it, Natalia. My full name. You're mine.”

His possessive tone triggered another wave of wetness. She yearned for entry.

“Take another dip.”

God, yes.

“Give it a swirl inside. Like how it feels?”

“Yes!” she gasped.

“Now lick your fingers and taste yourself. That's how sweet you taste to me.”

She licked her fingers, one by one, sucking them clean. She smacked her lips with enthusiasm, 

knowing Mateo got off on her sounds.

“God, woman!”

She smiled triumphantly.

“Dig into the bag now and put it to work.”

She rummaged through the tissue paper in the bag and gasped. She didn't need to see it. By the feel 

of it alone, she knew what it was. She fished it out and found a huge vibrating dildo ready for use. A 



sex toy? He never used toys. Not before.

“Plunge it in. Turn it on low and bring it to your clit.”

“O-Oh!” The sensation made her come in seconds. God, was she that sex-starved that she came so 

easily just now?

“Did you come just now?” he grunted.

“Yes,” she breathed, the vibrator still on low in her hand.

“I didn't give you permission.” His voice was stern.

Her hand froze. She tried to silence her heavy breathing, but the vibrator made it nearly impossible 

for her to stifle it.

“I'll have to punish you,” he said, chuckling.

“No!”

“Keep fucking yourself—good. As if I'm fucking you. Pin yourself to the bed.”

The alarm she felt subsided as her attention turned toward the vibrator. She liked it when he used 

the F word. It was so unlike him to use it that she got off just on the word. 

“In and out and around. Take it deep inside. My dick. You like this, don't you?”

“Yes!”

“You know what I want to do to you?”

“No.” But she wanted to find out.

“Turn my dick up a notch.”

She moaned again.

“You've been naughty,” his husky voice teased. 

“Yes,” she exhaled.

“You know how I treat runaways?”

“No,” she breathed.

“I punish them.”

“No!” She inhaled sharply.

“Fuck yourself harder. Deeper. Faster.”

“Oh-oh-oooh!”

“That's how I punish a runaway. You like your punishment, yes?”

“Yes!”

“Clutch my dick. Bury it deep in you.”

“Oh, yes!”

“Oh, but I have more punishment for you.”



She was panting, trying to catch her breath.

“Lower my dick a tad. Brush it over your clit and dip it in again.”

She moaned.

“This is how I want to punish you, if you run away again.”

She heard a belt buckle.

“You hear that?”

“Yes.”

“I will leash you.”

She gasped. Another gush of wetness coated the vibrator.

“I will fuck you at will. Anytime. Anywhere. And you have no choice but to take it. Whether you 

want it or not.”

“Aah!” God. She was so close to coming. She wanted to come. 

“You like my threat of punishment, yes?”

“Yes! Please. Please let me come,” she begged. She squeezed her legs together.

“Up my dick a dose, bring yourself to the edge. If you come, you will be punished.”

“Oh, god!” So close. So unbearable. “Fucking Jesus!”

“Frustrating, isn't it?”

“Yes!” she cried, burning with hunger and desire.

“That's how I feel when I'm sitting here, behind bars, while you run away.”

“Please,” she whispered.

“Pull it out.”

She groaned in frustration.

“That's your punishment for coming without asking.”

Fuck it! Fuck you! Her body ached to come.

“Spread your juice all over your belly. That's how I want to spread my cum. All over your womb.”

Her thighs tightened, agitation building up. She so wanted to peak.

“Turn my dick down to the lowest setting and brush it over your boobs, your throat, your cheeks. 

Suck it.”

God, how could she get back at him for withholding her orgasm? She made loud sucking sounds 

and moans as she took his dick in her mouth. 

“Oh, god, Natalia.”

“Let me come,” she demanded.

“Command me again and I'll add a punishment,” he said roughly.



She didn't want another punishment. 

“Turn my dick off. Put it between your boobs. Let me feel your heartbeat.”

She laid the vibrator on her chest. Her breath was starting to even out, but her heart rate was still 

high.

“Play with it. Tease me. Make me think I'm going to get a boob job.”

Natalia directed her pent-up resentment deliciously. If he had been there, his dick would have no 

chance but to surrender between her mounds. 

“Turn my dick on low again. Snake it down to your thighs.”

The ripples along her flesh sent a thrill toward her mons. 

“Stroke toward your opening. Again and again. Do you like it?”

“Yes.” Her mouth grew slack, dry.

“Use my dick now to please yourself. All over. Your clit, your folds, your crack. Up the setting to 

the hilt, if you have to. Ask me when you get there.”

Natalia put the dick to work. She wanted to come so badly that she wasted no time and her hand 

soon tired from overdrive. “I'm getting there,” she gasped. 

“Ask me.”

“Please,” she sputtered.

“Please what?” God, he was being cruel. She was so on the edge.

“Please, may I come?” she whimpered.

“Come. Come for me. Now.”

“Aaaaaah!” she screamed her release. Her body jolted from the double whammy—this orgasm as 

well as the jilted orgasm from before.

“Scream my name.”

“Oh, Mateo! Oooh!”

“I'm not done with your punishment.”

She struggled to catch her breath. Her body glistened with sweat.

“Up my dick another bit and put it directly on your clit.”

