
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Drunk Girl’s Fantasies
 
        3 Short Story Collection
 
    
 
   RESTLESS
 
   RECKLESS
 
   ROWDY
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lily Evans
 
    
 
   


  
 


 
    
 
   Drunk Girl’[bookmark: _GoBack]s Fantasies
 
   3 Short Story Collection
 
   Copyright © 2012 by Lily Evans
 
   Cover design by Lily Evans
 
    
 
    
 
   Amazon Edition, License Notes
 
   This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This e-book may not be re-sold or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with.  If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to Amazon and purchase your own copy.  Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
 
    
 
   This book is a work of fiction.  The characters and events portrayed in this book are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.   Any similarity to real person, living or dead is purely coincidental and not intended by the author.
 
    
 
   All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever.  
 
   




 
   [bookmark: toc]Table of Contents
 
   RESTLESS
 
   RECKLESS
 
   ROWDY
 
   ABOUT THE AUTHOR
 
    
 
   




 
    
 
   Ashley, Georgia and Hailie, three friends who on a night filled with too much tequila lay it on the line.  Each writes down a fantasy.  Something they would never do on their own… 
 
   But with each other’s help, they might just do anything! 
 
    
 
   
[bookmark: _Toc335235509]RESTLESS
 
   I knew one day that drinking was going to get me into a shitload of trouble and boy was I right.  I’ve done some crazy stuff in my life, especially when I’ve been loaded up with top-shelf tequila, but this was the craziest, the worst, and the most embarrassing.  And no matter what I thought of my friends, I never thought that they would hold me to something that was done after one too many shots.  
 
   Never.  
 
   Boy was I wrong.
 
   I shared way too much with my best buds and they took full advantage.  They wanted me to get out of my shell after a crappy year of break-ups and loss of job promotion, etc. etc.  I just wanted to be numb for the night.  
 
   And this is where it gets me… 
 
   “Girl, you have to get out there now.”  Hailie pokes her head through the curtain near the side of the stage and adds, “The crowd’s getting restless.”
 
   “None of you told me that when I wrote this down on a piece of paper that I would be dancing around a stripper pole in the busiest club in Nashville.”  I hiss through clenched teeth, the color high on my cheeks.  I glance down at the miniscule bra/skirt thingy I’m being somewhat forced to parade around in in public.  It’s gorgeous and it better be, it cost me a bloody fortune and it took me two weeks to finally pick something out.  A sheer black ruffled bodice with deep red ribbons, trim, a matching sheer ruffled thong and fuck- me shoes.  Five inch black patent leather one inch platform glittery strappy sandals that I can barely stand in let alone dance on a stage and swing from a pole.  Basically I’m naked, which is not acceptable. 
 
   At least not normally.  
 
   Crossing my arms over my chest, I glare at my two best friends suddenly second-guessing everything.  Life, love, pole dancing, and most of all, tequila.  I’m beginning to think that it’s spawned from the devil himself, along with my damn friends.
 
   “You’re the one that wrote it on your slip of paper.”  And just in case I forgot, Hailie holds up that same said slip of paper and waves it delightedly in front of my face.  I roll my eyes.  Other than cursing loudly and drawing more undo attention to myself, that’s about all I can think of.  She lifts her brow in amusement.  “So don’t go blaming me, chica.”
 
   My nostrils flare slightly as I purse my lips, which is only turning my lacquered mouth into a more enticing picture.  “Why do I have to go first?”  
 
   “Number one, Georgia’s fuck fest pick is out of town right now and number two, I’m working up my nerve.”
 
   I snort.  
 
   Georgia’s eyes travel to my ample breast so I glance down to observe a generous amount of my cleavage and puckered nipples showing through the sheer fabric.  “You’re turned on by the whole thing already.”  Why she feels the need to bring that up is beyond me.  
 
   I blink and squirm.  I’ll deny with my last dying breath that the sheer material between my legs is soaking wet.  “Am not ya bitches.”  I tug on my might-as-well-not-be-there skirt, but to no avail.  My ass is still hanging out for all the world to see.
 
   Hailie releases her grip on the curtain with a chuckle.  “You promised us that once you finished your lessons, you would do a dance in front of a real crowd.  Not just in front of a bunch of homemakers trying to add a little excitement to their lives bitch.”
 
   “Ohmygod!”  Leaning down with my hands on my knees with my head practically between my legs I take several deep breaths feeling sure that I’m going to pass out at any second.  Rising up quickly, I get a little dizzy but right myself with outstretched arms as if I’m on a balance beam.  “I can’t do it.”
 
   “Yes you can, Ash,” Hailie encourages.  “You can do anything you want.”
 
   “You’re not just doing this for you, you’re doing this for all us,” Georgia pipes in encouragingly.  She reaches out and grabs for one of my hands, squeezing it tightly with her red-tipped talons.  “Just remember, girl, it’s only three minutes of your life and then you can say fuck off to anyone and everyone.”  
 
   I have to grin at that.
 
   “Yeah,” Hailie agrees.  “You said you were restless.  Tired of your boring existence.  Wanted to try something wild and crazy…”
 
   I quickly cut her off with a growl.  “I was fucking drunk on who knows how many tequila shots.”
 
   “Top of the line tequila shots,” Georgia adds with a shit-eating grin and thousand dollar shoes.
 
   “Damn.”  I let out a deep, gut wrenching sigh.  Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath.  My almost D cup sized breasts rise and fall rapidly.  I just know I’m going to hyperventilate any second.   If they pop out while I’m twisting around on the pole, I’m going to die.  I put a hand on each of my breasts just to confirm they are being firmly held by the material.  That is, if it can really be called that.  “Is it crowded?”  I am not sure why I bother to even ask, I can hear the loud chatter, hoots, and hollers all the way back stage.
 
   “Fuckin’ packed,” Hailie cries with glee.  “And there are some hot-assed guys right smack-dab in the front.”
 
   “I’m gonna die!” I screech wobbling on my heels.  “And if say for a laugh I don’t fucking die out there, I’m going to break a fucking ankle on these damn stilletos.”
 
    “No you’re not, sweetie,” Georgia encourages as she places the red sequin Mardi Gras type mask over my head and proceeds to fluff my long almost black large roller curled hair to extreme heights.  “Fuckin’ hot!”
 
   “Yeah, but what a way to go.”  Hailie laughs.  “Definitely look fuckin’ hot!”  She punches my abs lightly.  “Those classes are paying off.  Your body is fuckin’ tight.  Steel fuckin’ abs to die for!  Real ginormous tits and abs of steel.”  She crosses her arms over her chest.  “So not fair.”  She shakes her head.  “I’m firing my personal trainer when Monday rolls around.”
 
   I roll my eyes at Hailie’s copious use of the ‘f’ word.  “You don’t have a personal trainer, babe.”
 
   “Fuck, that must be what my problem is.”  Hailie smiles, slapping her thigh, bent over at the waist like she just told the funniest of jokes.
 
   “Ha, ha,” I reply with sarcastic undertones.  I can’t deny I feel hot.  I love the outfit I ordered online and the mask.  My hair even looks surprisingly hot.  All I desire now is one extra something to put the extra oomph in my attitude. 
 
   Georgia lays her hand on my arm and her voice goes soft.  “If someone wants to take you home are you going to let them?”  
 
   “You’ve got to be shitting me?”  I yell loudly wanting to make sure my two best friends hear me loud and clear.  “There’s no fucking way I’m going home to fuck a perfect stranger.”
 
   “Even if he’s super out of this world hot?”  Hailie clarifies as if I would walk out the door with some homely man.  
 
   I snort aloud.  There’s only one man that I find super out of this world hot, and he’s not gonna be here to see me dance.  So…I mean really just thinking of him sends tingling sensations of heat to places left unsaid—especially since there’s no one around to ease said aches except for myself and my little drawer buddy.  So depressing.  And I do look hot.  Smoking hot.  I’m gonna keep repeating it in my head over and over again like a goddamn mantra.  
 
   I sigh deep.  I hate men.  No I don’t, I love men.  I just want one of my very own.  God, now I sound like that crazy girl on that cartoon with all the animals.  I’ll hug you and squeeze you and make you my very own.  It’s enough to make me shudder.  
 
   Hailie and Georgia give each other looks that I don’t like.  “If he’s hot, she’s gonna give him some of that.”  Hailie waves her hand in front of me encompassing my entire person.
 
   “Right now I hate both of you guys.”  
 
   “No you don’t.” Hailie chuckles, her gaze turning serious.  “You need this.  You need to feel hot and special and wanted.”
 
   She is right.  This past year was kinda rough.  I take that back.  It was like someone had scraped my entire body with the highest grade sandpaper for months leaving me raw.  Catching my husband fucking some random chick in our bed was just the tip of the iceberg.  And when I say random, I mean random.  The fucking bastard had just met her at the convenience store down the street from our house before bringing her home to stick his dick in her on our bed.  
 
   I had mistakenly thought everything was great with us.  Boy was I ever wrong.  Turns out he’d been having random hookups from day one.  First thing I did was toss him out on his ass, change the locks, hire an attorney, and divorce his cheating ass.  That left me in my staid suburban two-story white stucco ‘dream’ house alone.  
 
   I know this little stunt is going to extremes, but when we sat down a few weeks back and got completely wasted in my cavernous, empty, vanilla living room we had all written down an outrageous deed or dare we would do if we could do anything in the world with no consequences and this is what I wrote down.  That’ll teach me to not drink so damn much and what do these chicas do?  They hold me to it no questions asked.  No arguments.  There is not a damn thing I can do about it now.  
 
   Now for the gorgeous lady in red.  Daredevil!
 
   My body freezes, a cold sweat breaks out over my upper lip and I begin to groan as I hear my name for the night being called over the loudspeaker.  Why the fuck am I doing this?  Because I need to feel empowered again, that’s why.
 
   Georgia hands me a shot of tequila and I down it quickly.  My eyes watering as it goes down fast.  
 
   “You go girl.”  Hailie slaps me on the back and Georgia puts her hand on my mid-back pushing me up the stairs.  Taking one more glance over my shoulders, I glare at them both.  
 
   Fuck.  Here goes nothing.
 
   Oh God!
 
   I stumble, barely catching myself as I sweep through the curtains on the beat of Def Leppard’s Pour Some Sugar On Me blaring though the loud speakers and stare out into a sea of shouting, smiling, drunk men with just a smattering of women in the crowd.  
 
   I stop, after taking a deep breath a mysterious smile spreads across my face.  None of these people know who I am.  I’ve got a mask and I’m hot, just as Hailie said.  Fuck ‘em.  Fuck every last one of ‘em.  
 
   Strutting out, I run my hands up and down my sides, running my tongue over my lips I instinctively spin.  With my back to the crowd, I look over my left shoulder and catch his eye and I want to run off the stage when his gaze rakes over my body from the top of my head down to the five inch heels covering my dainty feet and back up again only pausing briefly on my best asset, my tits.   Reluctantly he lifts his gaze back to my eyes while all the while removing what little bit of clothing I’m still wearing with his gorgeous piercing blue ones.  
 
   Fuck!  I thought I felt naked before.
 
   Perfection personified with a long-necked bottle of beer being held between two of his fingers. His long muscular legs stretched out in front of him in a somewhat deceptively casual pose.  He conveys a look about him that says he’s ready to strike.  His clear blue eyes spell out that he’s definitely not drunk but watching every move I make with intensity. 
 
   What’s he doing here?
 
   What the fuck.
 
   Concentrate Ashley or you’re going to fall on your ass and that will just make matters a whole lot worse.
 
   Lifting my brow, I blow him a kiss.  He immediately lifts his hand and acts as if he’s catching it in his large manly palm.  Which is super cute and he’s more than cute.  He’s fucking hot.  Hot as sin right after going to confessional.  Strong jaw, full—please, please, please kiss me—lips, and two deep adorable dimples pop out as he winks at me. 
 
   Damn!  
 
   My sex flushes as heat dampens my already see-through panties.  My breasts swell to unnatural proportions.  My nipples pull even tighter as I’m sure they are screaming to the audience in the sheer, barely there almost see through outfit—look at me, look at me, please look at me.  Here I am, and I’m fucking turned on by strutting around this bunch of strangers.
 
   Why in God’s name do I have to like cute guys so much?
 
   Leaning over at the waist, my ass is now sticking up in the air.  Bending my knees, I crouch low on the stage and raise my back up twisting until I’m facing the audience as my head comes up his gaze locks on mine once again.   One thick black eyebrow high on his forehead looks wantonly sinful and sexy, just what the doctor ordered.
 
   My eyes narrow as I try not to squirm making my way to the silver pole in the middle of the stage.  My hips sensually sway to the rocking beat.  Taking long seductive catwalk strides across the floor, my heels tap out a twin beat with the music.  
 
   How can I be attracted to a man trying to get busy with a damn stripper?  Does he do this all the time?  Not that there’s anything wrong with strippers, I know they’re not all ho’s, but…he’s setting me on fire with those eyes alone and is making it very difficult for me to grip the pole as my thighs are getting more soaking wet by the second.  
 
   If I’m going to be completely honest with myself, he’s really my secret fantasy.  However, there is no way in hell I am going to write that down on a piece of paper for someone to find, especially my best friends.  Even though I know that they already know since I apparently felt the need to bare my fucking soul to them that night.  Loneliness and tequila.  Bad combination!  
 
   Grasping the pole, I spin around with my arm straight and wrap one calf around the pole.  Gripping it with both hands, I spin with my legs spread wide.  I lift myself up off the ground with my arms and legs.  Now several feet off the floor, I arch my back amidst the loud roar as the patrons cheer loudly at the performance and I’ve only started.  
 
   This feels fucking fantastic!
 
   My muscles burn and as my pulse increases, I feel so sexy.  I wonder if I rub my clit enough times on the pole if I could come.   All I need to do is add a screaming orgasm in front of a drunken masturbating audience to the list of things to be embarrassed about in my life.  God I want to come.  After all, it might stop me from shaking so badly.  
 
   Holding on with my thighs, I dance my hands and arms as I lean back against the pole.  With my back against the pole I spread my legs wide.  Rolling up I grasp the pole above my hands and with bent knees I do a split with one leg against the pole and the other down towards the ground.  
 
   I lift myself with only my thighs dropping until my back is against the pole once again, my head laying seductively towards the floor.  Lowering one of my legs, I wrap my top ankle around the pole and spread my legs wide; my right leg stretches out in a straight line, now wrapping my right knee around the pole I slowly slide down doing the splits on the floor. 
 
    Rising up on my knees, I spread my legs wide, arching my back with arms back and fall to my stomach.   Rolling over with my legs wide I sit back up into a split before crawling back to the pole to grab a hold and pull up to a standing position.  Crawling up the pole with my hands and knees, I swing around holding on with only one hand.  Grabbing the pole between my thighs and pulling my right leg behind, I hold my right ankle with my left hand and spin around the bar.
 
   Finally letting go, I slide back down landing on my toes spinning on one foot as I slide down into the splits.  Lying flat against my outstretched leg I roll over the floor and lift myself to my knees.  Stopping head bowed, I pant, my breasts rise and fall with a satisfied smile now plastered across my face.  
 
   Yes!
 
   I did it!
 
   I feel fabulous and know it shows on my face.  My head lifts immediately capturing his deep blue eyes as he watches me, his lips curve into a deeper full-on gorgeous smirk his eyes are now warm liquid pools of fuck me.
 
   Pushing myself to a standing position, I pull in a breath, pivot to the curtain and sashay through the opening where I’m immediately attacked by Hailie and Georgia. 
 
   “Ohmy-fucking-God!”  Hailie gushes loudly.  “That was fucking amazing!”  
 
   Georgia turns me to her with a grip on my upper arms, shaking me hard in her enthusiasm.  “You bitch,” she teases, jabbing me in the chest with her index finger.  “You’ve been practicing and not telling a soul.”
 
   “Just a couple nights after class.”  I shrug, still working at evening out my breathing.  “And maybe a few extra Saturdays.  I like it.”  Gulping in air, my hand presses against my belly.  “I feel strong.  Alive.”  I reach up and pull the mask off my face leaving it dangling from my fingers.  
 
   Hailie jumps up and down.  “Awesome!”
 
   “She’s right.”  My spine stiffens at the deep, gravelly voice behind me.  No.  No.  No.  “Fuckin’ amazing.”  Right then and there I swear I’m going to kill them.
 
    My belly flutters.  I close my eyes and count to ten.  I’m practically naked and the only thought going through my mind right now is I really, really, really want my big Titans sweatshirt that hangs almost to my knees and to be wrapped in a big blanket on my comfortable couch.  I don’t want to be dressed this way in front of this guy.  He’s too sexy.  Too…whatever…He makes me giggly.  He makes me shaky.  He makes my knees feel like jelly.  He makes my body hot and liquidy.  Did I say hot and liquidy?   And he is making me feel all tongue-tied like a total idiot.
 
   With my arms crossed over my chest in the best defensive gesture I can think of at the moment, I spin as gracefully as possible on the five inch platforms and look up, up, and yes, up some more.  Yep, the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen and at this moment, I want the floor to open up and swallow me whole.
 
   He looks at me with a flat out smile that accentuates his dimples.  They are deep, gorgeous craters on either side of his full, yummy, undeniably kissable lips.
 
   “Daredevil.”  I don’t know how it’s possible, but his dimples seem to deepen a little more as his voice rumbles.  Somehow his voice permeates every nerve ending in my body, shooting sparks to places I didn’t even know could tingle.  Standing with his hands deep in the pockets of his faded jeans, his legs are planted wide with his head slightly cocked.
 
   I take a deep breath.  “Uh…hi.”  My brows furrow.  I lift my hand in a small gesture of greeting.  I know who he is.  My best friends know I know who he is.  And I want to know why he’s here.  Why he’s in this particular club on this particular night?  Why he’s watching me work a pole like my rent depends on it?  I know the look on my face has to be one of immense confusion.  
 
   “Hi.”  His look intense, his eyes flare molten hot and they’re definitely blue which I love the combination with his black hair.  A very sexy contrast.  Together we’re like dark and darker.
 
   My eyes move back and forth from Hailie to Georgia and back again.  They have the biggest I’m-most-definitely-up-to-something grins on their faces.  
 
   Dead.  
 
   Going to kill them dead.  
 
   Just as soon as I’m out of these mini torture chambers called shoes.  
 
   Dead.  Dead.  Dead.
 
   “Umm…do I know you?”  Smooth Ashley.  Act like you don’t know who the hell this man is.  Real smooth.
 
   “Not really.”  He reaches out and brushes a strand of hair off my perspiring forehead.
 
   His touch arrests me, stops me cold, speechless.  Looking back at Hailie and Georgia again the confusion etches even deeper between my brows.  One look at my friends and I know they have conspired against me.  They knew my deepest, darkest fantasies and they knew he was one of them.  I turn my head and stare right into his eyes nearly losing myself in the process.  “Have I seen you before?”  
 
   We stare at each other.  I can tell by the sparkle in his eyes that he knows I’m prevaricating.  My eyes glance off every angle of his chiseled features pretending as if I’m trying to place him.  Like I’d ever forget some guy this smoking hot?  Hailie and Georgia aren’t idiots.
 
   “Oh, yeah.”  His blue eyes darken to an almost midnight blue with those words and I know he knows I’m trying to pretend I don’t know who the hell he is.  He’s obviously not a stupid man, which is good.  I’m not for sure why this surprises me.  I’m obviously not a very good liar.
 
