
        
            
                
            
        

    Must Love Curves 
(Six Wicked Shorts)
 
Short, curvy and full of heat -- these six Wicked Shorts and their heroines kick your evening or anytime into high gear as the plus-size beauties find acceptance, love and sexual nirvana in the arms of alphas who know how to make a big, beautiful woman lose her mind. 
Previously released as singles, this collection brings together:
Curves for Two -- Thick as thieves since childhood, Chase and Roman have been to hell and back together. Returning from their second tour in Afghanistan, they intend to settle down. There's only one small problem -- they have to convince plus-size beauty Grace Michaels to share their future. First, they need to get her into bed. 
Curves Ahead -- Plus-size and very single, Rachel is completely blind to just how sexy her smoking hot neighbor Carter Philips thinks she is. After too many failed attempts at dating other men, she's certain no one will ever love her big girl curves. So why not give in to life as a spinster and get a kitten -- a little black ball of fur so mischievous she names him Pan. 
Pan's latest prank? Opening the bedroom curtains as Rachel sleeps bare assed in bed. What she sees through the patio window when she wakes is an even bigger and far better surprise -- Carter devouring her naked body with a voracious gaze while masturbating. 
Should she jump up and shut the curtains or roll over and spread her legs? 
Slow Hand Curves -- Plus-size virgin Amber Rice isn't looking for love, just an orgasm. She's never had one! So her sister-in-law sends her to the DFW Wellness Center for a massage by physical therapist Samuel "Slow Hand" Pepin. 
Slow Hand Sam is more than ready to deliver a bone shattering orgasm to the blue-eyed beauty. With Sam mesmerized by Amber’s porcelain skin, soft curves and complete innocence, will this Texas virgin get more than she was looking for?
Curve Patrol -- Plus-size illustrator Patricia "Pattycake" Harper lives alone in the house she grew up in. Her small Georgia neighborhood has changed a lot since she was a kid, but one thing remains constant -- her secret crush on neighborhood hottie Noah Lodge. When a voyeur is reported lurking around Patty's bedroom window, Patrol Officer Lodge is first on the scene. Knowing the pervy perp is still on the loose, Noah does the one thing he's sure will keep his best friend's little sister safe. 
He spends the night in Patty's bed. 
Sunny with a Chance of Curves -- Cute but chunky weather girl Ursula Cain is certain her super sexy neighbor Jack Santos is the biggest flirt in the universe. In the six months he's lived next door to her, he's asked her out at least once a week. Too bad Jack has a revolving bedroom door and not one of the ladies using it is over a size ten. 
When Ursula has a bad run of predicting the weather, Jack goads her into a bet. If rain ruins his Saturday soccer game, she has to make it up to him Sunday -- in bed.
Spanked by the Vet -- Instead of thanking her long-time crush Cayce Gerard after he rescues her from a truly disastrous date, Ashley Phillips wants to read him the riot act. When the gentle veterinarian uncharacteristically turns her over his knee and starts spanking her spoiled butt, Ashley's protests turn to moans and her secret is finally out.
What will the good doctor do?
******************** 
Sign up for the Wicked Reads newsletter (click or visit wickedchrista.com) and I promise to fill your lovely (in)box only when I have a new release, sale or a gift for you! And you can still hang out with me on twitter/wickedchrista and facebook/christa.wick.1.
 


