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1

Vanessa

 

Christmas break. Damn, my flight would be leaving in three hours to go back to Seattle. I wasn’t looking forward to it. I’d never heard of a student not wanting to go home on vacation in real life. Sure, Harry Potter didn’t want to go home to his Uncle’s home, but anyone with family like that would like to stay at school. I didn’t have a hateful family. In fact, I had loving parents and two big brothers.

So why wouldn’t I want to go home? I didn’t care for college, and that was why I didn’t want to go home. I didn’t want to see what I was missing. The life I had back in Seattle and my family all around. It was childish, but I never spent that much time away from them before. Packing my suitcase, I gathered all the gifts I’d gotten my brothers and parents. It wasn’t a lot because I really didn’t want to shop or do anything. Most would say that I was homesick. I was.

They say college isn’t for everyone, and they were right. My grades in high school weren’t the best. How I thought I could make it in college was beyond me. Naturally, learning came harder to me, and now I was away from the people that helped push me through the four years of hell in high school. Who was going to get me through the next four years? It was my family’s fault I went to school anyway. If they hadn’t been so damn perfect, I wouldn’t have to prove myself. They hadn’t approved of it, but they knew it wasn’t really up to them.

My brother Cameron tried to talk me out of it, but no—I had become an adult. I remembered the first time I mentioned that I was going all the way to Illinois for college.

We were eating ice cream on a Sunday night out on the veranda. “So bro, I’m going to college this fall in Illinois.”

Cam’s eyes bugged out in pure shock and he had ice cream dribbling down his chin. He was handsome, but that look on his face still cracked me up. Reaching for a napkin, he wiped the chocolate off his face. “Vanessa, please. Why do you need to go so far away? The weather there isn’t much better than here. They get tornados,” he said seriously.

“Cam, I don’t want to be dependent on everyone all my life,” I whined. I really hated my reliance on them. They were all hardworking, brilliant, and successful.

“You aren’t. You have your own inheritance, so technically you don’t need any of us once you’re married or twenty-one. I definitely hope it’s the latter, but you’ll be well off.”

“I need this, Cam. Mom and Dad are onboard even though they’re not happy about it. Please don’t try to talk me out of it.”

“Okay, Van, but promise if you need anything or have a problem that you can’t handle don’t hesitate to call. I’ll be there in a flash.”

“Thanks.”

I sat on my bed hoping that going back home wouldn’t be everything I fondly remembered. My phone buzzed with a text from the cab company. They were downstairs. I walked out of my dorm and jumped in the cab. I shared my room with one other girl who was the complete opposite of me. She partied since the first day she got there, but she left to go back home a day before the semester finished. I was one of the few who were still at school. It was like a ghost town when I left.

It wasn’t too long before I was on the plane waiting for it to take off. I was about to turn off my wifi on my phone and put it in airplane mode when a text came in from my brother Cam.
Sorry, Van. Can’t pick you up, but my head of security will. His name is Tim. I’ll send you his employee photo so you know who to be waiting for.

Okay
, was all I texted back.

I second later the photo popped up. Holy shit! This was the guy who was picking me up? I had to zoom in to get him closer to me; he was so fine. I damn near licked my screen. Thankfully, I held back because the flight attendant came up to tell me it was time to switch to airplane mode.

After doing as she asked, I went back to the photo. Hot damn. His thick head of hair was perfect for the photo, but all I could think of was running my hands through it, fucking it all up. I swallowed several times as I thought about his mouth. It was so bad the flight attendant asked if I was afraid of flying and if I needed some water.

“Yes, please. I’m not afraid to fly, just anxious to go home.” I really was. The instant I saw his face, Tim made me want to come home. It was chiseled and strong. His brows screamed all man. Every inch of the small image had me panting. His broad shoulders barely made it into the photo. Suddenly I was jealous of the woman that worked in HR who took the staff pictures. She got to stare at him. I bet she even kept a copy for herself. I worked myself into a fit, like this guy was mine in a matter of a heartbeat. I knew nothing about him except that he worked for Cameron. They often sparred in the gym downstairs, but I never met him before. Since Cam worked a lot, I didn’t want to interrupt him when he was getting his workouts in.

God, I wondered what would have happened if I’d walked in on him and Cameron fighting MMA style. Would he be shirtless and a sweaty mess? I moaned thinking about him tackling me to the ground. Would he be breathing heavy as he crushed me with his frame? I shouldn’t even be thinking of him like I was. He could be married with kids or already taken.

Needing a distraction from my fantasies, I popped my headphones in and hit shuffle on my phone. I cracked up because the first track playing was Mariah Carey’s Fantasy. I turned it up, leaned my seat back, and closed my eyes. I think I hit repeat over and over again until I fell asleep. 