   “I really need to get dressed.”  I feel like I’m asking for permission when I really don’t have to.  I’m free to do whatever I want, but I can’t seem to make my feet work.  I can’t seem to pull my gaze from his desire filled eyes.
 
   His grin grows even sexier.  “Not on my account, darlin’.” 
 
   I nod.  “Most definitely on your account,” I whisper.
 
   “Am I making you feel uncomfortable, darlin’?”  He smiles, leaning in real close and my heart begins thumping like crazy again. 
 
   I nod again.  Completely at his mercy and completely turned on.
 
   He leans into me; his breath hot just beneath my ear.  I shiver as I feel his teeth graze my lobe as he speaks, “I’m your neighbor.”
 
   I turn my head bringing my mouth approximately less than a half an inch from his and ask, “You are?”
 
   This time he nods.  “You wave at me when you check your mail or get your newspaper.”
 
   “I do?”  Sex brownie points I am not making right now.  Sexy neighbor I need an orgasm points have been practically flown out the proverbial window.
 
   He nods again.  His eyelids lower over his heating eyes, his left hand settles at my waist which just happens to be naked and the heat of his touch is making my belly clench with delicious tingles.
 
   “Oh.”  I bite my bottom lip.  “Sorry, I’ve been so busy.”  I’m going to kick my own ass when I get home.  
 
   “I gathered.”  His eyes gleam in the darkness.  He actually sounds more amused than irritated.  “Don’t worry, I’ll help you with your time management skills.”  He leans close.  “Starting tonight.”
 
   My mouth falls slightly open.  If it was me, I would feel hurt if someone didn’t notice me, or in my case pretends to not know me.  He actually seems amused which floors me.
 
   He leans down again and speaks for my ears only.  “By the way, love that short pink robe.”
 
   I suck in a breath.  Heat rises to my cheeks. Scooting around him I mutter, “I’ve got to get dressed.”  I race to the dressing room where I had left my bag and change of clothes. As soon as I enter the room I slam the door shut and lock it.  I don’t care if Hailie and Georgia want to come in.  I’m gonna kill them.  They did this on purpose.  I look up at the ceiling.  I’m gonna kill ‘em.  Kill ‘em dead.  One hundred percent dead.  And then I’m gonna hide their bodies where they’ll never be found.  
 
   Ripping open the zipper on my bag, I pull out my faded jeans and even more faded pink T-shirt tossing them to the ground along with my matching pink flip flops.  Removing my shoes, I let out a sigh of relief.  Spreading my toes, I lean down to massage my arches for about ten seconds before I hear the knob on the door rattle ominously.  
 
   “Let me in Ashley.”
 
   “I’m changing my clothes.”
 
   “Let me in Ashley.”
 
   “I don’t even know you.”
 
   “Let me in Ashley and we’ll get to know each other.”
 
   I growl.  “What if I don’t want to get to know you?”
 
   “You do.”
 
   “You’re arrogant and too good looking for your own good,” I yell through the door.
 
   “You think I’m good looking?”
 
   “Really?”  I growl again.  “You’re really standing out there asking me that question?”
 
   “Uh…yeah.”  He chuckles.  “’Cause I think you’re fucking insanely gorgeous.”
 
   “Really?” I step towards the door.
 
   “Are you fucking blind?”
 
   “No.”
 
   The doorknob jiggles again.  “Let me in, sweetheart.”
 
   “I’m not your sweetheart,” I call through the door in a singsongy voice. 
 
   “You could be.”
 
   I look up at the ceiling again and say in a mutter, “Why do guys have to be such Neanderthal assholes?”
 
   “Who’re you talking to sweetheart?”
 
   “I said I’m not your sweetheart.”
 
   “Come on baby,” he says really close to the door.  “Open up.  Can’t we just talk a minute?”
 
   “You’re not going to go away are you?”  I didn’t even try to keep the annoyance out of my voice.
 
   “Nope.”  I swear I hear a smug smile in his voice and it’s beginning to piss me off.
 
   I stomp over to the door grimacing as my tortured feet pound on the hard yellowing linoleum on the way.  Twist the lock and wrench the door open throwing it wide, crossing my arms protectively over my chest.  “Five minutes.” 
 
   “That’s all I need baby,” he says as he saunters into the dressing room as if he walks into strippers dressing rooms every day.
 
   I lift one brow pleased that I’m able to pull it off when I want to.  “That’s not giving me much confidence, darlin’.”  I mock his endearment.
 
   He doesn’t look offended, he looks amused as hell.
 
   “How ‘bout a drink?”  He looks down at the pile of clothes I tossed out of my bag on the floor.  
 
   “I don’t know you.”  I take everything in about him within thirty seconds of him walking in the room and I would have loved to take a bit longer to peruse his killer body.  He fills out his faded jeans deliciously.  “You could be a freaking serial killer for all I know.  I’ve not watched America’s Most Wanted in a while.”
 
   “Cute.”  There goes that fucking cocky grin again.  “And I like me some cute.”
 
   “Of course you do.”  My voice chock-full of sarcasm and there is no way in hell it could hold any more.
 
   “My name’s Gage.”  He steps further into the room.
 
   “What kinda name is Gage?” I ask, tucking a strand of long black hair behind my ear.
 
   “Don’t ask.”  He’s so gorgeous it nearly takes my breath away.
 
   “I’m asking.”  I bite my lower lip, waiting.  
 
   “My dad hunts.”  He prowls towards me, his eyes gleaming like banked flames as he watches my teeth play with my red glossed mouth.
 
   My brow rises even higher.  An erotic sensation swoops through my sex as he finally raises his hooded blue eyes back to mine.  His eyes speak volumes to what he would like to do with me, or at least with my mouth.
 
   “As in twelve-gauge Shotgun.”
 
   “So, G-a-u-g-e?”
 
   “No, thank God, my mom stepped up.”  He smirks.  “G-a-g-e.”
 
   “Gage,” I repeat the name.  “I like it.  Very manly.”
 
   “Glad you like it.”
 
   “What do you do, Gage?”
 
   “I’m a detective for the NPD.”
 
   “Oh,” I try to hide my grimace.  “Do you come to strip clubs often?”  My brows lift in question.
 
   He shrugs.  “Not really my thing.”  I can see he’s studying me with the type of concentration that must be required for a police detective.  “A few of my buddy’s bachelor parties.  Stuff like that.”  He closes the distance between us.  “But I don’t need it to get my rocks off if that’s what you’re concerned about.”
 
   “You can do whatever you want.”  One shoulder lifting.
 
   “Good to know.”  He bends down picking up my jeans by one of the belt loops and holds them out to me.  “Put these on and come have one drink with me.”  He keeps his gaze focused on mine as he holds out a piece of my clothing only managing to remind me that I’m standing in a small room practically naked with him.
 
   “Are you asking or telling, Gage?”  I tilt my head back studying his reaction to my question.  I really needed to know his answer.
 
   “Whatever gets your ass in these jeans, your ass in my car, and your fuckin’ hot lips wrapped around a drink that I’ve bought you.”  It’s a statement, not a question which is really hot.  Decisive, demanding, powerful.  Hot.
 
   “Good answer.”  Damn.  I couldn’t help but laugh.  “Are you always this persistent?”  I cross my arms under my breasts and they push up precariously over the top of my bra.
 
   His eyes follow their movement.  I look down realizing the globes of my breasts are in imminent danger of spilling which looks to be the precise direction Gage would like them to go.  I lower my arms in a manner I hope doesn’t reflect that I know what he’s looking at and know what he wants.  He grins at my movements and I know I’m fucked.  He must be a damn good detective.
 
   “When what I want is being difficult.”
 
   Thinking about his offer for a moment, I look him up and down and shake my head from side to side as if resigned to his offer.  “Fine.”  I reach for my jeans and yank them out of his hand and take a step closer poking him in the ribs with my blood red tipped nail, if you wanted to call it that.  I have a bad habit of biting my nails when I’m nervous.  Even right at this moment I’m resisting the urge to stick my finger in my mouth and gnaw on the ragged edge.  “But you can’t stay in here while I’m changing.”  With my finger still digging into his rib, I push him to the door and reach around him to twist the knob.  He puts out his hand, his palm lands flat stopping me from opening the door further.
 
   “Ya sure?”  He lifts his hand and sets it at the crook of my neck and shoulder with his thumb rubbing delicious circles over my jaw and my nipples harden.
 
   My heart skitters and nearly stops as I think about it.  Contemplating whether I’m truly sure or not.  “Don’t push your luck, buddy.”  
 
   He leans in, wraps one arm around my waist bringing me flush against his hard body and with the other tucks that same wayward strand back behind my ear.  Cupping my cheek before leaning down, he surprises me with a brush of his lips over mine.  A sigh escapes me as I shiver beneath his touch.  
 
   He steps through the door right before I slam it shut, calling, “Later darlin’.”  An obvious smile in his voice as he walks, no I take that back, saunters arrogantly past Hailie and Georgia whose heads swivel and follow his exit.  Who can blame them, his ass is round and taut and delicious looking.  Man, I want to take a bite out of that piece of flesh.
 
   I groan, step back in the room and slam the door.  As soon as the door is closed tightly, I lean back against it.  My belly curls and heats sweetly in anticipation making me grin.  So caught up in the delicious tingles that are still floating willy-nilly throughout my body, I jump as loud knocks reverberate at ear level.  Stepping away from the door, I slowly open it and peek through the thin crack.  “You are not fucking coming in here.”  Fuck, I sound breathless.
 
   “OMG!”  Georgia cries on a loud whisper.  “Let us in, crazy girl.”  Both girls push through the door.  
 
   I didn’t think Hailie’s smile could be any bigger.  “Spill.  Spill.  Spill.”
 
   Turning my back on my soon to be two ex-best friends, I head to my bag bending over to scoop my T-shirt off the floor and begin to peel myself out of the barely-there lingerie. 
 
   “So,” Hailie continues.  “What’s up with hotness?”
 
   “Yeah,” Georgia seconds, perching on the edge of the velvet stool that sits in front of the vanity.  
 
   First things first, I finish dressing and once I slip my feet into the hot pink flip flops I brought because I knew my feet would be killing me after dancing around in those fuck-me heels.  After planting my hands on my cocked hips, I throw a glare at Hailie and not to be partial, I turn it full-force on Georgia as well.  “You guys planned this, didn’t you?”
 
   Hailie turns in a half circle to glance at Georgia before either one says a word, then she turns back to me and mumbles, “We invited him.”
 
   “You invited him,” I screech.  “I was practically naked, for God’s sake.  I don’t even know who the hell he is and I was practically naked sticking my ass in his face!”
 
   “He’s your neighbor,” Georgia cut in.  “Has been for over a year.”
 
   “So?”  I yell.  “I’ve.  Never.  Really.  Met.  Him.”
 
   “You met him tonight,” Georgia reminds with a smile.
 
   I shoot daggers her way and her mock-innocent, which I really know as her shit-eating grin grows.  “You fucking set me up!”  Hailie wrinkles her nose but doesn’t say a word so I continue, “When have you two talked with him?”
 
   Hailie shrugs.  “Here and there.”  She rolls her eyes.  “We see him jogging and checking his mail and getting home from work…”
 
   “Yeah, all the time,” Georgia cuts in.  “He’s had a crush on you for a while now.”
 
   My brow lifts at her choice of words.  “What are we in, junior high?”
 
   “Quit being difficult,” Hailie says.
 
   I blink at them both.  “He doesn’t even know me.”  I know I sound super frustrated.
 
   “Duh, but that’s what he’s been trying to do for months,” Georgia reiterates.
 
   My breath freezes in my lungs.  “Months?”
 
   “Yes months.”  Hailie’s mouth turns up in a grin.  “He said it was as if you didn’t even see him even when he was standing right in front of you.”
 
   “I’ve seen him.”  I grimace.  “I’ve just had a lot on my mind.”
 
   “We know,” both say at the same time.  
 
   “It’s time to let it go.”  Hailie’s head tilts as she watches my reaction.
 
   I lower myself to one of the chairs placed opposite the vanity, my head falls against the back.  “You guys are driving me crazy.”
 
   “Go get some,” Hailie says.  “He’s super fuckin’ hot!”
 
   “Go for it girl,” Georgia encourages.  “You deserve it.  You work hard, you need to play harder.”
 
   “I told him I would have one drink with him.”
 
   Hailie bounces on her toes at my words and does fist pumps in the air.
 
   “In that?”  Georgia asks.
 
   I stand up crossing my arms over my chest.  “Yes, in this.”  I raise my eyebrows.  “Had I known you were allowing him to tag along, and that he was going to ask me to go and have a drink, perhaps I would have brought my LBD.”
 
   Hailie moves to me and wraps me in her arms.  “Go have fun girl.”
 
   Georgia lifts my bag off the floor and hands me my purse.  
 
   Hailie opens the door to the dressing room and Georgia shoves me out right into a brick wall.  I blink and look right into a wide chest, up past a tanned, muscular throat, the square chin, high cheek bones and laughing bright blue eyes of Gage.
 
   Hot sex, fantasy man, Gage.
 
   His arms immediately wrap around my waist as his fingers dig into the flesh that’s exposed above my low-rise jeans.  I open my mouth to speak but he beats me to it.  
 
   “Right where I wanted you to be, darlin’.”
 
   I look at him with annoyance in my eyes.   My hands press against his muscular chest even though his arms feel spectacular holding me.  The heat of his body makes me forget what I wanted to argue about in the first place.
 
   As his expression softens, his eyes darken in a way that makes me suck in a breath.  “In my arms.”
 
   “I don’t get it?” I whisper and roll my eyes childishly once again, but he smells so good, so I stop fighting.
 
   “I’ve been waiting.”
 
   “Waiting for what?”
 
   “For you to notice me.”
 
   I stare at him.
 
   He smiles even bigger and his dimples deepen.  I grip the front of his T-shirt to keep from falling at his feet.  “Now are you ready for that drink, baby?”
 
   I turn my face into his chest and inhale his sexy, spicy scent and glance beyond his bulging biceps to Hailie and Georgia their grins big and mischievous, and once again full of shit.
 
   I can’t stop my smile when Hailie makes a kissy face and Georgia waves me on, mouthing go.  My lips press together to stifle my smile.  I take a deep breath.  “Yes.”  And it’s like that one word lights a spark in my veins and gives me permission to let go.  My blood begins to boil; my pulse spikes and I don’t have time to think before he grips my chin in his palm.  His hand feels large and warm against my face and I gasp as he plants a hard kiss to my lips.  His tongue plunges deep, claiming me, giving me no room to fight.  My hands tighten in his T-shirt and pull him closer giving back as much as he gives.  My tongue thrusts into his mouth, tasting him.  
 
   Yummy.  
 
   I noticed him.  I had noticed him every time I walked outside, every time I checked the mail, every time I backed out of my drive to go to work, and most definitely every time he took a run through the neighborhood.  I noticed him from the very first.  When he stepped out of his moving truck in ripped jeans and a worn-out T-shirt and lifted that heavy furniture with rock-hard muscles.  
 
   I noticed him.
 
   All of the emotions I’ve bottled up inside decide at that moment to pour out with the touch of his lips.  It’s the best kiss of my life.
 
   His head comes up and he rests his forehead against the top of my mine.  Both of us breathing heavily now.  
 
   Wow!
 
   He leans away from me.  “Ready for that drink, darlin’?”
 
   I blink at him, then nod.  “Yes.”  I swallow hard.
 
   “Then let’s go.”  He grabs my hand and tugs me down the hall.  I lean around his body and do a little jaunty finger wave to my girls.
 
   Now I love a manly man as much as the next girl, but when we step out into the parking lot and I come face to face with his badass big black truck tingles shoot through me beginning at my scalp to the very tips of my toes.  Moist heat begins to gather right in the middle.  My stomach tingles even more.  There’s something about his big ass pick-up truck that turns me on.
 
   “Nice truck.”
 
   “Thanks.”  His dimples pop out again.
 
   He situates me in the truck and shuts the door and walks around the front.
 
   I look toward the exit of the club and watch as Hailie and Georgia scramble out the door stopping to wave.
 
   Oh God.  I groan aloud just as Gage gets in and turns the key in the ignition firing up all the cylinders, including mine.  
 
   Most definitely mine.  
 
   He turns to me as his arm drapes over the back of the seat.  “What was that for?”
 
   I gesture with my chin and he looks over his shoulder.  “They’re just pleased with their supposed matchmaking skills.”  He looks at me.  “I didn’t have the heart to tell them that I didn’t need their assistance.”
 
   “Is that so?”
 
   He turns forward and pulls away without further comment.
 
   “You seem so sure of yourself.”  I turn and look over at him coyly.
 
   He slants his gaze to me.  “Determined.”  And I feel that strong sexual vibe again.
 
   “Do I seem easy to you?”
 
   “Hell-to-the-fuck-no.”  He puffs out a hard breath of air slanting an amused glance my way.  “Anything but…”  He turns back to watch the road.  “I’m in the best shape of my life.  Never ran so much before I moved in across the street from you.”
 
   My breath catches and I turn to the window and watch the city pass by.  We drive for about twenty minutes passing by tons of bars as we go, so curiosity finally gets the better of me and I ask, “Where are we going?”
 
   “My house.”
 
   “Your house?”  I tense.  “I thought we were going to get a drink?”
 
   “We are,” he says.  “Just at my house and not some loud, over-crowded bar.”
 
   My breath catches again and I hold it.
 
   “You fine with that?”  His brow cocks.
 
   Was I fine with that?  Seriously, I’m more than fine especially as he turns back to me stretches his arm once again across the seat his hand sliding up my neck to play with my hair.
 
   “Breathe,” he says as we pull into his driveway.  
 
   I slowly let out my pent-up breath.
 
   He pulls gently on my hair garnering my full attention.  “Hey Daredevil.”  He tilts his head and leans in close.  “You fine with that?”
 
   “I’m fine with that,” I whisper, both excited and nervous at the same time.  Boy am I fine with that.  I’ve watched his fine ass run up and down the street for nearly a year and I’m fine with that turning into more than just watching.
 
   His hand moves and his knuckles run down my jaw, gripping my chin he turns my head so that I have no choice but to look at him.  “Good, because I’m definitely fine with that.”  He leans in and kisses me soft and gentle.  “Now let’s go have this drink.”  He winks as he steps out of the truck and comes around the front to open my door and hand me down.
 
    
 
   ***
 
   The moment we enter the house my curiosity takes over.  I glance around taking in as much as I can before he places his hand at the small of my back and guides me to the plush couch situated in front of a large stone fireplace making sure I’m comfortable. 
 
   Walking to a large mahogany sideboard he turns back to where I’m sitting on the couch.  “Beer, wine, whiskey?”  His brow lifts.
 
   I need whiskey.  That’s what I need.  A big giant whiskey.  I should ask for a glass of wine, but I really need a whiskey.  He keeps looking at me and I keep debating on what would be proper.  I decide I need fortification more than I need to have control of all of my faculties.  “Whiskey.”
 
   “My kind of woman.”  His eyes twinkle.
 
   I lean on the back of the couch, my chin laying on my hands and watch in rapt attention as he pours the amber liquid two fingers deep into cut crystal tumblers which I find fascinating.  Fascinating that a single man would actually have cut crystal tumblers for whiskey and actually know where they were in order to use them.
 
   He walks in his loose-jointed kind of way and sits close.  Real close and hands me one of the whiskeys.  His proximity.  His heat.  His scent.  All of it adds to the giddy feelings that have been building all night and start to skitter down my spine causing goose bumps to rise on my arms and the hairs on the back of my neck to stand on end.  So taking a big swallow of whiskey I proceed with a less than sexy coughing fit as the liquid burns all the way down to my belly adding to my already over-heated body.  
 