The sensation was so intense, she bucked. “No!”

“Yes. Keep it there, or I'll have to add another punishment.”

“Oh, god!” Her body built up a slow burn, leaving her panting and gasping.

“Yes. Take it. If you run away again, do you know what I would do to you when you come to visit 

me and beg me to punish you?”

“N-No.” Her voice shook from her clit's contact with the vibrator.



“You will be wearing these same clothes under the trench coat. I will restrain you to my cell bars 

with my belt and fuck you with the same fucking machine until you scream for me to stop.”

“Aaah! Please stop,” she whimpered, squeezing her thighs together.

“Keep my dick on you,” he grunted. “Rub it up and down your folds. I'll make you come again and 

again, screaming my name, until you plead and beg me.”

“Mateo, please!” Her thighs parted.

“Thrust my dick in and whir it around,” he ordered. “The prison guards will let me fuck you 

senseless, because they'll be getting off on the scene. The inmates will go crazy with lust—hot and 

bothered; even if they can't see you or have you, they'd fuck just to the sounds of your frenzy. Everyone 

will know you like it. You like being fucked. You like being punished.”

“Oh, god! Jesus!” she exclaimed. She got even wetter.

“Do you like it? Dominating men's sexual fantasies? Driving them wild, mad enough to jack off? 

Knowing they can't get it, not from you?”

“Yes!” She clenched his dick.

“Grind my dick over your clit again,” he directed. “And when I'm done with you, I might pass the 

vibrator on to the guards to give them a shot. Let them know you are my woman and let them play only 

if I want to share.”

“No, Mateo!” She wasn't into being passed around. Her legs jerked anyway. Involuntary. Totally 

responding from the clit stimulation. “Oh, sweet Jesus. Oh, god, yes!”

“I'll fuck you until your knees buckle and you're hanging from my bars, too weak to refuse me, too 

weak to run away ever again.”

“Oh, oh, ohh!” she shrieked as she came again. “Jesus fucking Christ!”

“Hurts, doesn't it?” He knew she had come again.

She whimpered, sore from overuse and overstimulation.

“That's how I feel when you run away when I'm caged. Turn my dick off and stick it in. Feel 

yourself coming with the fullness of my dick inside. I like stuffing you, feeling you...milking me dry.”

She panted heavily, sweat dripping from her brow. “Mateo,” she whispered.

“You like it when I talk dirty, huh?” His voice was soft. Tender.

“Yes.”

“Is that why you never enjoyed it before?” He was earnest.

“Yes.” Her chest lifted. The weight she carried for over two years completely dissipated.

“Good. I can start with that.” 

Start? You mean, there's more? Natalia liked the sound of that. She couldn't wait to find out what 



that meant.

“Prison has given me perspective, Natalia. And I have many more perspectives to run across you, if 

you so desire.” 

She inhaled sharply.

“I'll take that as a yes.” 

She did not deny his assertion.

His gentle tone gave way to directives again. “You're coming home with my men on the next flight 

over tomorrow. After you land, keep your phone on, juiced, all the time. Bring it with you everywhere, 

the bathroom, the bedroom. If I call you, you need to answer, ready to be fucked, ready to be rewarded

—anytime, anywhere.”

“Yes.” 

“Yes, Sir.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“I wouldn't be caught in public if I were you. I would be a nice little girl and stay home where I 

should be. If you miss my call, even one time, for any reason, you can return the phone to my men and 

expect to be under house arrest until my release. That would be my punishment. Am I clear?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“All of your orgasms are mine. If you want it, you call me. You ask. I may reward you. I may not. 

Depends on how good you are and how well you beg and if the guards let the call through. If you 

please yourself without permission, I won't be fucking you on the phone either. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Now clean up as soon as you can and be my good little wife. Because when I get out of prison, 

there's no way I can keep my fucking hands off of you. And you can bet that clean will be the furthest 

thing from what my dirty little mind has in store for you.”

Oh, god. Where had this bad boy Mateo been hiding these past two years? Probably behind the 

gentleman facade. 

Did prison change him?

If you had ten minutes at a time on the phone, wouldn't you make the best of it? Her alter ego 

pressed.

Realization dawned. You're defending him! 

Not!

But you came like THREE times in TEN minutes! Shouldn't that tell you something?

Ping! The tight band that once constricted her chest snapped. Her heart parted open. 



Natalia suddenly knew with certainty that she loved Mateo as more than a friend and companion. 

And she knew just the thing that he would most want to have and that she would be capable of, and 

even willing to be, delivering. 

Papá, you were right. Love did come after security. 

“Mateo, I want your baby.”

“Good, we agree on that matter.”

“All your babies.”

He inhaled sharply.

“And I better be the only woman to give them to you.”

“Yes, Natalia.”

“I love you, Mateo.”

“I know. I love you, too, Natalia.”

They kissed over the phone and hung up. 

Natalia dropped the phone by her side. Her knuckles were white from gripping it so hard before. 

She removed the vibrator, which was dripping wet, wiped herself with her thong and wrapped her 

thong around the dildo to set it aside. Draping the comforter over herself, she curled up and collapsed 

into a deep contented sleep from pure exhaustion. She could clean up later when she had the energy.
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