Visions of him calling my name in a deep voice penetrated my brain. Not that I was sure that he had a deep voice, but he had a rough voice in my head. It wasn’t him. The guy next to me was tapping me. “Miss, we’re landing.”

“Oh, thanks.” I blushed and righted my seat.

He had a smirk. “Do you listen to those audible books or something?”

“I don’t. Why?”

It was his turn to blush. Then a woman’s teasing voice came from behind me. “Because…the way you were moaning we thought you were listening to some erotic novel.”

I turned crimson, closed my eyes and tried to pretend that I wasn’t mortified, but there was no hiding it. Holy shit, I was so freaking embarrassed. I excused myself to use the restroom, splashing cold water on my face to cool the redness that I wasn’t sure came from the dream or my wake up call. Either way, I needed to get my shit together before I saw Tim. My body throbbed with desire, and I hadn’t actually met him yet. What the fuck was I going to do?

There was a knock on the bathroom door. “It’s time to take your seats, please.”

 

“I’m on my way out,” I called out.

 

2

Tim

When Cameron asked me to pick up his sister for the Christmas holiday, I had no idea that I was going to lose my shit from just a picture. Cam sent one of her smiling in the summer sun. I couldn’t even see her eyes because she was wearing sunglasses, but I knew that she was gorgeous. Vanessa James, who the fuck hid you from me this past year?

It was like Cam didn’t want me to know his sister, but that was just too bad. After taking on the task of scooping up the little princess, I had to get ready. Her flight wasn’t landing for three more hours, but I needed to look my best.

Because I was technically working, I was going to pick her up in a suit. After all, didn’t they say women love men in suits like we love them in lingerie? I would love to see her naked. My dick was growing quickly in my pants. I didn’t even have my phone in front of me. I pulled out a fresh suit and laid it on the bed. Looking at my face in the mirror, I rubbed my chin wondering if I kissed her would she mind the hair. Her face was too beautiful to damage with my beard. I decided the day’s growth needed to go.

I jumped in the shower and let the water hit my bare chest, soften up my scruff before I chopped it off. Letting the water spray against me, I envisioned her sweet lips pressed against my body. Her little hands would run along my abs. I groaned and took my stiffening cock in hand, squeezing it slightly. Closing my eyes, I started stroking myself. Thinking about her flesh that looked so smooth, I wondered how she would taste. With each stroke, I thought about how much I wanted her and what I would do to her. She was going to get fucked so hard. It wasn’t long before I was coming against the shower wall.

After washing off the cum from my body and the wall, I jumped out of the shower. I shaved my face so she didn’t see the grizzly me, that she’d get later. Looking smooth, I got ready to go pick up the princess.

~~~~~

It was the start of winter and it was already cold as shit, so I had to warm up the truck and take it for a quick wash. There was a large snowfall last week, but most of it had disappeared which would go a long way to keeping it clean. When I got to the airport, I parked in the pick-up lane and walked into the baggage claim area. I waited impatiently there for her. My palms were sweating as more time passed. It felt like hours, but it was more like minutes. Four minutes to be exact, but my heart thumped harder with ever tick of the clock. I wiped them on my pants, trying to stay calm, but it wasn’t working. I felt like the narrator in Poe’s
The Tell Tale Heart
. The sound of my own heartbeat was driving me mad. I had to step out into the cold Seattle air to cool the heat pumping madly through my body. Craving her was pissing me off. Why would one image of a smiling barely legal woman send me into unbelievable frenzy?

I had to rush back in because her flight was landing at any moment. I looked at the arrivals board, and it had just pulled in. It wasn’t long before she was coming out of the terminal…with a man walking alongside her. She blushed, and it wasn’t something I particularly enjoyed. She was ten times more beautiful in person and that blush fucked with my cock. I wanted to growl and punch him in the head, but I didn’t have a right. She pinked-up again when he winked at her. Fucking cocksucker. I had to mentally calm myself down before I lost it for a woman I hadn’t even spoken to, but that was something I was just about to rectify.

“Miss James,” I called out in a stern voice. She turned to the sound of her name, and her facial expression sent a tingle straight to my balls. The little princess was interested—very interested.

“Tim?” she asked in a shaky voice while looking around for the guy that just left her side and not even making eye contact with me.

Suddenly, I was fit to be tied. Jealousy rushed through me. “Yes, I’m Tim. Let’s get your suitcase so I can take you to your parents,” I said gruffly, my anger tainting my words. It was an emotion I wasn’t used to. I couldn’t hide my annoyance, but she took it the wrong way, like I didn’t want to do this. She grabbed her luggage off the carousel and started to walk out to the cars.

“Hello, do you mind waiting? You don’t even know what kind of vehicle I’m driving.”
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