   “Easy Daredevil.”  His expression grows languid and heavy-lidded as he removes the glass from my hand placing it on a coaster near my armrest and grins.  “We’ve got all night, darlin’.”  His grin turns into a full-fledge smile and my blood heats even more.
 
   I don’t argue with him, I just let him remove the glass from my hand.  I take that moment to look around the room.  It’s decorated exactly how you would picture a man’s home to be.  Large chocolate brown leather couch, a deep leather recliner, and a humongous flat-screen TV that takes up one whole wall.  The only thing that seems out of place for me is the well-stocked bar with crystal decanters, wine glasses, and the cut-glass crystal tumblers.  For some reason I’m floored by this.
 
   He scoots even closer so our thighs not only touch, but practically become one.  His eyes burn into mine and he cups my jaw capturing my lips without a word.  Our tongues tangle, his hands are suddenly under my arms as I find myself twisting in the air and straddling his legs with his arms wrapped tightly around my back directly under my shoulder blades.  His mouth not leaving mine even with all the acrobatics and it’s a fabulous kiss.  Hot, wet, and fabulous.
 
   My arms snake around his neck, my fingers curling around the back of his head threading through the shorts strands of hair at the base of his skull.  I never thought about the shape of a man’s head before and now is definitely a weird time to start doing just that as his tongue is deep in my mouth and my dripping pussy is rubbing against his jean-covered, magnificently engorged cock.  However, it’s so silky smooth I can’t help but play with the strands and ponder his perfectly shaped head.
 
   “What are you up to, Daredevil?” His words are spoken against my lips, his tongue slides sensually against the seam of my mouth as he waits for my reply.
 
   “You have a nice shaped head.”  I move my lips from his mouth to his jaw and run kisses down until I latch onto the tendons of his throat and lick at the rapidly beating pulse there.
 
    I’m sucking on his neck like a starving vampire, lapping up the delicious salty taste of his skin as his hands find their way under my T-shirt.  Pushing my bra up with his dexterous fingers, I gasp as his callused roughened hands palm over my already distended nipples.  
 
   “Oh God,” I groan against his neck, grinding against his hard body as he rolls my nipples between his forefinger and thumb.  “I don’t know you,” I moan arching away from him and pressing my breasts tighter into his palms.  “I don’t know you,” I draw out but don’t pull away.
 
   He pushes my shirt up further.  “Lift your arms, Ashley.”
 
   “You know my name?” I ask raising my arms as he tugs my shirt over my head and tosses it carelessly on the back of the couch.
 
   “Yeah, Daredevil.”  His voice holds a modicum of amusement.  His lips curve in a wicked smile.  “I’ve known your name since day two of living across the street from you.”
 
   “I didn’t know,” I whisper, my eyes softly close.  He reaches behind me unfastening my bra sliding the straps down my arms and sending it flying.  
 
   “Now you do.”  Before he covers my breasts with his rough hands, he pulls his own T-shirt over his head exposing the black chest hair that V’s down the center of his body until it disappears beneath the waistband of his jeans.  
 
   His hands take control, kneading my soft globes with his fingers.  Plucking and playing with my pebbled pink nipples, his eyes rapt on his task.  He latches onto one nipple, sucking it deep into his mouth and rubbing it against the roof with his tongue and I cry out sharply.  The rough, wet heat makes my head fall back.  Fucking perfect friction.  His teeth scrape softly, then scoring my flesh deeper I let out a satisfying moan.  Arching my back, I push more of my soft flesh into his mouth.  He doesn’t mind.  He takes what I’m offering.  His mouth opens wide drawing more flesh into his awaiting heat as he flicks his tongue faster and faster increasing the pressure until I can’t stand it a second longer.
 
   My hand moves rapidly down his chest and curls into the waistband of his jeans.  I touch his fly running my fingers over the buttons that are stretched to the max with his thick cock.  I’m only able to undo the top button.  “Button fly?”
 
   “Yep.”  His eyes are dark with desire again, but more intense.  Much more than they were at the club when I was almost naked.
 
   “Sexy, but hard to undo,” I add, still fiddling with the buttons but not making much headway.  The backs of my fingers graze the hard bulge beneath his pants and I feel him jerk and twitch.
 
   “Well, darlin’, let me help you with that.”  He grins, his breath coming out in soft pants.  “I would hate for you to get frustrated.”
 
   “You’re way behind on that already, Gage,” I whisper leaning forward close to his ear.  Additional liquid trickles into my jeans as I squeeze my thighs against his sides.  “I’ve been  frustrated for eleven and a half months now.  Now get those fuckin’ jeans unbuttoned before I change my mind.”  I try to be smart, full of a lot of attitude, of spirit, but he just smirks and unbuttons his jeans in ten seconds flat.  
 
   “Raise up, Daredevil.”
 
   I lift up off his thighs so he can push his jeans and sexy as hell low-rider briefs down his lean hips.  His cock bobs high against his rock-hard belly and I can’t help but think that it’s waving at me in greeting.  I giggle at the thought.
 
   My eyes fly to his and his head tilts to the side.  “What are you up to, Daredevil?”
 
   I shake my head vigorously back and forth from side to side, no way in hell I’m telling him what I was thinking.
 
   “Ashley,” he drawls out my name in his deep, sexy voice making my heart pound loudly.
 
   My cheeks turn pink.   Dark pink.  Not a subtle I’m hot for you pink, but a fiery red I’m embarrassed and never going to show my face in public pink.  I shake my head again and hide my face by allowing my hair to fall forward over my shoulders intentionally shielding my face from his view.
 
   He surprises me by placing his palm on the back of my neck and gently presses until I have no choice but to look into his eyes.  
 
   “Ashley?”
 
   “Fine,” I huff out.  “I was thinking your penis looked like it was waving at me when you took your pants off.”
 
   He throws back his head and laughs.  I can feel his body moving beneath mine and his penis bouncing against my crotch.  
 
   “Ah, darlin’.”  His hand tightens against my nape and he pushes my face close to his.  “If you only knew how cute you are.”  He takes my mouth roughly seeking and gaining entrance.  Dominating me with the masterful strokes of his tongue at the same time his hands undo my button and pulls down my zipper as far as it will go while I’m sitting on his lap tucked up close to his body.
 
   When he raises his head, I know he means business.  The line of his jaw is tight and the muscles in his cheeks tick frantically beneath his skin.  “Take your jeans and panties off, Ashley.”  He says through gritted teeth as if it’s the most painful thing he’s ever had to do.
 
   I know I shouldn’t, but I just can’t help myself.  “I’m not wearing any panties.”  I bite my lip and wait for a response but it doesn’t take long.
 
   His eyes gleam as he growls out a warning.  Quickly reversing our positions he lays me flat on my back with my head cushioned on the armrest and tugs divesting me expertly of my jeans.  Butterflies swirl and flutter in my belly as he just stops and stares. His eyes flick from my head to my toes, then back to my glistening pussy. 
 
   “Jesus-fuckin’-Christ.”  He reaches down and runs his index finger over my freshly waxed pussy.  A soft sound escapes me at his touch and I’m dying to feel his stubble on my inner thighs when his mouth touches me.  “Jesus-fuckin’-Christ,” he repeats, his nostrils flaring, his warm breath shooting bolts of lightning cascading down to my toes.  
 
   “Pole dancing requires waxing,” I barely manage to push the words past my lips.  The effort of those four words requires that I take a deep inhale and release it shakily.  I close my eyes and just feel.  Feel his heat, feel his breath, feel his tongue.  
 
   He looks up and I look down.  Our gazes collide hotly.  “You’re fuckin’ bare.”  He leans down, his tongue flicks out to run over the smooth skin above my slit and the cool air wafts across my newly dampened flesh building up my goose bumps and shivers.  “Damn, you feel good.”  And I guess just for good measure he takes another swipe before he raises my knees, parts my thighs, and spreads my lips wide with his long, thick fingers and smashes his face into my dripping pussy sliding his tongue across my hood, over my engorged clit and stabs it deep into my body’s eager entrance.    
 
   “OhmyGod!”  I cry out as he sucks and licks me like a melting Popsicle on the fourth of July.  I fall limp, but that doesn’t stop him.  He doesn’t even bother to hide that he has any other intentions than to make me come and to make me come hard.  He thrusts his tongue deep inside me, stabbing me deep as his lips suction over my turgid clit and suck, hollowing out his cheeks in the process.  
 
   I bite the inside of my cheek and arch wildly, bucking and pressing my hot wetness into his face.  He lavishes the edges of my labia with flat tongue swipes making me cry out.  Desperate.  Desperate to come with a real life, flesh and blood man and not just any man, but him.   My goddamned secret fantasy for the past year.
 
   Gripping his hair, I hold him close and tug at the same time.  The pressure builds inside me almost too much to bear as he starts to lick the top of my opening.  A place on my body that is extra sensitive.  A place most men ignore but he’s thorough.  He gives it large strokes, long strokes, short strokes.  His hands slide under my ass and grip my cheeks pressing me even tighter to his face as his tongue starts making quick flicks in and out.  Ripples start high in my belly working their way down until they gather in that one spot tightly bound together ready to explode.  
 
   “Oh God.  Oh God.  Oh God!”  I buck and bounce in his hands.  I am hot, wet, and grinding against him and he’s driving me out of my mind.  I raise my legs, my heels dig into the buttery-soft leather couch cushion with small moans and soft keening cries escaping past my lips.  
 
   “Come for me, Daredevil.”  He bites down on my clit.  “Come for me, Ashley.”  He sucks me deep into his mouth and rams two fingers deep inside my body.  
 
   I explode in an array of colorful fireworks and lights behind my eyes.  My cries reverberate throughout the room, echoing off the stone fireplace.  “Gage!”  I scream.  He continues licking and sucking and doesn’t stop until I can’t move a single muscle.
 
   “I’m sorry, Daredevil,” he groans against my belly.  “I’ve got to fuck you now.”  He snags his jeans from the floor and pulls out a foiled wrapped condom and rips it open sheathing himself quickly and positions himself between my legs. 
 
   “Do it,” I pant, wriggling against him.  “Do it hard, Gage.” 
 
   He edges up my body as if he’s in no hurry at all and latches onto one of my sensitized nipples plunging deep at the same time.  His hands sweep down my sides to grasp my ass. 
 
   I sigh in relief.  He’s finally inside me.  His hard, hot length fills me magnificently.
 
   “Perfect,” he growls around my nipple and it rumbles deep inside.  He looks up at me with a delicious hint of devilry glinting in his eyes and I move my hips.  
 
   My lashes lift.  My tongue flicks out and moistens my suddenly dry lips.  “Fuck me, Gage.”  
 
   Desire flares in his eyes, making my pussy clench.  “Yes, ma’am,” he says hoarsely between laughs and begins to move and I start to tremble all over again.   He plunges wildly between my legs.  Hard and fast.  Soft and slow.  Circling and thrusting.  All of it exactly what I wanted.  Exactly what I had hoped it would be.  
 
   “You feel so good, Ashley.”  He groans right before he lunges up and captures my mouth.  “You’re so wet and tight around my dick.  So good, baby.”  He groans against my mouth, sucking my tongue into his mouth and thrusting his into mine.  
 
   My need grows again as he pumps deep, his chest glistening with a fine sheen of sweat mirrored on his back as I rub my hands over his sides and up and down his spine.  He’s sleek and muscly and tanned and beautiful and I’m completely enthralled.  
 
   “I’ve been dying to know what it would feel like having you squeeze my cock with your tight little body, Ashley.”  
 
   I moan loudly as he reaches between our bodies and circles my clit, pinching it between his forefinger and thumb at the same time thrusting deep and shallow.  Deep and shallow.  
 
   “I’m coming again, Gage.”  I cry out as another orgasm rocks through me.  So boneless I don’t know if I will ever be able to move again even though the walls of my pussy are rippling deliciously still as my head falls back against the mound of pillows.  
 
   He grabs my hips, sits back on his heels and rams his cock deep over and over frantically pounding into my slick opening until finally with a guttural roar, his orgasm rips through him.  
 
   I watch as he sits back on his heels, his head bowed, his chest rising and falling rapidly, his cock still firmly planted in my body.  I feel his cock jerking inside of me as his breath slows.  
 
   Pulling out, he moves from the couch to discard the used condom before lying back down and pulling me tight against his body.   “That was fuckin’ hot, Daredevil.”
 
   I grin and I know he can feel my lips move against his chest.  “Yeah, fuckin’ hot.”              
 
    
 
   ***
 
 
   “Huh,” I mumble sleepily, tucked up good and tight, my head lies on his shoulder as my hand rests comfortably across his ridged abdomen, his wiry chest hairs tickling my cheek as we are now comfortably ensconced in his king-sized bed.
 
   “Why were you dancing tonight at that club?”
 
   Sheets rustle as I push myself up and prop my chin on his chest so that I can see his face.                I blow out a breath.  “It’s silly really.  Actually kinda embarrassing.”  
 
   “More embarrassing than dancing on a pole in a club full of strangers?”
 
   I snort at his question that in no way takes me by surprise.  “I guess you have a point.”  So I relay the whole sad story about too much tequila and how each of us wrote down a dare or our deepest darkest fantasy and that’s how I ended up dancing around a stripper pole.
 
   “Damn.”  He gives me a look that scorches all the way down to my toes and even more so since we are lying naked together in his bed.  “You girls are crazy.  I didn’t realize that before I moved in across the street.” He leans up on his elbows and places one hand behind my head dragging me up his body until we are nose to nose.  
 
   “It’s not the norm…”
 
   He cuts me off, lifts his hand to frame one side of my face, his thumb sweeping across my bottom lip.  
 
   My breath comes out a little fast at his close proximity.
 
   Grinning, he leans even closer, his eyes roam my face while his thumb does another sweep of my lip.  “So are you done pole dancing in public?”
 
   “God yes.”  I shudder at the thought of ever stepping up on a stage again.
 
   He kisses my nose.  “Good, because I’m laying claim.”
 
   “You’re what?”  Even though inside I’m feeling all warm, toasty, and fluttery.
 
   “I know you heard me.”  He chuckles.  “I’m laying claim.”
 
   “But you haven’t even heard what the other girls are doing yet.”
 
   He flashes a smile.  “I’ll worry about that tomorrow.”
 
   “Okay, but I’m warning you...”
 
   “I’ve been warned.”  His voice drops right before he flips me over and settles himself right between my thighs so he can look me in the eyes.  “I guess the only way I’m gonna get you to shut up is to kiss you, right?”
 
   I nod my head and don’t say a word, but I sigh loudly, restless and ready for more.
 
   And with purposeful movements his mouth claims me, his tongue claims me, and his body claims me.  
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   I thread my fingers through the chain-link fence that surrounds the race track and watch the cars go round and round and round until I think I’m gonna be dizzy.  Now that I’m standing here, I don’t even know if I can go through with it.  Ashley will kill me if I don’t.  She’s already danced around a pole and hooked up with her neighbor, Gage, the hot detective guy.  That now seems way easier than what I’ve got planned.  
 
   The crappy part about the whole thing is the write down the fantasy stuff was all my idea.  Yeah, let’s write down what we want most of all and have at it.  I must have been out of my damn mind.  I’ve been kicking myself ever since.  I had to go and write down a fuck fest with my high school sweetheart.  Really?  Oh, yeah, Georgia.  Good idea.  So what that he’s super famous now and surrounded by super models and car calendar chicks all fucking day long.  
 
   Real smart.
 
   “Car number ten?”  Ashley asks, her fingers gripping the metal links as well, her face turned my direction.
 
   I move my hot pink acoustic earmuffs.  “Huh?”  The cars are so damn loud I haven’t a clue what she just said. 
 
   “Number ten?” Ashley holds up ten fingers with her brows raised.
 
   I smile and nod.  “Number ten.”  I turn back to the track and watch the cars come around the curve again.  God he’s good.  Rumors abound that he might even win the Indy 500 this year or die trying.  Which is not what I like to hear.  Die trying?  Do they really feel that strongly about their sport?  Does he?
 
   Hailie touches my arm and as I turn to her she mouths, “This is fuckin’ hot, chica.”
 
   I grin back and mouth, “Yep.”
 
   “How were you able to get us in here?”  Halie asks as she flips her long blonde hair back over her shoulders glinting in the sun.  I grin.  It really is a lost cause.  The wind is so high today we should have all just worn ponytails.  Would have been a whole lot smarter.
 
   I lean in close so she can hear me.  “My dad has done some work for the track.”  I shrug.  “He’s here today.  Somewhere.”  I put my hand above my Fendi sunglasses with black and pewter crystals on the sides and scan the pit.  There are so many guys running around in jump suits I couldn’t pick him out if my life depended on it.
 
   Hailie gives me a thumbs up and a smile.
 
   Jake Mitchell.  My first love and so far my only love.  I’ve yet to meet anyone that makes me want to give up my fantasy of being his wife, bearing his children, white picket fence and all that jazz.  I ‘ve actually had dreams of standing in the winner’s circle with my magnum of champagne and pouring it over his head as he holds up his arms waving to the crowd.  I’d call myself a loser, but I refuse to do that.  So we’ll just move on.  I chuckle at the thoughts running through my head.  
 
   My dad has worked on cars his whole life and he’s really good, so when the Nashville Motor Speedway was actually open for races they would sometimes have him on site.  Just in case.  Growing up around the guys was fun.  I was sad to see the track close so close to home.  Now if you want to see a race, you have to drive to Bristol.  
 
   Jake’s dad and my dad are friends, have been for years.  We lived down the street from each other, ate dinner, played outside, all the things that children do together.  In high school we started dating when I was a sophomore and he was a senior.  Both our parents thought it was cool.  I definitely thought it was cool.  Jake thought it was cool long enough to take my virginity after prom his senior year, then dump me in the fall when he went away to the University of Tennessee in Knoxville.  
 
   Wham Bam thank ya, ma’am.  
 
   Fuck me.  And he did.
 
   I learned a lot that summer. 
 
   I cried a lot that summer. 
 
    And I put Jake in a file in the back of mind that sometimes surfaces when my life isn’t going to way I want it to.  Like now.  So when Ashley, Hailie, and I sat down with a full bottle of tequila a few weeks ago and ended the night with a slip of paper with a fantasy written on it, I didn’t hesitate to write down fuck Jake Mitchell like there’s no tomorrow.
 
   So here I am with the girls calling in any favor I can to get us here today while they are doing some practice runs in Jake’s new car.  He asked my dad to go on the road with him this year during the season and Voila!  Here I am.  Front row seats for the practice.  It’s definitely worth the noise.  
 
   Hailie grabs my hand, taking my mind off Jake for a minute.  “How much longer?” she mouths.  She mimes taking a drink.  “I’m thirsty,” she mouths.
 
   “Okay,” I mouth, tapping Georgia on the arm and say, “Drink?”
 
   She smiles, putting her hand around her throat like she’s dying of thirst.
 
   I slap her on the arm.  “You’re silly.”
 
   So here we are three city girls dressed in fuck-me heels and dresses that barely cover our asses in the middle of the day at a race track with a bunch of hot guys in jump suits and good ole boys in the stands staring holes in our already barely there clothing.  We skip down the concrete steps to the soda machines to get something to ease the dryness of our throats.
 
   “I’ve gotta pee,” Hailie shouts as we walk into the concrete tunnel where it suddenly gets really quiet and we all giggle.  She dances back and forth on her strappy sandals.  “Now.”
 
   “Fine.”  I grab her hand and we all clomp the rest of the way down the stairs.
 
   Ashley trots next to us, trying to keep up with our long-legged strides.  “Why aren’t we taking the elevator?”
 
   “We’re burning more calories this way,” I say.
 
   “Good idea,” Ashley laughs.  “But can I eat something that needs burned off before we do that, please?”
 
   “Quit your whining,” Hailie cries.  “I’m getting a hot fudge sundae when we leave this place.”  She fans her pink cheeks.  “It’s too hot to be standing outside this long.  I’m dying for some air-conditioned air.”
 
   “Georgie Porgy.”  I’d know that raspy, gravelly voice anywhere.  
 
   Now this would be funny if it was anyone else, but seeing as how it’s happening to me, I find it quite horrifying.  You have to understand the sound of his voice is ingrained in my mind.  No matter how long it has been since I’ve actually been face to face with him.  His is the voice I hear when I think of my future.  So now, all the sudden, I’m too nervous to turn around.  I’ve changed my mind.  Now where’s the exit?
 
   “Georgie Porgy,” he repeats.  Fuck, I can’t even pretend I didn’t hear him now.
 
   I freeze, my spine stiffening and straightening as I slowly pivot on my Alti Spiked Louboutins which cost me every bit of last month’s bonus, then some.  I thought them brilliant for a race track, very edgy.  Pasting a brilliant smile across my face, widening my cherry red stained lips I cry out, “Jake, what a wonderful surprise.”  My breath whooshes from my lungs and I’m barely able to control my reaction to him, my belly flutters as our eyes meet.  He has grown into one magnificent specimen of manhood.  I had thought him fantastically gorgeous in high school, but now I can find no words to describe him.  Short blonde hair spiked up at the front, but not styled.  It’s as if it’s sticking up because he can’t keep his hands out of it.  Delicious and completely and utterly masculine.  I love it, which bites the big one.  Damn, damn, and triple damn.
 
   Don’t get me wrong, I’ve seen him on TV hundreds of times.  He does commercials for his sponsors, I’ve watched his races.  You can’t miss his face.  It’s everywhere, but up close and personal he’s almost too much to take.  He’s a few inches over six foot, dark blond hair, emerald green eyes, tanned skin, and muscles.  Lots and lots of muscles.  Normally he would be way taller than me if it weren’t for my Louboutins.  
 
   I barely have a chance to catch my breath before he grasps me around the waist hugging me tight and spinning me around.  “Damn girl.”  He whistles, just like he used to.  “They sure did grow ya right.  You look hotter than a two dollar pistol.”
 
   “Thanks, Jake.”  I smile at him and think the only reason I look hotter than a two dollar pistol is because he’s touching me and setting me on fire.  “But can you stop with the southern colloquialisms.”  
 
   He chuckles and a slow easy smile crosses his face.  “Sure thing, darlin’.”
 
   Quickly, I add, “Let me introduce you to my two best friends.”  I link my arm with his, pulling him closer.  I did the introductions and pretend that being pressed up against his side isn’t burning me alive.
 
   “Holy cow,” Ashley whispers under her breath stepping closer than really necessary and holding out her hand.  “You’re way better looking than on TV.”    She lets out a deep, deep sigh that if Gage heard, he’d have steam coming out of his ears.  “Wow,” she drawls out.
 
   Jake takes her hand and carries it to his lips, brushing a kiss over the back.  “Well aren’t you a pretty little thing.”  He sure doesn’t waste time.  Sheesh.
 
   “She has a boyfriend, Jake.”  I turn to Ashley.  “You have a boyfriend,” I remind not too subtly.    
 
   Ashley looks at me with a wide smile.  “I’m very much aware that I have a boyfriend, Georgie Porgy.”
 
   I glare at her with my lips pursed like I just licked a sour lemon.
 
   “How about you, sugar?”  He turns to Hailie and grins.  “Well aren’t you a tall drink of water.”  And she is.  She’s tall, slender and could eat you out of a week’s worth of groceries in one sitting, so don’t let her slender frame fool ya.  She’s dangerous with a fully-stocked fridge.
 
   Hailie rolls her eyes; her arms cross over her chest and her Jimmy Choo shod foot taps out an irritated staccato.  She turns her head with the hint of a grin kicking up her lips.  “You weren’t kiddin’ when you said he was fast.”  She shifts her eyes back to Jake, one brow lifts and she gives him the once over from head to toe and back.  “Now if only he can be that fast on the track I’d be impressed.”  
 
   Jake lets a slow easy smile cross his face before he throws back his head and laughs loud and deep drawing undo attention.  “Love your friends, Georgia.  Frisky.”  His green eyes hold mine for maybe a second longer than necessary.  “Nice.”
 
   “She’s not interested.”  I slug him on the arm which doesn’t bode well for my fuck fest I have planned for him.  “Really, Jake?  Cut it out.”  I know I sound annoyed to the Nth degree.
 
   He gives me a sideways glance.  “I haven’t seen hide nor hair of you in almost eight years, darlin’, I think you could cut me a little slack.”  Jake’s arm slides along my shoulders and he pulls me into his side, leaning in, his hot breath brushing past my ear sending shivers down my spine.  “You’ve come here for a reason and I want to know what it is, darlin’?”  
 
   I look at him in surprise, opening my mouth to say something but he doesn’t let me.  He wraps his arm more tightly around my shoulders.  “What do you want, Georgie Porgy?”  The more aggressive images pop into my mind.  White picket fences, 2.5 children or whatever the number is now…
 
   I scowl at him making a scoffing sound.  “What makes you think I want something?”  I try to hide the nervous edge in my voice.  I did want something.  I wanted to have sex with him one more time.  Hot monkey sex, then I want to be the one to dump him without looking back.  I don’t know why, I just need it.  
 
   “Georgia.”  Saved by my daddy.  Thank you, Daddy.  He’s getting a great Father’s Day gift this year.  
 
   I shrug my shoulders to shake Jakes arm off of me and turn, moving from his side.  “Daddy.”  I run over to him as fast as I can in five inch heels and throw my arms around his waist but looking at Jake all the while.  His brow quirks slightly which annoys me.  His look puzzles me.  He doesn’t look upset, he looks more curious than anything.  Like he really wants to know what I’m up to.  Truly interested in what’s going on.  He stares at me for a long second, then shakes his head.
 
   “Hey honey.”  My daddy wraps his arms around me and squeezes me tight.  “Having fun?”  He tilts his head and looks at me, then at Jake.  Some look passes between the two of them that I don’t like.  
 
   “It’s great, Daddy.”  I don’t even have to rise up on my toes to kiss him with these shoes on.  All I do is lean against his shoulder and brush my lips over his leathery cheeks.  “You’re the best.”
 
   “I saw you watching and I wanted to say hi.  Can’t stay long.”  He chucks me on the chin.  “Gotta go.”  He grins.
 
   “See ya, Daddy.”
 
   “See ya, honey.”  He smiles.  “See ya, girls,” he calls over his shoulder.  “Later, Jake.  Be good.”  And there goes that look again, which surprises me.  It’s almost a look of warning, then he stops.  “You coming to dinner Sunday next?”
 
   “Let me check my schedule,” Jake says.
 
   I stiffen, listening with I know my mouth hanging open wide.  Dinner?  What the fuck?
 
   “Love to have ya,” my dad replies.
 
   “Simon.”  Jake gives my dad one of those two fingered salutes, then turns back to us with his arms crossed over his chest.  “So what is this I hear about hot fudge sundaes?”
 
   “Dinner?”  I grit out knowing I’m living in a dream right about now.
 
   “Yeah.”  Jake laughs.  “It’s a meal you eat at night time.”
 
   “I know what the fuck dinner is Jake.”  I step closer, so close I can see the gold flecks in his green eyes.  “Why are you eating dinner with the parents?”
 
   He snorts.  “I get with your folks every month or so when I’m in town.”  He shrugs his wide shoulders, then continues, “No biggie.”
 
   I just stand there staring at him.  Why hadn’t my parents said anything to me?  Definitely be calling my mom tonight.  I’m seething inside.  They have a lot of explaining to do.
 
    “I don’t think that’s how it’s supposed to work,” Hailie states, making me almost choke on my own saliva.  I swallow thickly and glare hotly at her as my stomach turns over in nervous flips.
 
   Jake turns, his grin dying, his facial muscles tightening.  “What does she mean this isn’t how it’s supposed to work?” he demands roughly, all the humor vanishing from his green eyes leaving them hard.  His eyes skate over each one of us but come to a stop on me and don’t budge.  
 
   My poise slips at his rough tone and I clamp my eyes tight as shame strikes me at the sound of his taut voice.  Fuck.  Fuck.  Fuck.  This definitely isn’t how this is supposed to go.  He’s supposed to see me, fall deeply in lust and drag me back to his house, hotel, whatever, I’m not going to be too picky and fuck the shit out of me so that I can’t walk for a week and say his goodbyes.  If I wasn’t wearing my Louboutins, I’d stomp my feet like a spoiled child because I’ve had this planned out in my head for over a decade.  I really want to growl.  I want to roar.  I want to throw something against the wall that shatters really, really loud.  That’s how irritated I am.  Instead I flash him an innocent smile.  “I don’t know what you mean?”
 
   “Georgie,” he drawls out in his thick, masculine, deliciously deep southern accent that does wicked things to my insides.  
 
   My eyes fly up to meet his narrowed green gaze.  “What?”  I wail, throwing my hands in the air and want to kick myself even if I’m wearing fifteen hundred dollar shoes.  
 
   I watch as his jaw clenches and unclenches and he appears to be taking in deep draws of air.  The next thing I know he grabs me by my wrist turns back to Hailie and Ashley and commands in clipped tones, “Stay.”  Now he’s dragging me around the nearest corner out of their view.  
 
   Clearly not a very patient man.  Oh fuck, I’m in trouble.
 
   Georgia calls over her shoulder, “Ta ta.”  I narrow my eyes at the mysterious grin on her face.
 
   “We’re going to head to the restroom,” Hailie calls with laughter in her voice and I hear the sound of their heels tapping along the concrete fade until it’s eerily quiet.  
 
   “What do you think you’re doing?” I pull at my wrist, but his grip is like an iron cuff.  Arousal mixed with a potent dose of anxiety skitters through me as I question what he plans to do to me.  For some reason I have a feeling I’m not gonna like it.
 
   A fierce grin lights his face.  “I’m gonna find out what’s going on in your devious little brain, Georgie.”  He tugs at my arm and I slam against his hard body, his eyes fixed on my mouth.  
 
   I growl and stomp my foot barely missing his size thirteen boots.  Knowing that they are probably steel-toed and would only do damage to my own foot pisses me off even more.  “Stop calling me Georgie.”  I know I’m practically yelling, but I can’t help it.  I yank hard, still unable to pull away from him.
 
   He lets his hand trail softly along my skin starting at the curve of my shoulder, down my arm and back up again.  Before I realize his plan, he palms the nape of my neck and pulls me in for a kiss but I palm his chest and push at the same time. 
 
   Though I push as hard as I can, he doesn’t budge.  So I go with it.  What’s the phrase?  If you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em?  I find myself melting into a molten puddle of goo at his feet.  The only thing holding me up is the bulging bicep of his arm wrapped around my waist, his large callused palm and long fingers gripping my nape, and his firm yet pillowy soft lips suctioned to mine.
 
   I thought I remembered his kisses.  I thought the memory of them was plenty.  Boy was I mistaken.  Memories suck!  Reality is so much better than fantasy.  Maybe they’ve changed?  I sure hope so.  With age comes practice and with practice comes expertise.  Or so I’ve heard.  This kiss is like nothing I’ve ever experienced before in my life.  He’s making love to my mouth with his, and I don’t want him to stop.  Ever.  His tongue thrust deep and precise.  Perfect swipes, perfect pressure, perfection in everything he’s doing.  
 
   Grabbing onto his head, I force my fingers into his short blond strands and match his tongue’s movements thrust for thrust, swipe for swipe.  My pussy throbs and liquid is gushing out of my body soaking my panties even though his hands haven’t even left my neck or the small of my back yet.  Squeezing my thighs together on instinct, he suddenly pulls back at the movement.   A devilishly, sexy grin covers his lips glistening with our saliva and stained by my red gloss.  
 
   I’m panting.  He’s panting and I can’t help the bewildered expression that flitters across my features.  I take deep gulping breaths.  “What was that for?”  My hand presses against my heaving breasts and I’m afraid I won’t be able to hear his reply over my rapid heartbeat thumping frantically against my eardrums.  My tongue comes out to slick over my lips and I hold my breath.
 
   His head tilts, his eyes now roaming freely from the top of my head to the tips of my spiked toes.  “I like those fuck-me shoes.”  He stares down at my feet, slowly his emerald eyes rise to mine.  “They look dangerous, darlin’.  You know how much I like dangerous.”  He places his mouth near my ear.   His mouth finds my earlobe, his tongue flicks out, licking and teasing, then swiping across my lobe before he captures it with his teeth nibbling right before he actually bites down hard and shooting stars flash before my eyes.  
 
   I sigh and let my head loll back.  
 
   “I don’t even have to bend down to kiss you.”
 
   His words diminish the haze of passion that clouds my brain and I jerk my head up to stare at him dumbfounded.  “What the fuck are you doing, Jake?”  I ask the question in a different way.
 
   He turns me at that question, shuffles me back a few steps and presses me up against the wall, his hands bracketing my head as he presses into me from hips to breasts.  My nipples pull tight and press almost painfully against the bodice of my dress.  I’m certain he can feel them through the thin cotton of his black T-shirt as I can feel the thick length of his cock against my pelvis.  A thrill shoots through me at his obvious arousal.  Damn.  I should have thought this plan through a little bit more.  
 
   “Don’t you think I should be asking you that question?”  He clenches his jaw as if he’s in pain.  I know I’m in pain, so I understand the feeling.  My skin hurts it’s so sensitive.  The mere touch of our clothing, his body, his hands on that sensitive organ is almost painful as he covers my quivering body.
 
   I only have to tilt my head back a fraction to look him square in the eye.  Big mistake.
 
   Why does he have to be so hot?  Okay, stupid thought.  Would I even be in this predicament if he wasn’t hot?  Nah, probably not.
 
   I keep staring, but I’m not stupid.  I keep my mouth firmly closed.  Let me amend that.  I keep my mouth closed for approximately three seconds until my tongue peeks out again to wet my suddenly dry lips and my teeth start to worry my bottom lip nervously.
 
   “Stop that,” he growls.
 
   My eyes flash, and not a good way flash.  Well maybe just a tad in a good way; the rest of the way is pure unadulterated anger at his high-handedness and manhandling.
 
   “Let me go, Jake,” I murmur softly because that’s about all I can manage at this point.
 
   “Not happenin’, sweetheart.”  His voice deepens to an even more masculine growl, his lips quirk up on one side.  “I hear you’re doing well.”
 
   His change of topic confuses me for a moment, so it takes another moment for my brain to process what he just said.  “Who have you heard that from?” I ask, even though I know the answer.
 
   “My parents.”  He shrugs.  “Your Parents.  I told you we have dinner sometimes when I’m in town.”
 
   “Oh.”  My brow furrows.  “I know you’re doing well.  See you on TV all the time.”
 
   “I’ve been kept informed of your life, Georgie Porgy.”  I watch his eyes smile.
 
   “Please stop calling me that.”  I close my eyes and sigh as waves of pleasure wash over my body.  I remember that smile.  I remember what it means.  I know I’m in big, big, super-duper big trouble.  With a capital S-D-B-T and for good measure a dollop of whipped cream and a glistening shiny cherry on top with a stem long enough to actually tie in a knot with your tongue.  
 
   I take that moment to count to ten and crack open one eye only to find that sexy, cocky grin still plastered on his face.  “What now?”  My words come out husky and once again I want to kick some sense into myself.
 
   He shakes his head and kisses my jaw, nibbling and licking down my neck.  My pulse beats madly against his lips as he cups my breasts.  I shudder and go soft all at the same time.  His mouth and hands pure bliss and just what the doctor ordered.  
 
   Ahh…now I remember why I’m here.  Operation Jake Mitchell Fuck Fest.
 
   My nipples are so tight they’re poking out through the thin material of my dress.  As he begins playing with them I let out a soft moan and strain against him.  He rubs his cock against me as his hand begins skimming down my body making its way to the hem of my obscenely short dress.    
 
   “Where’d they go?”  
 
   I groan when I hear Ashley’s loud voice just when we’re getting to the good stuff.  I know what she’s trying to do.  She’s trying to warn me that they’re on their way to our hiding place.
 
   Jake lets out a strangled groan.  
 
   “Why are you asking me, I was in the restroom with you, duh?” Hailie retorts sarcastically. 
 
   Their good-natured arguing makes me smile and once again I try to jerk away from him.  “Step back, Jake.”  I place my palms flat against his chest and push once again but it does no good.  “Come on Jake.”  
 
   He shakes his head in amusement, his arms tighten around me and he’s silent for a beat.  “We’re not done.”  
 
   “Oh, there you are,” Hailie yells stumbling to a stop as her and Ashley round the corner.  “Ooh…”
 
   My back stiffens as they round the corner.  “Move,” I grit out close to Jakes ear.  Fuck, why does he have to smell so damn good?  When did race car fumes, oil, and gasoline become an aphrodisiac?  Unfortunately I know the answer to that.  The minute Jake Mitchell sat behind the wheel of one of those damn cars and pushed down on the gas pedal.  I draw in a deep fortifying breath.  “Jake please,” I say quietly, almost begging.  
 
   He stares down at me; his eyes deepen to a brilliant emerald.  
 
   “We’re not interrupting anything, are we?”  Ashley’s hand is over her mouth stifling a  giggle.
 
   Thank God.  I let out a deep exhalation of relief at their interruption.
 
   Jake takes one step back, dropping his hands from bracketing my head against the wall and takes one more step back pivoting to the girls with one of his devastatingly sexy smiles that has always made anyone caught in its path forget what they’re doing or where they’re going.
 
   “Ladies.”  He nods his head like guys do in that cocky manner like ‘hey’.
 
   Hailie stares at Jake then makes a swiping motion with her hand near her mouth with raised brows.
 
   My hands rest on my hips and watch the whole exchange with the hint of a smile on my lips as Jake rolls his eyes and swipes at his mouth with his forearm removing some of my red lipstick from his lips.  
 
   Oh well, time to move on, unfortunately Jake has other plans.  
 
   Twisting around, he leans over and brushes a hard kiss to my lips.  Lifting his eyes that are glittering in a mysterious way he says in a low voice, “Not done by a long shot.”  His deep voice pulls at me and I stare at him, our eyes locked.
 
   He winks, turns, and saunters away in a loose jointed, sexy walk with three sets of eyes glued raptly to his hard ass.
 
   Ashley sighs.
 
   Hailie sighs.
 
   I let out a groan. “Fuck,” I mutter under my breath.
 
   “Damn right, chica,” Hailie throws in for good measure and Ashley seconds.
 
   “Fuck”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “He hasn’t called,” I reply into the phone that I have propped between my ear and my shoulder as I make a sandwich for my lunch the very next day.  
 
   “It’s a lost cause.”  I listen to her rant and rave rolling my eyes all the while.  “So he kissed me.”  Blah, blah, blah.  “He didn’t want anything else.  He was just fuckin’ with me.”
 
   “I just know.”  It’s kinda pissing me off, because I want more.  
 
   “I don’t want to talk to you anymore, Hailie.”
 
   “No I’m not going anywhere; I have a date with my TV and my ham sandwich and chips.”
 
   “No I didn’t forget the pickle.”  
 
   “If you would find your own man, you wouldn’t need to try and live vicariously through me.”
 
   “No I didn’t mean that I have a man, I only meant…”  I hate it when she interrupts me.  “I’m hanging up now,” I drag out in a sing-songy voice.
 
   “I’m really hanging up now.”  I pause when I hear a knock on my door.  “Someone’s at the door, I really am hanging up now, Hailie.  Kisses.”   After disconnecting the call, I immediately sit my plate down on the counter and walk to the front door.
 
   Peeking out the peep hole to see who is on the other side I stop dead in my tracks and stop breathing.  Not a figure of speech.  I mean literally for about ten seconds I stop breathing.  Fuck.  I close my eyes finally taking a deep breath and count to ten.  As I open them, I peek out again and my shoulders immediately droop.  This is real.  Of course it can’t be a dream and every butterfly in the world decides at that moment to migrate to my belly, their wings fluttering uncontrollably in my stomach at this very moment.
 
   Glancing down at my gray, baggy as hell, sweatpants, white ribbed tank top, braless boobs, and bare feet.  “Really,” I mutter, my eyes lift up staring at the ceiling.  Can I get a fuckin’ break here!
 
   After opening the door, I cross my arms over my chest but not before Jake gets an eyeful of puckered nipples.
 
   He raises his eyes and I notice the all too obvious shit-eating grin.  “Nice to see you too, Georgie.”  He doesn’t even wait for me to invite him in, he just steps forward and walks me backwards until he’s able to kick back with his booted foot and close the door.  The next thing I hear is the sound of the lock twisting.
 
   “Um…”
 
   His brow lifts.  “Now we’re gonna talk, darlin’.”  
 
   “No need,” I huff.
 
   “Oh there’s a need.”
 
   “No there’s not,” I state.  “Because I’ve changed my mind.  Big waste of my time going to the track yesterday.”  I turn and stomp back into the living room throwing myself onto my thick walnut leather chair and slam my heels down on the matching ottoman.  My arms cross over my chest as a deep frown etches across my face. 
 
   He doesn’t waste any time, he prowls, sits down near my leg and pushes me over until he can scoot back against the back and pulls me into his lap in well-orchestrated movements, like he’s done this a million times and wraps his arms around me.  “No sense in wasting any more time, sweetheart.”
 
   My body freezes and an excited buzz runs up my back at the feel of his hardness against my softness.  I stay silent, stiff in his arms waiting to see what he does next.  I don’t want him to realize that I’m about to lose control and jump his bones.  I really don’t.  It will make me appear weak, and I definitely can’t show weakness to Jake.  He’ll pounce on that like a woman on a diet on a giant piece of chocolate.  Can’t happen.  Won’t let it.  
 
   Jake’s arm snakes even further around my waist and pulls me back even tighter against his body.  I move cautiously trying to extricate myself from his arms but they just get tighter which I’m not even for sure how that’s even possible.  I can barely breathe as it is now.  
 
   “Sit still and enjoy, Georgie.”  He buries his face in the crook of my neck.  “Come on, Georgie, can’t I sit here and just take it all in for a minute?”
 
   I don’t know what he means, so it freaks me out so I struggle even more, but only manage to lodge myself deeper into his intriguing nooks and crannies.  “Jake, please.”  Why does my voice have to sound desperate and breathy?  
 
   “Please what?” He leans in and nuzzles my neck and I jerk at the touch of his lips behind my ears knowing with one hundred percent accuracy that had I been standing, I would have fallen to the ground in a giant heap.  
 
   “You’re not being very nice.”  I purse my lips in annoyance sitting stiff as a board; my hipbone presses hard into his thigh which I know has to be very uncomfortable for him.  Of course he’s got hard things pressing into me, and I’m not complaining.
 
   His eyes fall to my lips again.  “Maybe I’m not in a very nice mood.”
 
   “Go to hell.”  He just grins, which only manages to piss me off at a higher level and why at this time do I have to find a man who is extremely observant?  What a bunch of shit. 
 
    “What were you doing at the race track, sweetheart?”
 
   “Nothing.”  I let out a heavy sigh which is a total accident.
 
   His arm tenses.  “Bullshit.”  His gaze drops to my mouth and I can’t help but smile which irritates me and my body stiffens.  
 
   “I was visiting my dad.”  Lie.  Lie.  Lie.  My nose should be a mile long by now.
 
   “Right,” he scoffs, the corners of his lips turn up.  “Dressed like a million bucks?”
 
   “It was just a dress and high heel shoes.”  
 
    “It was a fuck-me dress and fifteen hundred dollar fuck-me high heel shoes.”
 
   I turn and stare at him.  “How do you know my shoes cost fifteen hundred dollars?” I breathe out the question.
 
   He looks me in the eyes and says, “I just know.”   He smiles at me.  
 
   I keep staring at him starting to feel even warmer all over.  He has such a fabulous smile.  
 
   “I know you’re a buyer for a huge department store.”  His mouth goes to my neck and tingles skitter down my spine.  “I know you have dinner with your parents twice a month.”  His tongue snakes out and licks behind my ear and I let out a soft moan.  “I know you’ve never been married.”  He nips at my earlobe and I go all melty inside.  “I know you don’t currently have a boyfriend.”
 
   It takes every ounce of strength I possess to lean forward pulling away from his hot, distracting mouth and ask, “Have you been interrogating my parents?”
 
   “No.”  I feel his shrug.  “We talk like normal people do.  We have conversations when we have dinner.”
 
   My eyes narrow.
 
   “They keep me informed.”  His green eyes crinkle at the corners.
 
   “Oh…okay.”
 
   “Georgia, I’m a very patient man.  I’m in no hurry here,” he says quietly.  His arm wraps around me and he turns me to him.  I have to lift my left leg and bend my knee to face him comfortably.  “I know everything about you and I’m not going to pretend I don’t like what I know.”
 
   What he says astonishes me, stuns me.  I try to move, to stand up, but he won’t allow it.  His arm tightens around my waist and he won’t let go.  “You do?”  
 
   “If I could kick the shit out of myself I would.”
 
   “You would?”  I ask on a rush of air.
 
   “Yep.”  He pushes back a wisp of my hair that’s escaped from my ponytail.  “I was an idiot.  A fucking horny idiot who needed someone to stick his dick in and who he really wanted wasn’t there so I had to improvise.”
 
   “You did?”  I throw him a thunderstruck look.
 
   “I was stupid.”  His hand slides around my neck and he grips my nape.  I moan aloud as his thumb rubs delicious circles just below my ear.  “I was just a kid.  I’ve gained a lot since then, but I’ve missed a lot too.”  At my silence his lips turn up, his head comes down and he kisses me all sweet, gentle nibbles at first, then his arms tighten and his tongue pushes through my lips and plunders the heated depths of my mouth.  
 
   I want to fight.  I want to push him away, but then I remember what I wrote on the slip of paper and I know that I really don’t want to do either.  I want one last time with him.  One last memory so that I know what I really lost and can move forward.  Wrapping my arms around his neck I hold on.  Pressing my breasts to his chest, I kiss him back with full-on tongue on tongue dueling and it takes my breath away.  His hands make their way under my tank and into the back of my loose sweatpants gripping my ass.  My own hands make their way into his hair gripping the back of his head.  He presses into me.  His fingers biting into the soft flesh of my bottom working at pushing me more tightly against him, but my knee is still bent against his stomach and he can’t tug me any closer.
 
   He pulls away and his breathing now comes in small bursts, his eyes flashing hot.   “I’m not an idiot anymore.”  He moves his arms, one under my shoulder blades and one under my knees and stands which is awesome.  He makes me feel delicate and feminine with one lift of his powerful thighs and back.  
 
   He kisses me on the lips and looks in my eyes.  “I’m gonna fuck you now.”  His lips move over mine again.  “Then we’re gonna talk.  You’re gonna tell me why you just happened to be at the track when I was.”
 
   “Jake,” I start.
 
   “First we fuck, then we talk.” He looks at me calmly.
 
   “Jake,” I try again.
 
   “Georgia, stop fuckin’ talking and kiss me again already.”
 
   I take a deep breath.  “Jake…”
 
   His eyes flash dangerously and I press my lips tightly together to keep from blurting out any more, but it doesn’t stop my mind from going ninety miles an hour.  Eight years.  Eight fuckin’ years have gone by and I still feel as if we are back in high school.  Eight years of dating a bunch of losers and replacements and stand-ins and after one second of being in front of him every bit of the good comes rushing back and all of the bad fades to nothingness.  
 
   “And quit thinking.”  His arms go around me and he holds me tight.  
 
   I let my breath go.  
 
   His face dips to mine.  “And tell me where your room is, darlin’.”  I smile at him and his whole face lights up with excitement.
 
   “Second door on the right.”
 
   He carries me the rest of the way down the hall and lowers me down his body until my feet hit the floor.  Tugging up my tank, I raise my arms to give him access.  When nothing else immediately happens, I glance up at him noticing his eyes glued to my breasts.  
 
   I chuckle, snapping my fingers in front of his face three times before he shakes his head as if coming out of a trance.  I lean down a little and point to my face.  “I’m up here.”
 
   “Oh, I know where you’re at, darlin’,” he replies on a chuckle.  “I’m just mesmerized by your beauty.”
 
   “Your mesmerized by my tits,” I say with a chuckle.
 
   “That too.”  His lips curl up in a sexy grin.
 
   I blink at him.  “Shut up.”  I slap him playfully across his shoulder.  
 
   “’kay.” He doesn’t argue which kind of freaks me out; he just lifts me by my waist and tosses me onto the mattress.
 
   As I’m bouncing across the bed, sliding over my Tiffany blue comforter, that’s what I call it, Tiffany blue, I think, he’s mesmerized by my beauty, well I’m mesmerized by the play of his muscles as he reaches over his shoulders grasping handfuls of his T-shirt to pull it over his head dropping it on the floor, the bunch of his abs as he unbuckles his belt, the shadowing of his six-pack when he sucks in his stomach and undoes his button and lowers the zipper on his tan cargo pants revealing the elastic waistband of his boxer briefs.  
 
   He bends over and unties his dark brown boots and toes them off along with his socks and lowers his cargos and boxers down his legs.  The buckle of his belt jingles as his pants slide down and I nearly faint at the sight of his big cock falling heavy in front of his body primed and ready for some action.  
 
   “OhmyGod,” I mutter under my breath, my eyes bugging out.  “Wow, I don’t remember that.”  Wow is right.  It’s so much more than I remember.  Sooo… much more.
 
   He laughs.  “If you remember it was dark and we were in the backseat of my ‘stang.”
 
   “Oh my God.”  I bust out laughing, covering my eyes with one forearm while my other hand presses into my stomach.  “Did you just call that piece of crap car you were driving in high school a ‘stang?  Like it was cool or something?”  I take a deep breath and swipe at the tears running down my temple into my hair and turn on my side propping myself up on my elbow.  “It was a rust bucket with wheels.” 
 
   “I will have you know that was a cool car.”  His lips twitch and I stare at him again.
 
   “God, you are still so full of shit.”  I grin, roll over, flop back on my back.  Studying his body, I forget whatever the hell we were talking about.
 
   His eyes narrow on me as I quickly become quiet.  “Fuck, then talk,” he reminds.
 
   I nod, no arguing, my tongue flicks out and his eyes go dark and he stalks, actually stalks toward the bed like I’m prey or something and grasps the elastic bottoms on my sweet pants tugging until they slide down my legs and fall to the ground.  He pushes my legs wide and climbs up on the mattress crawling until his hands are on either side of my breasts.  
 
   My eyes lose focus as he bends his elbows, cups the globes of my breasts and flicks his tongue over one of my engorged nipples and I moan.  My back arches and my heels dig into my thick memory foam mattress.  His mouth latches onto my nipple, his brows raise and he looks into my eyes.  “Now would be the time you tell me you gotta problem, Georgia, or it’s on.”
 
   I shake my head.  Vigorously.  “No problem,” I barely manage to say before his mouth sucks my nipple deep and my entire body erupts in zings of pleasure.  “You’re good.”  I feel his lips turn up in a smile at the same time his teeth bite down and his hand rips my black silk panties from my hips.
 
   “Hey, I liked those.”  I feel his tongue swirl and I moan loudly forgetting about the panties.  
 
   “I’ll buy ya some more, darlin’,” he soothes.  “’Cause that’s not the last time that’s gonna happen.”  His hand continues its journey across my hip bone and delves between my legs.  “Fuck you weren’t kidding.  No fuckin’ problem.  Wet as fuck.”  
 
   “Ooh, getting all tough guy on me now,” I tease rolling my eyes in an exaggerated manner.
 
   His eyes change, grow darker, serious.  “I’ve always been a tough guy; you just haven’t been around to see it.”
 
   My head shoots up and I glare at him.  “And whose fault is that?” I retort, my voice definitely sounding pissy.
 
   His smile dims briefly and the light in his eyes changes to something even more serious as I see his jaw working.  Leaning down he places his hands on the side of my face and rubs his thumb over my bottom lip.  “Let’s not fight.”  His eyes warm, full of something deep, something I’m afraid to name.  “Past is past.”  He watches me, his gaze hot, hooded.
 
   “Is it?”  I blurt, unable to help the worry that tinges my voice.
 
   “Yeah, darlin’, it is.”  One side of his mouth goes up in a grin.  “So are you ready for a fuck fest?”
 
   My mouth falls open and flaps up and down like I’m a damn trout hooked.  “Fuck fest?”  I don’t even know if I say it loud enough for him to hear.  I don’t know if I like Jake’s grin.  It’s saying something that I know is going to make me fighting mad.  
 
   “I’ve known every step you’ve taken over the past eight years, Georgia.”  He kisses me.  “So yeah, I know about the fuck fest.”
 
   “I’m going to kill them,” I mutter under my breath.
 
   “Go easy on ‘em, sweetheart,” he murmurs against my mouth.  “If it wasn’t for them, I wouldn’t be here now.”  His eyes roam over my face.  “And I like where I’m at.”
 
   I start to breathe heavily almost hyperventilating with the information he’s relaying and what I need to process.  He’s been following my moves for the past eight years?  “Why?”
 
   “Because no one has been able to make me feel the way you did.”  His voice turned low, tender, sweet.  “And I wanted that back.”
 
   His words so sweet I can’t speak.
 
   He slides down my body.  His lips hovering just above my skin and the soft tip of his tongue glides down the center of my torso and I melt, relaxing into the mattress.  I heat from the inside out as his hands slide down my sides.  My belly begins quivering when his tongue circles my navel in slow leisurely strokes and thrusts in and out, tingles skitter straight to my clit and my body melts.
 
   Sounds I’ve never heard before begin squeaking from my mouth as his tongue starts drawing a line smack dab down the center of my belly and his open mouth covers my pussy.  My hips tilt up of their own accord.  “Oh God, Jake!” I groan in disbelief at how fabulous his mouth feels.  God he knows how to do this like a master.  His mouth moves on me, lapping, sucking, licking and it feels so good.
 
   He clutches my hips, his mouth suctions, pulling my clit deep and his tongue spears into my weeping opening at the same time.  I swear to God that my eyes cross more and more as my pussy gets wetter and wetter.  That’s never happened to me before.  I gasp, pant, suck in breaths as if they’re my last.  His hands settle on either side of my pussy and he spreads my lips apart gaining better access to my throbbing wetness.  His tongue flicks against my clit roughly, sending my hips twisting wildly.  
 
   “Jake.  Jake.  Jake.”  My head thrashes back and forth and I still for a split second as he thrusts two fingers deep inside.  I feel like a woman possessed, bucking and jerking against his mouth as he eats me in deep dragging bites and licks.  I wrap my legs around his shoulders for traction and he grunts against my red-hot flesh.  Suddenly he grabs my swollen clit between his lips and sucks and I scream.  Loudly.  Definitely possessed.  I can’t move.  Nothing.  My legs fall wide open and I don’t even blush.   His left cheek presses against the inside of my right thigh and his stubble rubs deliciously against my sensitive skin as he breathes deep.
 
   “Oh-my-fucking-God!”  My breasts jiggle as I gulp in deep breaths.  “Oh-my-fucking-God!”  I don’t even realize how enticing the jiggling globes are to him.  “Oh-my-fucking-God!”  I repeat over and over.
 
   He pushes himself up and sits back on his heels.  He swipes his hand across his glistening mouth in an erotic move that has my body fluttering again.  “You can say that again.”
 
   I draw in a breath.  “Oh-my-fucking-God!”  I giggle unable to control my shaking.
 
   Jake starts shaking with laughter.  “That’s just the appetizer.”
 
   I try to push up on my elbows and fail, flopping back against the mattress.  “I don’t know if I can handle any more.”  
 
   “That’s okay, darlin’.”  He moves back up my body.  “I’m not afraid of a little hard work.”  He captures my lips in a hot, tongue dueling kiss again and I liquefy.  I feel his grin against my lips.  “That’s right, baby, just lay back and let me take care of it ‘cause I’m fuckin’ starvin’.”  
 
   And I have no doubt he will.
 
   He pushes back and stands.  Bending over to dig around in the pockets of his cargo pants, he removes a foil wrapper and lays it on the bed next to my head.  My eyes follow his movements as if I’m going to have a test on them later.  I feel the mattress move as he climbs back up and lays his palm against my jaw, turning my head in order for me to look at him straight.
 
   “Fuck, then talk.”
 
   I nod looking up at him.
 
   “Now, I’m gonna blow your mind, darlin’.”  He leans down and kisses me hard.  “Not braggin’, just the truth.”
 
   I nod again.
 
   “I’ve been dreaming of this moment for years.  So I can’t help but blow your mind.”
 
   I nod and my head keeps bobbing.  I can’t seem to stop its movement.
 
   He gets real close.  His eyes like tractor beams.  “But you gotta know, you’re gonna blow my mind too.”
 
   I let out a breath.
 
   He watches me for a heartbeat and I watch him as he leans down, my eyes cross and he becomes more than one Jake which could be a really fucking good fantasy.  Pressing me deep into the mattress, his deliciously heavy body on top of mine makes me shiver.
 
   “Why do you have to be so fucking hot?”
 
   He gives me a sexy grin, or at least I imagine it to be a sexy grin because he is so close he’s blurry.  “Why do you have to be so fucking sexy?”
 
   I shrug and he kisses me.  His lips are hard and soft at the same time; his tongue firmly slides sensually against the seam of my lips before working its way inside.  I can’t stop myself even if I tried.  I moan into his mouth and open wide allowing him to take, take, and take some more.
 
   He slants his head, raises up on one arm and reaches between my legs.  Everything he rubs and touches grows wetter and heightens my arousal.  His fingers slide into my body without any effort.  My slit dripping and gooey, swollen and sensitive to everything he’s doing.  
 
   I wrap my legs around his waist holding him prisoner.  
 
   He tears his mouth from mine as he pulls back; dislodging my legs from around his waist he looks down at me with a glint of humor sparkling in his eyes.  “Darlin’ I’ve got to move if I’m gonna fuck you.”  His voice husky, deep, and so fucking sexy I’m almost positive I can orgasm without any more help if he just keeps talking.
 
   “Oh, okay.”  I say in a dazed voice dropping my legs.  He reaches for the condom near my head and opens the wrapper.  I reach for his cock at the same time and he growls, “Darlin’.”  But he still has that sexy grin on his face so I squeeze, then slide my hand up and down the velvety length of his erection and rub my thumb over the weeping tip.  “Georgie.”  He grits his teeth.  
 
   I look up, my eyes fuzzy, my bottom lip between my teeth and he removes my hand from his cock one finger at a time and sheaths himself in record time.  He growls again and I feel it throughout my whole body as he grips his cock in one hand, positions it at my opening and works it in one inch after one splendid inch until he’s balls deep inside of me, his muscles rippling the whole way and I let out a satisfied sigh.  I moan.  I want to cry it’s so amazing.  I feel lightheaded and I feel alive all at the same time.
 
   “I feel ya, baby,” he says to the ceiling, his head thrown back with his eyes squeezed shut.  “Fuck yeah, I feel ya.”  And then he moves and it’s game on.  He grabs the back of my neck and lifts me up a few inches off the bed and kisses me, his tongue driving into my mouth, hard, open-mouthed and wet, wet, wet.  And it’s fucking hot, hot, hot.
 
   My hips rotate round and round as he plunges in and out.  The movement, the friction and when his length bumps my womb I want to cry out as the pleasure notches to another level.  “God you feel good, Jake.”  I grip the indention of his back, his muscles surrounding his spine contract as he moves inside me.  “You’re so big and hard.”  My body flushes with desire and the musky scent of our mingling sexes teases my senses.  “Oh God.”
 
   Jake rises up on one knee for better leverage, reaching down he puts his hands beneath my knees and lifts his arms until my thighs are pressing against my breasts.  He widens my legs with a little pressure and opens me up fully to his assault.  He pounds into me and it feels so good.  I feel his fingers slide over my belly and down until he teases my clit as he rams into me.  Sure, strong strokes of his cock and sure, strong flicks of his fingers against my turgid clit.  
 
   Too much.
 
   Not enough.
 
   More.
 
   All the thoughts swirling around my brain.  
 
   I press my head back, my eyes close, my mouth opens, my breathing harsh as he works just like he said he would.  No breaks, no complaining, just good honest, hard work and boy does it pay off.  
 
   I have to give him this; he’s a very, very, very patient man.  Suddenly he slams inside me and my eyes really do cross, my neck arches, and my back comes off the bed.  
“Oh.  My.  Fucking.   God!”  
 
   He earns his pay with this one.  He drives into me over and over, again and again, deeper and deeper, faster and faster until I pant, unable to take even a semblance of a deep breath.  My arms circle his waist; my nails score his back as his mouth comes down on mine and he whispers, “Fuck yeah.”  I feel his smile, his eyes still watching me.  Intense.   
 
   “Oh.  My.  Fucking.  God.”  
 
   He moves.  “Come with me, Georgie.”  His face is flushed, and his breath comes out in ragged draws.  His thumb drags across my clit, sending me into spasms of pleasure. 
 
   I close my eyes.  “Hmm...,” I mumble the rest of what I was feeling at this time, a jumble in my passion-riddled, desire-filled, hazy mind.  And he kisses me hot, hard, and deep, plunging his tongue between my lips in the very same rhythm he thrusts his cock into my slick passage ramming the spot.  The one that makes everything feel one hundred percent better.  
 
   A weird rushing of air leaves my lips as he rams in and out, in and out and I fall.  Not a soft, floaty fall like laying on a cloud, but a free fall, frantic and crazy like when your chute doesn’t open after jumping out of a plane and then a thick grunt follows as Jake soon follows on a roar and collapses on top of me before rolling to his side taking me with him.
 
   “Oh.  My.  Fucking.   God!”  I say between shallow pants.
 
   He bends his head and kisses me telling me more than I thought possible in such a short amount of time.
 
   “I think this should be an annual occurrence like Bonnaroo.  Fuck Fest.”
 
   He pushes back, shaking his head.  “You’re a nut.”
 
   “Always have been.”
 
   His face comes closer, his hand wraps around my neck.  “Vroom!  Vroom!”
 
   “Score!”  I hold up my hands.
 
   “You don’t yell Score in racing.”
 
   I barely stop myself from rolling my eyes.  “Black and white checked flag,” I say dryly.  That just sounds plain stupid.  “You can’t yell that!”  
 
   He laughs, turning to his side and propping himself up on his elbow his hand splayed wide over my belly from hip bone to hip bone.  “Next time I’ll bring a chilled bottle of champagne to pour over your head when you come.”  He plants a soft kiss on my lips.  “Will that suffice?”
 
   “Yeah.”  I snuggle into his side, the hair on his chest tickling my cheek.
 
   “So tell me about this fuck fest?”  And he asks it in a way that means I don’t get a say.
 
   I groan turning my head into his shoulder so he can’t see my cheeks go up in flames.
 
   “Georgie?” he asks again his voice full of humor and patience so I know he’ll lay there all night waiting for me to spill.
 
   “It’s not funny.”  My voice muffled against his body.
 
   “I’m not laughing, I’m listening,” he assures which I find sweet and a little annoying.
 
   “Well it all started one night after we all had one too many…scratch that, three or four too many tequila shots…”  I proceeded to tell the story, full of words like, fantasies, more tequila, lack of sex, even more tequila and you know the rest.
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   I don’t know if I wore this little black dress because I needed an extra boost of confidence or what.  It isn’t as if I’ve ever succumbed to a dress code.  Rocker chic no matter what it is, is what I do.  But it’s my turn to step up; I need everything I have going for me.  On stage I fuckin’ rock.  No one would ever think to tell me I lack confidence, but get me alone with fantasy man, and I get tongue-tied.  Shy.  Loser, with a capital ‘L’ plastered on my forehead.
 
   Here on the stage in the smoky bar with my boys, my voice all husky and edgy, I go into a cover for KD Lang’s ‘Constant Craving’ ‘cause that’s what I’m feeling tonight.  Immense, soul-deep craving.  
 
   He watches.
 
   I know.  
 
   I can feel him.
 
   Always do.              
 
   Even though the lights are bright in my eyes I know he watches.  Gripping the mic with two hands, my hips swaying, my long blonde hair brushes against my skin giving teasing glimpses of my backless dress.  The tight little number I’m wearing drapes so low down my back it exposes the rounded beginnings of my cheeks, the hem is about an inch below my ass. Needless to say, I’m gonna try to not bend over too much tonight.  The thin little straps go around my neck, the bodice draping over my small breasts.  Unlike my best friends Ashley and Georgia, I wasn’t blessed with ginormous tits but a handful seems to satisfy most guys anyway.  
 
   It’s a shame about the tits I suppose but I’ve been told on more than one occasion that I’ve got a nice tight little ass and this dress is hot!   It’s serving not only to accentuate one of my best assets but exposing more than enough skin to get any man’s other head thinking.  
 
   Hot.  Hot.  Hot.  
 
   I love this dress.  Feeling sexy is exactly what I need tonight if I’m gonna finally get up the nerve to corner him and let him know what’s been flowing through my mind for a long time.  Flowing into a pop beat by Pink ‘U+Ur Hand’.  My eyes draw to him.  I can’t see him, but I know where he’s approximately hanging out.  And like I said, I can feel his presence when he’s around.  
 
   Looking up through the sea of people I have to school my reaction because he’s five feet in front of me mixed in with the raucous, gyrating crowd watching the show.  His face is hard, looking somewhat hungry, and the look sends a shiver through me. 
 
   Damn. 
 
    I thought my dress was hot but it’s nothing compared to the sexual vibe he’s giving off.  He’s twice my size and all man.  In some way he’s pushing all my buttons and some that I didn’t even know I had.  He could and I would let him eat me for breakfast if he’d only ask.  
 
   God, I wish.
 
   A slow, easy smile crosses over his face as if he knows what is going through my mind.  With his arms crossed over his chest, the muscles in his biceps stretch the material of his tight black T-shirt to the point of ripping.   
 
   God, he’s so fuckin’ hot. 
 
   Finishing the song and as any bad ass chica would do, I run off the stage without even a bye or wave.  Not my usual style, but very effective.
 
   After running to my dressing room and wiping the sweat off with one of my hand towels, I quickly make my way sneakily back to the bar and plop down on the vinyl topped stool that my two best friends have saved for me.
 
    Crossing my legs, so my short black dress rises even higher up my thighs, I make sure the cocktail straw from my drink rests seductively between my lips.  I stare.  I stare at him from over my Amaretto sour.  Why not?  I do a sweep of the room and come back to him.  He’s obviously staring at me.  The intensity of his stare is unnerving me for some reason.  It’s as if he knows exactly what I’m thinking.  Jump his bones kinda thoughts.  Why all of the sudden the attention?  He has never given me a heated look like that before tonight, at least one I have ever caught.  Maybe I truly am clueless.
 
   I’ll have to analyze that later.
 
   I’ve no idea why I feel so desperately attracted to him.  I can’t seem to find a logical explanation for the animal attraction.  It has to be just one of those purely primal urges one is not supposed to understand, I guess.  It’s not as if I’ve not had romantic relationships before.  I’ve had some very good romantic relationships.  I’ve also had some very bad romantic relationships.  I’ve had some super-hot romantic relationships, and I’ve also had some romantic relationships that fizzled after a couple of dates.  
 
   Somthing about him though.  
 
   Somthing that revs my engine to full throttle.
 
   He’s just perfect.  Always nice, always smiles except when he needs to frown.  Always confident.  Always in charge, of course by looking at him you would know right away that he’s a take charge kinda guy.  To top it all off, I’ve never heard anyone whisper a bad word about the guy.  Granted, it’s not as if I walk around with a notebook and pencil like a reporter interviewing people, but I do listen, especially to idle gossip because that’s where you can hear the most honest answers to questions.  
 
   So to summarize everything, when I was drunk on tequila with my girlfriends one night, I wrote down a fantasy that has been stewing in the back of my mind for some time.  It was to get with Foster Mason.  AKA Mr. Perfect Bouncer Guy and now they aren’t gonna let me forget it.  
 
   “He’s fucking hot,” Georgia whispers in my right ear before she takes a long pull on her long neck beer, her eyes flashing hot.
 
   “You weren’t kidding,” Ashley whispers in the other.  “He’s like a perfect specimen of manhood, except for my boyfriend, Gage, of course.”  
 
   The funny thing is, is I hear her sigh.  “Ooh, I’m gonna tell Gage.”  I smile.  “I know,” I agree.  One hundred percent agree.  
 
   “That’s what I meant, of course,” Georgia rushes to clarify.  “Except for my boyfriend, Jake.”  
 
   “Of course,” I smirk, not removing my eyes from him throughout our bantering back and forth.  “Is it hot in here?”  I squirm on the stool fanning myself.  The way he’s looking at me is making me feel warm and itchy and a little moist in some areas.
 
   “Not really,” Ashley tosses out, clearly enjoying my discomfort.
 
   “I’ve had a crush on him forever.”  I sigh, sucking a large sip from my straw relishing the sweet and sour taste sliding over my tongue and down my throat.  He really is hot.  I set my elbow on the bar and lean my chin into my palm.  Bad boy, Harley man hot.  He’s big.  Tall and bulky.  Covered with thick well defined muscles like a body builder, which I guess is par for the course when you’re a bouncer.  Tanned, tattooed, a super masculine looking, sexy as hell haircut shaved close to his skull.  He reminds me of the guy that played the boss vampire in the movie Blade Trinity, only bigger with more muscles and way hotter.  I’m not even for sure how that’s even possible but it is.  And another major plus is that he’s super tall.  Being five foot nine I’m no shorty so he being somewhere around six foot four is extra hot in my book.
 
   “Is that what they call it these days?”  Georgia laughs and looks around me to raise her eyebrows at Ashley and they fist bump each other.  They actually fist bump like it’s cool. 
 
   Ashley looks back at Foster and then drags her gaze back to me like it’s a hard thing to do.  “I think Georgia had the right idea when she came up with her fantasy.  Fuck fest.”
 
   “Whatever.  You are not having anything with Foster.” 
 
   They look at each other again which is starting to get my blood boiling.  “A-N-Y-T-H-I-N_G!”  I repeat loudly.  “So quit drooling.”
 
   Georgia raises her brow and Ashley smirks.  Honest to God, their weirdness is bizarre and is starting to make me nervous.
 
   Rolling my eyes at them both, I turn back to the door and right into his line of sight.  His mouth lifts in a fuckin’ hot grin making my insides flip around and tie into little knots as my body begins to leak like I’m broken and need a good tune-up.  “I want more than a fuck fest.”
 
   “That’s good.”   Ashley grins at me.  “I think he might want a fuck fest with you.”
 
   “He’s never said a word.”  I shake my head.
 
   “So,” Ashley retorts.  “It’s not as if we’re living in the middle ages Hailie, you say the word.”  She wriggles her eyebrows.  “I bet he’d find it sexy if you made the first move.”
 
   “Yeah, I’ll get right onto that.”  Rolling my eyes, I let out a little sigh.
 
   “Next she’ll be saying he’s cute.”  Georgia laughs as she looks at me in an almost challenging glare.
 
   “He is cute,” I argue. 
 
   “Are we in junior high?”  Georgia asks.
 
   I turn to her.  “You don’t think he’s cute?”
 
   “Honey, I’ve got a lot of adjectives running around in my mind right now that describe him and cute ain’t one of ‘em.”  Georgia fans herself with a cocktail napkin.
 
   “Or she’ll be saying he’s as sweet as pie,” Ashley adds.
 
   “He is sweet,” I quickly retort.
 
   “She’s got it bad,” Ashley adds.
 
   “Yep,” Georgia agrees.
 
   “Bartender,” Ashley calls.  “Another Amaretto sour and make it a double this time.”  
 
   Turning back to the bar, I drag my gaze away from his.  For some reason it feels like it’s one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do.
 
   I do have it bad for him but they don’t have to hark on it so much and be super obvious about the whole thing.
 
   “Don’t look now,” Georgia whispers really close to my ear.  As I begin to turn my head she hisses, “I said don’t look!”
 
   Almost instantly I feel a sudden heat surrounding me and a voice that is both gruff and sexy.  Almost rough like he doesn’t use it very often.  I like it.  Shivers skate down my spine and head straight to my clit making me squirm a bit.  I want to rub myself and let it take its natural course spinning out of control right here on my bar stool, no I think that’s a fuckin’ lie.  If I lose control I want it to be with his mouth on me and/or his cock deep inside as his thick, sweaty, hotter than hell body pumps above me as my fingers trace the picture that covers his body and tells a story that I’m dying to read.  The pictures will let me know who he really is.
 
   Sucking in a breath I can’t help but know that he feels it, that’s how close he is.  His thick muscled pecs are pressing against my back and the only material between us is the thin cotton of his tight-fitting black T-shirt.
 
   Fuck.  How did I miss that?  His nipples are pierced and with that notion, I release more fragrant cream, soaking the thin, transparent silk of my panties that swath my pussy.  No way in hell I’m not squirming now.
 
   “Easy babe,” his breath is so hot.  Obviously, I’m not hiding how he’s affecting me very well.
 
   I melt.
 
   His big hand slides beneath the side of my dress, skims my midriff and barely touches the underside of my braless breast before lying flat against my belly and presses even more snugly against my back.  Finding and playing with the dangling ring decorating my flesh, he flicks it with his callused fingertip before pressing his finger deep into my navel, swirling it in small and lazy circling motions.  The part that’s making me stiffen is how the tip of his little finger keeps knocking at the lace at the band of my panties.
 
   His touch is a complete surprise but there’s no way in hell I’m gonna fight it.  I love the roughness of his hands, abrasive, delicious, but I don’t know what to really think.  He’s never touched me before tonight.  Not even a quick tap, handshake, or even put his arm around my shoulder in a joking or friendly manner.  Nothing.  Now I think I know why.  I would have gone up in flames if he had!  I can’t help but make a little sound in my throat, one of immense desperation and arousal.  This can’t be good.
 
   My head drops back and as I look up into his face, my knees grow wobbly at the smoldering look he’s giving me.  Good Lord.  His eyes are warm, smiling in their own way and hot.  Thank goodness I’m sitting or I’d probably be flat on my ass right now.  “Foster,” I greet him like this is an everyday occurrence, like he puts his hands inside my clothing all the time.  Casual.  Nonchalant.  But I feel anything but.  I can’t stop myself from pressing into him.  He just smiles before incredibly touching his lips to mine.  That’s a first. Oh my God, he tastes so delicious and yummy.  I grin moaning into his mouth.
 
   “Hailie,” he replies before gesturing to the bartender and my heart begins to beat a bit faster.  
 
   “These are my friends, Ashley and Georgia.”  My voice comes out all breathy which is quite embarrassing and to top it off, I can hear Ashley and Georgia’s whispers of praise, which means I know he can too.  
 
   “Ladies,” he tosses his greeting out smoothly.
 
   “Foster,” they both say at the same time.  Ashley claps her hand over her mouth in a not-so-very-successful effort to stifle a fit of laughter and Georgia mouths, He’s so fuckin’ hot!
 
   He leans back against the bar facing me.  One elbow flat, his feet crossed at the ankles and his eyes on me.  Ignoring all the shit spewing from Ashley and Georgia, I can see a hint of laughter in his eyes.  
 
   “You wanna drink, Foster?”  I lift my mixed drink high in the air.
 
   He touches his mouth to mine again and my stomach jumps.  It’s an, I just won an Olympic gold medal jump, tingly thing.   “Got one babe.”  He reaches around my body with his right hand and snags the bottle of water that magically appears in front of me on the bar.
 
   “You don’t drink?”
 
   “Not on duty.”
 
   “Gotta be alert to crack some skulls?” I tease, taking a sip of my Amaretto sour through my little cocktail straw.
 
   “Something like that.”  His blue eyes crinkle at the corners in a manner I find beguiling.  I really love that word.  It draws a smile from me.  His eyes focus on my mouth again, then lower.
 
   Looking down I notice my nipples jutting hard against the soft jersey material.  Just great!
 
   He bends, his mouth brushing my ear, his breath hot against my skin making my toes curl.  “Nice.”  All the air empties my body.  
 
   He straightens and turns towards Ashley and Georgia.  “Ladies.”  His left hand slides out of my dress and he saunters away.  I mean like really fuckin’ saunters like he just got some and it was the best he’s ever had instead of just coping a feel.  
 
   “Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ me!” Georgia explodes excitedly.
 
   Ashley slides off the barstool and dances around, swiveling her hips and all while wearing her five-inch stilettos.  “Go girl.  Go girl.  Go girl.”  
 
   Georgia turns me to face her by grabbing my knee.  “I thought you hadn’t talked to him?”
 
   “I haven’t.  Not really.”  Sounding slightly put out.
 
   Ashley leans in close with her back to the room.  “That sure looked like more than talk.”
 
   “Oh my God, you lied to us,” Georgia hisses.  “You’ve totally fucked him.”
 
   Warmth floods my face.  “No I haven’t.”  
 
   Suddenly a shadow crosses us and my heart stops.  
 
   “She hasn’t,” Foster assures.   
 
   My head shoots up and I glare at him before I close my eyes tight and wish myself anywhere but here.  Unfortunately, I left my ruby slippers at home and fuck, this shit never works the way it does in the movies. 
 
   “Not yet,” he adds, his voice deep, gravelly, and ultra-sexy.  “And believe you me; I would remember if I had a piece of that fine ass.”
 
   “Foster!”  My eyes open wide, shooting daggers his direction, but they aren’t doing their job.  He’s still standing instead of lying in a pool of blood at my feet.  Figuratively speaking, of course.
 
   Georgia claps her hands over her mouth, her eyes wide and dancing and Ashley snorts, nearly choking on her drink.
 
   “All the guys feel the same way.”
 
   I glance over Foster’s shoulder to see Graham, one of the other bouncers, standing just a little behind me to my left.  “What are you guys talking about?”  He’s always hung around when my friends were at the bar.  Who could blame him, they’re gorgeous.
 
   “You’re fuckin’ hot, Hailie.”  Graham rolls his eyes as if there’s something wrong with me.
 
   “It’s fuckin’ true,” Georgia cuts in.
 
   I throw up my arms.  “Fine.  I’m fucking hot!”  Although on the inside I’m fucking cussing up a storm.  
 
   Ashley leans in with a shit-eating grin.  “So you think you’re hot?”  She teases me.
 
   “I’m gonna kill you,” I growl and she busts out laughing.  “I’ve got to go.”  I blurt out, my impatience palpable.  I slide off my stool onto my six inch heels, two inch hidden platform leopard print pony hair booties.  Fierce.  They give me a slight boost of confidence that I need at this moment.  “I’ve gotta get outta here.”  I point to the stage.  “The band is back.  I need to rock before I get nauseous with all this testosterone getting thrown around willy-nilly.”
 
   “Willy-nilly?”  Foster’s eyes crinkle at the corners again.  Fuckity fuck fuck.
 
   I push at his chest.  “Yeah, willy-nilly.”  I turn and walk away.
 
   My wrist’s tagged before I make it very far and I’m twisted around and thrown up against a rock-hard chest and flat, sexy abs making my nipples begin to tingle at the touch of his body through my clinging jersey knit dress.  My head falls back as I glare up at him with my eyebrows pulled together somewhat confused and aroused.
 
   One arm snakes around my waist sneaking his fingertips into the side of my dress again while his other hand slides slowly up my arm until laying his palm flat against my jaw.  His thumb skims over my bottom lip.  His lips hover less than an inch from mine and I stop breathing.  “I really have no desire to beat one out on my own tonight, Hailie.”  The intensity of his gaze sends a shudder down my spine.
 
   Heat is roaring through me and not in a bad way.  “Did you just say that to me?” I hiss.
 
   His mouth turns up in a lopsided grin that makes my belly do flippy-floppy things and heat flares in his beautiful blue eyes.  “I said it loud and clear, sweetheart.”  He covers my mouth with his, it’s hot, deep, and demanding.  My lips part and his tongue sweeps in.  My nipples bunch hard, crafting an ache of the likes I’ve never felt before.  And it’s sweet.  
 
   He takes a step back sliding his hand from my dress.  His eyes now focus between my thighs where the hem of my dress has ridden even higher on the top of my legs.  Jerking his gaze back to mine, his blue eyes burn with a hidden flame, giving him a sensual, warrior like appearance and spins me around on my spikey heels.  “Go get ‘em, tiger.”  I hear a grin in his voice as he swats the left cheek of my ass hard making me do a little hop stopping on my toes before my heels touch the floor again.  The pleasurable pain generates additional liquid at the juncture of my thighs as he nudges me forward with the flat of his hand at the base of my spine.
 
   I stop abruptly, not turning; my voice comes out sounding as if he’s strangled me instead of kissed me.  “Leopard.”  I glance over my shoulder to see him leaning negligently against the bar on one elbow with his black biker booted feet crossed with the silver chains glinting in the low club lights.  With one arm bent, he takes a large swallow from a new water bottle.  
 
   I can’t look away from him and his eyes haven’t strayed from me in the slightest.  
 
   Looking at him intently, I see the curve of his cheek lift as one corner of his mouth quirks.  My tongue peeps out to wet my suddenly dry lips as his Adam’s apple bobs with each pull of the bottle.  Slowly, he lowers the bottle and replaces the cap sitting it back on the bar.  “Break a leg, babe.”
 
   Fuck.  Fuck.  Fuck.  Fantasy be damned.  He’s an arrogant sonofabitch.  A sexy as hell, arrogant, cocky as a motherfucker sonofabitch.
 
   His chuckle low and dark.  
 
   Scratch that.  He’s a sexy as hell, arrogant, cocky as a motherfucker sonofabitch jerk.  
 
   “Feel better, sweetheart?” His gaze sweeps down my body.
 
   Stiffening at his words, I pivot on my heels and march back to him getting as close as I can.  I rise up on my toes which brings my eyes to his lips.  I know my eyes are spitting fire, but I don’t care.  “What.  Is.  Your.  Fucking.  Problem.  Foster.”  I grit out, punctuating each word with a jab of my long French-tipped nail studded with clear rhinestones against his brick wall of a chest.  Not very effective.
 
   He gives me a look and I swear I can feel my labia swell plump and full.  
 
   His callused finger-tip glides down my cheek until he grips my chin and raises my face so that he can look into my eyes.  “I could see you cussing me up one side and down the other all the way over here.”
 
   The pit of my stomach drops, my lips purse.
 
   “Why is that?”  Foster’s grin transforms his face to earth-shattering gorgeousness. 
 
   “You just smacked my fucking ass.”  I turn my head to see my friends watching in rapt attention.  “In front of the whole fucking club, I might add.”
 
   “There’s not another man in here tonight that isn’t fantasizing about doing what I just did.”  His hands grip my waist and I can feel his fingers rhythmically flexing into my flesh.
 
   “So,” I squeak out, my arms crossing belligerently across my chest, trying my best to ignore my friends’ fascinated stares.
 
   “Your eyes have been following me for weeks and weeks,” he replies as if it gives him the right to do whatever he wants to with me.  “Scratch that, months and months.”
 
   My eyes widen.  “Have not.”  I finch as I watch his lips twitch.  
 
   He snags me around my hips and pulls me between his thighs, my breathing grows shallow.  I delight in the feel of his body against mine, even with the clothing that separates us.  I can feel his thick erection pressing into my crotch and it feels magnificent.  And big, which in and of itself is magnificent.  
 
   “So you’re saying you don’t want me to touch you?”  He holds my gaze with his heavy-lidded one.  Once again he runs the back of his fingers over my cheek and down my jaw.
 
   My clit tingles and burns at his question and at the soft circular motions of his fingers on my side.  I sigh uncontrollably and loudly which is a mistake on my part.  Do I want him to stop touching me?  
 
   “You think too much.”  He leans down and gives me a slow, drugging kiss and arousal explodes through me.  Slanting his head, he takes the kiss deeper.  His arms lock around my waist pulling me in tightly against his body.  My heart is beating so fast that I’m afraid it might burst from all the extra effort, until he releases his lips from mine.  It takes a full five seconds for my brain to even process this as my fingers dig into his biceps.  “Now aren’t you supposed to be rockin’?”  He runs his fingertip down the slope of my nose and his head cocks to one side. 
 
   “Fuck,” I cry pushing at his chest so roughly I find myself precariously off balance on my excessively high heels as he releases me with a wicked chuckle.  Glancing at the stage, I see the band smiling at me, one member in particular tapping his watch.  “Fuck.”  I push my way through the crowd almost laughing out loud when I hear Georgia say to Foster, “So who are your friends?”  
 
   Just to grab his attention, I trot back to him and he lifts his brow as I rise up on my tiptoes and rub his head before placing a kiss on his lips.  “For luck!”  I call, barely getting out of his reach as he tries to grab my wrist.  Glancing over my shoulder, I blow him a kiss and he grins so I know I’m in trouble.  
 
   You only live once, right?
 
   Just to get back at him, the last song in our final set is Adam Lambert’s “For Your Entertainment.”  I love the sound of the whip and the theme.  It’s sexy and hot and I’m in the mood to make Foster squirm just as he’s done to me.  I work the mic, rubbing and running my hands up and down the stand.  I spread out my right leg and bend my left knee raising my skirt to all new dangerous levels.  Rising up I run my right hand up my thigh as I stand.  I catwalk across the stage, working the crowd until my back is pressing up against my guitar player.  He knows what I want him to do, so he presses his back to mine so that I can squat and rise lowering my head and tossing my hair, throwing back my head as I scream.  
 
   I don’t know how I know, but I can hear Foster’s laugh at my song choice all the way up on the stage and my insides go all warm and fuzzy as the crowded club roars with applause and praise.  
 
   “Thanks guys!” I say into the microphone.  “You’re always awesome!”  I hold up both hands.  “Love ya, see ya next week.”  Everything goes black as I turn and walk quickly off the stage waving at the crowd turning in time to press my palms against Foster’s hard stomach.  My head flies up, my eyes widen, my mouth falls open.  
 
   “Entertain me, darlin’.”  His hands span my waist, his thumbs touching at my navel, his meaning clear.  
 
   I take two steps back.  “I’m tired.”  I fake a yawn into my hand.
 
   His gaze grows more intense.  “You will be, sweetheart, ’cause I’m gonna wear you slap out.”  
 
   I squeal loudly as he curls his long fingers around my wrist, bends at the waist with his shoulder to my belly, and heaves me up and over his shoulder in a fireman’s hold and carries down the stairs.  “I’m tired of you tossin’ out your teasing glances for weeks on end.  I’m gonna do something about it.”  He says it in such a matter-of-fact way that I don’t know what to think and I definitely can’t think of a valid comeback.  Truthfully, I want exactly what he’s throwing at me.
 
   “Hey,” I squeal again as I pound lightly on his back.  “Let me down.”  
 
   “Not on your life.”  His large hand covers the important parts of my ass so I’m not flashing too much to too many people.  The warmth of his palm on my practically naked derriere feels delicious and I have to squeeze my legs together to ease the flagrant and sudden ache.
 
   A nervous giggle bubbles up in my throat.  I can’t believe he’s carrying me through the club.  I pound on his back some more, not hard.  I don’t want to hurt him.  I giggle some more at the absurd idea that I think I could possibly hurt him.  “Someone will see us,” I hiss into his back.
 
   “I don’t give a fuck.”  And the tone of his voice proves that to be true.
 
   I clear my throat.  “I work here,” I add hoping that will help him see reason.
 
   “So do I,” he quickly counters.
 
   Okay, that’s true.  He does work here as well.  “Where are you taking me?”  My voice wavers slightly.  This is definitely the last place I thought I’d find myself tonight, slung over some caveman’s shoulder.  
 
   “To my office,” he says straightforwardly like I should have known it all along.  Why would I have known this?  Did he sign my checks?  Oh, I pause in my internal rant for a minute.  Perhaps he does.  I mentally look at the checks I’ve cashed but don’t remember every looking at the signature line.  I’ve never looked that closely before.  Oh, shit.  Does he sign my paychecks?
 
   I leverage myself up with his back, my palms flat, my arms straight and look at him as he glances over his shoulder.  “You have an office?”
 
   “I’m part owner of this club, Hailie,” he replies, as he strokes his hand up and down my thighs.
 
   “I didn’t know that,” I say softly, surprise evident in my tone.
 
   “’Cause you didn’t bother to ask babe.” He shrugs and I bounce atop his shoulder.  His fingers squeeze my thigh firmly to minimize the jostling.
 
   “What are we gonna do in your office?”  Oh boy, oh boy, oh boy.
 
   “I’m going to fuck you on my desk so that when I’m doing paperwork tomorrow afternoon, and the next day, and the next, I can picture your naked body sprawled across the top and smell your scent.”  
 
   Wow.  Wasn’t expecting that.  My breathing speeds up, but I try my best to mask the excitement skittering down my spine.  “I never said you could fuck me,” I inform him haughtily.
 
   “You did, sweetheart.”  His lips twitch in amusement which raises my ire and I don’t know why.  
 
   I want him to fuck me.  I don’t know why I’m fighting it so hard.  I should just get naked so we can do the nasty on his desk and give him a sweet memory, but no, I have to be rowdy.  Starting fights and shit.  I mentally shrug.  That’s what I do, start fights and shit.  I figure why change bad habits this late in the game.  
 
   “In about a million different ways,” he adds with laughter lacing his words.
 
   “No I didn’t.”  I barely manage, growing dizzy as the blood rushes to my head because I’m too turned on to take in a big enough breath to ease the pain in my lungs from the lack of oxygen.
 
   “Now I know what the Bible meant when it mentions contentious women,” I hear him muttering this like he’s talking to himself which I find rather amusing.   
 
   “OhmyGod, now you’re talking about Bible scriptures in the same breath as telling me you’re gonna fuck me on your desk?”  I roll my eyes, but inside I’m chuckling.  “I’ve heard it all.”  But if I’m honest with myself, I can’t wait for him to thrust what I know is going to be a glorious cock inside me.  I’m getting all moist and hot and moist just with the thought.
 
   “There’s no way in hell you’re gonna scare me off with this tough girl act.”  He laughs openly, loud and hearty.  “In fact I find it a major turn-on.”
 
   “You do?”  An exasperated groan clears my throat.
 
   He moves his hand, his fingers sliding between my thighs and he growls.  “Oh yeah.”  He smacks my ass again and then rubs soothing circles over my heated flesh.  “Gonna like this a lot.”
 
   I make a frustrated noise in the back of my throat.  “Ooh…Foster.”  I growl, even though secretly anticipation sizzles to my core.
 
   He chuckles.  “Reserve your energy, Hailie.”  I can feel the heat in his voice as goose bumps pop up all down my arms.  I figure the only good thing besides being carried to his office for a good fucking is the fact that I get to watch his sexy ass move as he carries me there.  “I’ve got better things for you to expend it on.”
 
   “I just bet you do,” I mutter.
 
   He swats my ass again and my eyes fly open very wide.  This one actually stings a little bit more, I wriggle my belly against his shoulder and it zings.  Heat blossoms in its wake.  I wonder if he’ll do that again.
 
   He chuckles and I hit his back again.  “Don’t worry, Hailie, I like it rough.”
 
   I growl again.
 
   We make it to his office and I wait, rather impatiently for him to open the door and walk through, shut and lock the door.  Releasing my thighs he tugs me over his shoulder and lets me slide down his hard body until my feet hit the floor.  I want to say, do it again!  Do it again!  He’s so hard and hot and I could feel all of the bulges and ridges of his muscles as I slid down his body, including the thick steel rod between his legs.
 
   “My little rock star’s impatient.”  He bends to kiss me, his arms wrap around my waist lifting me completely off the ground.  His lips grind almost painfully against mine, rough, deep, and wet.  One hand rises and slides around my nape holding my mouth exactly where he wants it.  
 
   I let out a deep moan in my throat inadvertently giving him the go ahead.
 
   His lips quirk and heat pools low in my belly as he once again allows me, yes, I said allows me to slide down his hard body, past his even harder cock and settle on my feet.  My eyes close as I take deep breaths and work at warding off the dizziness from lack of oxygen.  Boy, this man can kiss.
 
   “Take your panties off, Hailie,” he orders in a rough voice, his breathing now shallow.  His eyes are merciless as he gazes at me clearly used to issuing orders.  “Leave the fuck-me shoes on.”  That deep stare and his low, raspy voice transforms his simple words into something wicked and sinful that has my nipples throbbing and heat pooling between my legs.  I know he knows I’m not gonna fight it, so why fight it?
 
   Honestly, I don’t want to protest.  Argue.  Scream.  I am not even putting up anything that even resembles a fight.  Reaching beneath my dress, the air brushes cool against my hot skin, and tugging my sopping wet panties from my pussy, I slide them over my hips, shimmying them down my legs and as they reach my knees, Foster squats down in front of me and finishes the task.  He holds the thin scraps of silk to his nose and inhales.  
 
   “Fuck yeah.”  His devastating grin flashes, halting every single protest.  “You’re ripe for me, Hailie.”  His nostrils flare.  Lust rages in his eyes and in his expression, sparking a burning flame in my womb and fanning it to an inferno, so fixed is his gaze at the pale flesh revealed.
 
   He pushes my legs wider, leaning in and swipes his tongue along the crease of my thigh and my pussy.  He places his hands on either side, his fingers touching my swollen labia and I jerk.  He spreads them revealing the glistening bright pink skin.  “Pretty.”  His tongue whips out gliding over my slickness and my knees buckle a little.   Without much effort on his part, I can already smell the musky scent of my arousal in the air.  He rubs his nose in the V of my thighs before giving my plump pussy a long lick and a deep shudder overtakes my body.
 
   “Very nice, Hailie.”  His hands move over and he slides both of his thumbs into my slick pussy.  My whole body quivers with the soft massages to the sensitive skin around my entrance.  His fingers slide over and around my labia.  Moving his hands he pushes up into me with two thick, long fingers, hitting that magic spot almost immediately causing my pussy to come alive.  It’s like it was in hibernation and now with a jolt of electricity it’s awake again.  
 
   He stares at me, and I know what he’s doing.  He’s watching his fingers plunder my pussy.  He watches as his fingers glistening with my juices thrusts in and out of my body.  “You’re fucking gorgeous.”  I clench around him, the little muscles inside rippling against his fingers.
 
   He looks up as I look down, our eyes meet and I burn and throb.  A small smile plays at my lips.  He slides his fingers from my body and wraps them around my thighs to hold me still.  My senses can’t keep up and we’ve barely began our sexual exploration.  
 
   “Please, Foster.”  I feel my belly spasm in urgent need.
 
   “I’ve got ya.”  He straightens up from his crouching position to his full height, his powerful thighs bunching as he rises.  His hands skim over my hips, around the rounded globes of my ass, up my sides and take my dress with him as his hands rise.  He kisses a path up my body as he goes.  He places soft kisses up the center of my belly; his tongue delves into my navel with a swirl, tugging at my belly ring, nips at the warm skin on the underside of my breasts, zings shoot to my already drenched pussy.  I raise my arms as he lifts the dress over my head and throws it on the filing cabinet near the wall.  Some of the stacked papers on the top flutter to the floor and I can’t pull my eyes away distracted as they float back and forth until they finally land on the floor.  
 
   I struggle for air as the magnitude of my situation finally hits me in full force.  
 
   I’m naked.  
 
   Fucking naked.  
 
   Standing in front of Foster and I’m fucking naked.  
 
   My heart hammers in my chest, my legs a bit unsteady.
 
   “Focus, babe.”  He shakes his head as if he’s amused.  His voice comes out husky with a slight chuckle right before he stands up and in a smooth move lifts me up and cradles me in his arms with very little effort.  “Believe me, babe, you don’t disappoint.”  
 
   I feel my body softening at his praise.
 
   “That’s right, sweetheart.”  He carries me to his desk and moves stuff around before sitting me on the cold, hard surface.  He opens one of the drawers and deposits my panties inside like a treasure.  “Now I can smell your musky spice whenever I want.”  
 
   I chuckle at my thoughts.  “You didn’t swipe it to the floor like in the movies.”
 
   He leans forward with his fists against the edge of the desk between my legs pushing them open.  His warm breath brushes by my ear.  “I can barely find stuff now.”  
 
   I realize I’m panting as heat pulses through me with every inhalation.  I can’t ignore the heat of his hands where they lay between my legs on the desk and I pray with all my might that he’ll move them just a tad and touch my burning flesh again.
 
   He moves closer so I spread my legs wider making more room for his large body.  He closes his teeth on the muscle between my shoulder and neck.  I gasp as currents of electricity flash to my groin in pulsing waves.  I want to clench my thighs together.  I need to clench my thighs together, but his hands and wrists and huge body are in the way.  
 
   He chuckles.  “I feel ya.”  He lifts one hand and clasps the vulnerable curve of my neck.  He licks his lips, watching as I drop my gaze and follow the movement of his tongue.  His fist grabs a shank of my hair and forces my head back, positioning his face mere inches above my mouth.  He grinds his lips over mine, taking possession, forcing his tongue inside, smothering any sounds I make as I open wide for him.  He’s given me no choice.  His tongue plunges, demanding my response.  
 
   He growls, smashing his lips against mine in a jaw-dropping, gut-wrenching kiss.  His tongue delves into my mouth and I suck it deep.  His taste overtly sensual, immensely erotic, masterful, almost intimidating with his prowess. 
 
   I rip my lips from his and stare at him with wide eyes, my blood pumping violently through my veins.  “Are you just gonna play with me, Foster, or are we gonna get down to some real business?”  I ask, my voice sounding strangled and slightly husky.  Bringing my hands up to his shoulders, I clutch at the fabric of his T-shirt, wrinkling it between my fingers.
 
   His finger slides along the side of my clit, not quite touching it and it makes me mad so I thrust my hips high off the desk and I hear him chuckle.  
 
   “Patience is a virtue.”
 
   “I’m going to kill you,” I grunt effortlessly trying to move his hand closer to my clit.  Full contact.  I need fucking full contact.
 
   “No you won’t.”  
 
   “Fine,” I growl.  “I’ll do it myself.”  My hand rushes towards my clit and he grabs for my wrists.  I can’t shake him, he’s too strong.
 
   “Ah.  Ah.  Ah.”  He pushes my hand under my bottom.  “I’ve got you.”  
 
   Finally his finger slides down the cleft to my pussy and enters me in one swift motion.  “So fucking tight.”  He groans.  “Dripping fuckin’ wet.”  He plunges another finger inside me and curls them around to press at just the right spot.  The marvelous little packet of nerves causes my whole body to latch onto his fingers uncontrollably and not let go.  I fall back to the desk, knocking something to the floor, and my eyes close in ecstasy.  My hips rise to meet his fingers, stroke for stroke.  
 
     His right hand trails down my body, his eyes heavy with concentration.  His lips trail down my neck following the same path as his hand.  My head drops back, giving him better access as I gasp for air.  My nipples strain, reaching for his touch and he finally complies with their obvious demands.  He lays his palm directly over their hardness and rubs.  The calluses of his palm rub deliciously, dark, almost painfully sharp stabs of pleasure that arrow from the tips.  Definitely delicious.  
 
   I let out a small cry.  He moves his hand and captures my nipple with his mouth.  Taking possession of my other nipple with his palm, he rubs and scrapes over the distended peak with the same thoroughness as the first until it darkens into a deep, deep shade of berry.  
 
   My breath hitches as my nipples become even more engorged and sensitive.  His attention is on the verge of being too painful.  He switches again as his mouth captures the other nipple and sucks it in deep.  Biting down at the same time his fingers slide from my body to stroke my clit.  I moan as wave after wave of sensations spread through me.  I feel as if I’m going to fly off the desk as his fingers move faster and faster.  
 
   Gripping his head, the raspy feel of his well shaven head sends tingles shooting out of my fingertips.  He lifts his head from my breasts leaving me feeling bereft.
 
   “No.  No.  No.  No.  No.”  I drag out the last ‘no’.  “I’m so close,” I whimper, lifting up.  “So close.”
 
   “I know.”   
 
   I frown at the wicked gleam in his eyes.  His fingers enter me again while I’m distracted and my ass leaves the desk.  Then another finger.  Oh, God, yes.  I buck my hips up against him.  So close.  So close.  “God, I’m so close.”  
 
   “I know.”  His fingers slide from my body again and I growl in frustration.
 
   “What the fuck, Foster,” I cry out.  “You are so doing that on purpose!”
 
   “I’m making you work for it.”  His grin wicked.  No, it’s so much more than that it’s positively evil.  Like he’s rubbing his hands together and twisting the ends of his mustache evil.
 
   “What have I ever done to you?” I pant.
 
   “You’ve been walking around this club practically naked, shaking your tight little ass in my face for months and now I’ve got you right where I want you and I’m going to enjoy every last fuckin’ gorgeous inch of your body.”
 
   Sliding down my body, he sits back in his desk chair with his face even with my pussy.  His finger runs lightly along the swollen, pulsing flesh surrounding my entrance.  “So fuckin’ hot.”  He leans in and circles my entrance with only the barest touch of his tongue.  “Sweet.”  
 
   “Then I’ll let you enjoy every fuckin’ inch of my body.”  He sits back and traces the outer labia.  “God, you are so fuckin’ swollen.”
 
   That sounds almost fair.  Emphasis on almost.  I wiggle my hips searching for his fingers, for his tongue, for his mouth, anything to ease the ache.
 
   He slaps the side of my thigh.  “Lay still.”  
 
   “What…”  I lick my lips.  Swallow.  
 
   Pulling back my hood he reveals my inflamed clit, red and glistening with need.  He circles my clit with his finger before circling it with his tongue and then clamps down on it.  He fastens onto it tightly for several seconds and my breath hitches before he flicks his tongue around and around the swollen nub sending heat languidly throughout my body, his tongue determined and diabolical.  Then two fingers thrust deep into me curling up and thrusting against that spot as his tongue glides up and down my dark pink inner folds not even coming close to touching my clit.  
 
   “Foster.”
 
   He’s watches me hungrily as his fingers continue their rhythmic pump in and out and his tongue continues with its leisurely gliding path up and down and up and down taking tiny nibbles over my plump labia.  
 
   Starting to fade, I begin to soften atop his desk.  I relax into his mouth’s sensual massage, being lulled by his relaxed exploration.   Sliding his hands over my hips he clenches firmly over my bottom, holding me in place as he smashes his mouth over my entire pussy.  His fingers thrusting deep as his teeth scrape over my clit devouring me with a smoldering intensity that sends me flying over the edge.  
 
   My muscles go rigid.  My white-knuckled fingers grip the edge of the desk above my head as my hips rise from the desk encouraging his hunger and I shatter.  
 
   His tongue continues stroking my clit setting a firm, quick rhythm.  I rock against his mouth, moaning and as soon as I start to fall limp, he licks me from my pulsing clit, over my perineum to just before the rosette of my ass, he sucks my clit into his mouth, bites down and the ripples start all over.  His tongue lashes back and forth and side to side.  He slides his hand up my body and pinches my nipple.  
 
   “Foster.”  My head rolls from side to side.  “I can’t.”
 
   Rolling and tweaking it between his thumb and forefinger, my hips rise up, up, up. 
 
   “I can’t.”
 
   “You will,” he demands in a soft voice.  He grunts, bites down on my clit and pinches my nipple hard and I do.  
 
   Bam I go off again.  
 
   Just like that.   
 
   My body arches and I cry out over and over too weak and too tired to fight it.  
 
   My eyes close, my breath coming in pants.  I can’t hear anything but the sound of my blood roaring through my veins.  “OhmyGod.  OhmyGod.  OhmyGod.  OhmyGod,”  I just keep repeating that phrase over and over and over again.  A delicious euphoria spreads throughout my body.  The same kind of feeling I get after a really good show.  I take that back.  This is five million times better.
 
   Finally, I start to get control of my body and lift myself up on my elbows noticing him sitting back in his chair.  His chest is bare except for the thick thatch of black hair that arrows down the center of his chest and those nipple rings.  Those fucking sexy nipple rings.  They are rings with the stainless steel ball in the center.  They aren’t big, or thick, just there and—fucking sexy.   
 
   I want to play with them.  Lick them.  Let them slide over the tip of my tongue.  Shaking myself out of my trance, I notice his well-worn jeans are undone, laying open with his proud cock jutting from the short, dark hair at the V of his thighs.  His long, thick cock wrapped in his big hand with pearls of liquid seeping from the slit.  His eyes lift from my still pulsing pussy as his hand continues the leisurely stroking of his erection from the thick base to the bulbous crown.  His biceps bunch and lengthen with each rub of his hand.  I watch his chest and ridged abs rise and fall as he takes deep, even breaths.  
 
   “Wow.”  I drag in a breath at the sight.  My eyes grow wide, my tongue instinctively wetting my lips.  He’s just sitting there waiting for me.  So sexy.  “Need some help?”  My mouth goes dry and I swallow hard before swiping my tongue over my lips again.  
 
   “I’m so fuckin’ hard; I couldn’t keep him in my pants any longer without busting out the seams.”  He sits up and curls his hands around my ankles, with his eyes hot on mine; he begins pulling me to the edge of the desk.  My hands land on his thick muscled arms.  With tentative fingers, I stroke his bulging, corded biceps, shivering at the raw power there.  
 
   His head dips in and I see his eyes are amused and dark.  “Something catch your attention, babe?”  I watch as he lifts his hand and tugs on one of his nipple rings.  “Wanna touch?”
 
   “Can I?”  The words come out raspy and feel forced from my dry mouth.
 
   “Please do.”  His mouth quirks up on the corners and I don’t even notice.  I’m so enthralled with the way his thick fingers are tugging on the nipple ring.  
 
   His hands settle at my waist to steady me as I reach up with both hands and plant them right over his rounded pecs, caressing them, relishing the feel of the heated steel scraping against my palms.  I stroke over his nipples and gently pull on one of the rings, his breath hissing through his teeth.
 
   I glance up, my bottom lip captured between my teeth, my eyes worried, my brows high upon my forehead.  “Did I hurt you?”
 
   “Far from it.”  He grins and it’s the sexiest grin I’ve ever seen on his face.  “Put your mouth on me, sweetheart.”
 
   I do.  Leaning forward I balance myself on his chest and suck one of his erect nipples deep into my mouth.  I play with the ring and ball with the tip of my tongue and giggle at the novelty.  I’ve never been with a man who had piercings anywhere but in his ears.  
 
   “Shit, I should have shown you these a long time ago.”  He chuckles.  
 
   “Hmm…”  Is all I manage as I take the ring between my teeth and tug again, feeling the muscles in his chest jump beneath my palms, my tongue flicking over his flesh and savoring his saltiness.  His flavor, his piercing, his immense sexuality turns me on.  I feel naughty sitting on his desk and tugging on his piercings.  I feel naughty as my flushed folds wet his desk underneath my writhing hips.
 
   “I’ve been aching for your touch for months and months, Hailie.”  He all but growls and my belly melts.
 
   I look up through my lashes and with a strangled curse he pulls me off the desk, his hands at my waist until I’m steady on my feet.  
 
   I lean against his big, delicious body.  “God, you’re so big.”
 
   He leans in and growls, “Better to fuck you, my dear.”  His lips curl in a devilish grin, his teeth wide and he makes a biting motion with his jaw, snapping his teeth together loudly.
 
   My eyes widen at his reference to the ginormous cock between his powerful legs, arousal hums in my blood as my eyes trace over the engorged veins that run up the underside.  
 
   “Why don’t you get down on your knees.”  His eyes glitter.
 
   A wave of heat rushes through me at his words.  “Kneel?”  I manage with only a slight quiver to my voice.  Glancing down between his wide-spread thighs to see his T-shirt spread out between his feet, my gaze slowly rising from the floor to eye level, a blush spreads across my face at his boldness.  
 
   He leans back in his chair; his gaze hot on my face as if he has all the time in the world, the twinkle in his eyes unmistakable.  “How else is that pretty little mouth going to get wrapped around my big dick?”  His hand glides up and down his rock-hard stalk some more.  
 
    My cheeks grow even hotter.  “I…”
 
   Before I can finish, he leans forward and grabs me around my waist, dragging me close.  The heat of his mouth surrounds my right nipple.  His tongue is merciless as it lashes across the sensitive peak.  Cupping my other breast in his hand he rolls my nipple between his thumb and forefinger.  As he sucks hard on my nipple I can’t help but cry out.
 
   “Now I want to feel your hot, wet tongue doing the same thing with my cock.”  His velvety voice rumbles through me and tingles follow the same path down to my dripping pussy.
 
    I don’t need much more of an invitation than that because I want the same thing.  I want to feel his cock deep in my throat.  Dropping down to my knees, I fist his cock in my hand. It feels huge wrapped in my tiny fist.  Leaning forward, I immediately shove his thick piece of hard flesh between my lips, sweeping my tongue across the weeping slit and whirl my tongue on the underside of his cock before scraping over the distended veins with my teeth.  I give him a demanding pull with my mouth and he stiffens even more against my tongue.  Watching him with half-closed eyes, he’s savoring every moment as he continues watching my mouth stretch to accommodate his massive girth.   
 
   With one hand on the side of my face lying gently against my cheek, his thumb slides almost absently against the corner of my mouth.  “God, you look so fuckin’ hot with your lips stretched and swollen and your cheeks all pink.”  He growls deep in his throat as he presses into my mouth with a low groan, filling it to the brim with his cock.  I gently eat at him, my tongue swirls around the head of his dick, lavishing attention, lapping up the salty flavor that continues to seep from his body.  
 
   “That’s right, Hailie. Suck me deep.”
 
   The want coursing through me makes my limbs feel heavy and my head feel light.  My pussy clenches, aches, swelling even more even though I have already come twice.  And come hard at that.  The cream from my body flows freely once again, saturating my thighs, dripping onto the T-shirt that I’m kneeling upon.  I spread my legs wider, my knees bumping against his feet.  
 
   I soften my throat as he forces his way deeper, my nostrils flaring.  His hips pump, his heavy balls hit my chin as his cock bumps the back of my throat and I groan.  
 
   “Heaven help me,” he mutters on a growl.
 
   One hand tangles in my hair as he feeds me his length and I open, swallow, breathing through my nose to take all of him deep.  I look up and watch as he throws his head back, his throat working as he swallows hard, gritting his teeth, taking in shallow panting breaths. 
 
   Just as I relax my jaw to take him further his hand fists in my hair, jerking my head away from his cock and I let him slide out of my mouth.
 
   “You’re done?” I ask between panting breaths.
 
   “Yep.”  He looks down into my eyes.  
 
   I eye his still hard as a rock cock and retort, “Are you sure?” My voice trembles.
 
   “Positive.”  He grips the stalk of his cock in a firm grasp to hold off his imminent explosion.  “I want to come inside you.”  His grin turns into a grimace.  “I’m dying to feel your pussy clamping around me.”  
 
   He runs the back of his fingers down my jaw, his thumb skimming over my swollen lips and I don’t think his eyes can get much darker.  His deep voice hoarse.  “Next time I fuck that pretty little mouth I’ll come down your throat, but not tonight.”  His hand lightly surrounds my throat, his thumb rubbing up and down the front as I swallow and I know he’s thinking of his come following that same path.
 
   I whimper, my hips roll, my buttocks clench as I imagine him shooting down my throat and the salty flavor coating my tongue.  It surprises me how that image turns me on.  My clit throbs even though I’ve already come now more than once, my labia wet and swollen, and a gush of liquid rushes out of me.
 
   “Now stand up, turn around, and bend over with your palms flat on the desk.” 
 
   I turn around and place my palms flat on the desk and glance over my shoulder to see his bottom lip caught between his teeth and his nostrils flaring.  
 
   I gasp as he kicks my feet apart just like I’ve seen cops do on TV.  “Hey,” I drag out looking over my shoulder.
 
   “Spread ‘em.”  He winks at me and when I hesitate his brow lifts as if to say, Umm…I’m not kidding.  He slaps my ass.  The burn makes me wiggle as uncontrollable streaks of ecstasy shoot straight to my clit again.
 
   “Foster!”
 
   “Hailie!” he mocks.  “I’m not going to last long,” he grumbles.  “So don’t make me wait.”
 
   I whimper again.
 
   “That’s right, darlin’, make those sweet noises for me.”  He traces the curve of my back and curls his fingers around the cheeks of my ass, pulling me back against his rock-hard erection.  His hand thrusts between my legs delving between my swollen folds and pets my puffy flesh with his rough fingertips.  “God, you are fuckin’ sopping wet.”  With a press against my pussy’s very wet opening before his finger enters me again, slowly adding a second, I let out a sigh.
 
   His hard body nestles against my backside.  One arm between my legs and the other arm curled around my waist with his firm hand cupping my breast.  His erection slides along the cleft between my cheeks.  I gasp as his fingers swirl over my nipple, teasing it to a firm peak.
 
   The next thing I know his hand is between my shoulder blades pressing me flat against the desk and his big cock is sliding inside me, stretching me open, filling me up, making me moan and cry out with the overwhelming sensation.  “Fuck me hard, Foster.”
 
   “Some of the sweetest words I’ve ever heard, babe,” he responds rough.  He fucks me hard, slamming his thick, length into me.  His thrusts firm, the friction sheer perfection.  He pulls back and thrusts into me again and again.  My pussy clamps down on his cock.  He doesn’t stop; he’s relentless as he shoves his full length deep inside.  
 
   He curves over me, his hard body unyielding against the length of my back, his lips pressing into the curve at the base of my spine.  With each thrust my sweat covered breasts slide over the desk pushing me further up on my toes even with my obscenely high heels still on my feet.  His mouth runs along my back, dropping wet, gentle kisses along the way, a decided contrast from his rough thrusts.  
 
   His strong arm pulls me up, my back is now even with his chest.  One hand palms my breast and plays with my rigid nipple, the other wraps around my hips playing with my clit until another orgasm thunders through me with a force that is out of this world crazy.  My head falls forward and everything inside me releases as pleasure succeeds in washing away everything but him.
 
   Foster’s strangled groan vibrates against my spine as he grips my hips and holds himself still for a beat,  pressing against me flooding my pussy with his come.  His breathing is hard.  Fitting his body to mine, he wraps his arm around my middle and pulls me up tight against him, with his face in the curve of my neck; his breath comes in hot rapid puffs against my flesh.
 
   “Hailie,” he whispers softly near my ear after a little time as past, his body still heavy against mine, my body glowing with residual pleasure. 
 
    Slowly I begin floating back into reality.  
 
   He moves away and sits me on the edge of the desk.
 
   I watch drowsily as he pulls up his jeans, zipped, but unbuttoned.  He lifts me gently from where I sit limp and gathers me into his arms.  He sits back with me pressed against his chest and cups my face, framing it with his big hands.  He leans in and takes my mouth.  I can’t help but melt into him under his onslaught.  His tongue plunges, demanding my response and I can’t fight him.  
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I’ve been useless all day long.  I had a long list of things to get done and none of them happened.  Clean house, not on your life.  Laundry, I snort.  Dishes, the only thing that made it is my favorite coffee cup and that’s only because I wanted to use it.
 
    Yep, definitely useless.
 
   There’s only one thing on my mind today.  Foster.  So here I am early at the bar knocking on his office door.
 
   He calls through the door, “Come.”
 
   All I can think is how apropos.  I turn the knob and stand in the doorway, the atmosphere in the room charged as he looks up with a pleased smile that spreads across his lips.  He crooks his finger at me and smiles.  
 
    I shut the door behind me leaning against the back of the door.
 
   My eyes don’t leave his.  My breasts rise and fall in anticipation of what he can do to me.  He’s already proven that.  
 
   He crooks his finger again as he pushes up from his chair.
 
   I walk up to him, catching a hold of the front of his usual tight fitting black T-shirt; I pull him down to my level and give him a big kiss.
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   To start off, my name is Lily Evans and I’m currently living in Destin, Florida.  If I’m not lying on the beach or getting into some sort of trouble, I enjoy sitting back with a glass of wine and writing saucy stories.
 
    
 
   Do I write all fiction?  Well, to be on the safe side I would say that they are all inspired by things I have either heard, seen, or have firsthand knowledge.  Just to keep things interesting, I also enjoy writing about my own personal fantasy’s as well…  I mean, who doesn’t have fantasies right?  I hope you have a wonderful year and that all your fantasies come true as well!!!
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