Curves for Two
 
Georgia heat reflecting off the concrete surface of the ground and the aluminum hangar behind me, I waited in a crowd of children, parents and lovers. A flag in almost every hand, tissues in the other, the crowd watched as one being, its attention focused on the exit door of the airplane sixty yards away.
"Daddy!"
A pre-schooler's high pitched squeal a few feet away made my gaze jump from the door to the forward edge of the crowd. A little girl broke from the group in a sprint, her mother fast on her heels as the first man off the plane started running down the ladder.
More shouts of daddy, honey and baby followed as the initial trickle of men disembarking became a landslide. Feeling the tension vibrating through the two women next to me, I knew I was an outsider -- an interloper. I wasn't there as anyone's daughter, lover, mother, or even sister. Still, I had come at the request of my two childhood friends, Chase Winters and Roman Clark, and anyone who thought I should leave could kiss my double-wide butt.
"Is that Cha--"
"No." My gaze slid to the left for a second as I answered Laura Winters. The man who'd just stepped onto the ladder was half a foot shorter than Chase and, even at this distance, I could see a glint of red in his dark hair. A Cherokee mix like his mother, Chase's hair was pure black with a shine of blue when the light struck it just right.
"You're right. It's been so long."
Laura had started to twist the small clutch purse she held. Lightly wrapping my fingers around her wrist, I gave a gentle squeeze. "He's on the plane, Mrs. Winters. Don't worry yourself that he's not."
From my right, I heard a sharp intake of breath. I didn't look at Maxine Clark, preferred to avoid doing so whenever I could. Instead, my gazed jerked back to the sliver of door and the tall figure emerging. Seeing the unmistakable frame and dark bronze hair of Roman Clark, my heart did a little back flip, followed by a second somersault as Chase stepped out right behind him.
"There, see. Both of them." I squeezed Laura's wrist again, my cheeks flushing hot when I heard her wince from my excited grip.
Releasing her, I folded my arms across my chest, my hands cupping my elbows to control the shake dancing through me. It had been two years since I'd seen Chase or Roman and my stomach was twisting in hard knots with the knowledge that they'd soon touch me.
A kiss on the cheek, a hug, the rub of a hand along my bare arm -- all the little gestures that either one of the men might make. Seeing them now, the purposeful gaze as they walked toward me, was as good as a whisper in my ear that they would be my undoing, my complete downfall.
Not that I had much further to fall. I was twenty-six and divorced, living in a small southern town. Everyone from my parents to my Sunday school teacher to the town grocer had written me off as a lost soul.
Everyone except the two men walking toward me with hungry smiles across their handsome faces.
An indignant hiss rattled from between Maxine's lips as Roman kept his gaze on me.
"Same boys," Laura sighed, her tone wistful and without reprimand. She had her son back and in one piece. Nothing else mattered to her. She didn't care if he was zeroing in on me with that look in his eyes -- a look reflected in the gaze of his best friend.
Next to me, Maxine stiffened. "Exactly the same! At least his father isn't here for him to insult with this behavior."
Pressing my lips together, I felt my spine go rigid and my shoulders square back. Roman's father wasn't at the airfield to greet his son because George Clark was an asshole. He'd never forgiven his son for dropping out of pre-law to go into the Army. Even if he'd softened a little in Roman's favor, George downright despised Chase for joining first, knowing that Roman would likely follow.
From childhood, no one could separate the two. Far as I was concerned, it was a sin to try. That was exactly why I'd kept a certain distance from them after it became clear both were intent on pursuing me. Trying to choose would have been impossible enough, but knowing I couldn't love one without hurting the other and potentially turning them against one another made the whole scenario untenable.
Coming here today, I dared to hope they had outgrown their sexual interest in me. I wanted, and really needed, my best friends back. With their weekly letters growing more sedate and less ardent the past few months, I had nursed the hope it would finally happen. But there was no escaping the look in their eyes as they walked toward us.
Marching straight for me, the two men pivoted at the last second to wrap their arms around their mothers. Laura sniffled, her hands clutching at the front of Chase's ACU jacket. Even the normally cool Maxine melted on initial contact. Her eyes misted up and a quickly suppressed sob broke free. For a moment, she sounded like a real, live human being. Three seconds later, she was shooing Roman back, her cool façade firmly in place once more.
Smiling, Roman gave her a kiss on the cheek and then he turned to me. His gaze flicked right to find Chase unable to free himself from Laura's grasp. One hand still holding Chase's jacket, her free hand stroked his close-shaven head and the line of his shoulder.
Feeling the warm tickle of Roman's face against my cheek, I braced myself. One of his big hands dropped to my hip, the other gripped the side of my waist as he tugged me to him. "Got you to myself for a few seconds, beautiful."
His lips touched my ear before gliding down and to the right to land on my mouth. He tugged at my body again, cinching me a little closer. "Man, I missed looking at you."
A heart beat later, Chase elbowed him out of the way, his hands landing on me just as intimately, the kiss and tug a little harder, as was his nature. Feeling the firm press of his bottom lip, I knew he was fighting the urge to open his mouth, his tongue ready to tease me into a full kiss.
In a quick little maneuver, his fingers dipped into his pocket and then he cupped my elbow. His grip slid down to my hand to press a folded piece of paper against my palm before wrapping my fingers around it. Both men then turned back to their mothers.
They offered the women their apology in unison. "Sorry, but we're stuck on equipment watch."
Maxine scanned the surrounding soldiers, her mouth puckering indignantly. "I'll talk to your commanding officer about this!"
"Mom, no -- hell, I'll have equipment watch for a week if you do." Roman gripped her shoulders and looked straight at her, the inside corners of his brows lifting. It was a sure sign he was lying, but Clarks don't lie according to George and Maxine. "There are too many troops coming back this week for the base units to assign guards. And most everyone else has kids to go home to tonight."
He gave a pointed look at the little girl in her father's arms a foot away.
That almost stopped further protest, but not quite. Her gaze cut to Chase. "But, both of you?"
To my left, Laura Winters took a hard swallow but managed to keep her mouth shut. A quick glance at her hands confirmed it was taking every ounce of will power for her to stay quiet and not inquire why Maxine Clark's son should be allowed to go home for the night while her own kept guard.
"Four of us, actually," Chase answered. His gaze nailed me for a second before it dropped to my hand with the note tucked inside.
Mrs. Winters started to twist her clutch back and forth. "When..."
"After ten tomorrow," Roman answered. His eyes danced my way for a second before he amended his estimate. "Noon at the latest."
Both women nodded, receiving a last hug and kiss for the day as their reward. I stepped behind Mrs. Winters before Roman or Chase could close in on me again. My reward was two wolfish grins and the promise of trouble glittering in their eyes.
********************
By the time I made it all the way around Fort Stewart to my one-bedroom apartment in Glennville, I was in one hell of a state. The walk back to the airfield's parking lot in the presence of Her Royal Highness Maxine Clark and her snide remarks about how awful the heat must be for a girl my size would have been enough to get my blood going on a good day, but when I finally opened the note Chase had slipped me and read it in the privacy of my Jeep, I was stripped of my last frayed nerve.
Meet us at Elma's at 8pm.
Elma's was a seedy joint about four miles west of the main gate, buried behind a line of trees off an old dirt road. It was one step below the Silver Dollar Lounge where the girls shake their naked titties on Thursdays and Fridays. The only thing Elma's had going for it in my opinion was that no one got naked there on a regular basis. Nor did anyone talk about having been there.
That level of secrecy meant my two best friends were up to no good.
I might have settled for just being annoyed at them lying to their mommas and dragging me into it, but the looks Roman and Chase had given me before walking away had my blood boiling over for an altogether different reason.
Racing from my air-conditioned vehicle to the dark, cool safety of my apartment, I locked the front door and headed straight for my bedroom. There was no way I was going to make it through a night of chauffeuring those two around to every bar and strip club in the tri-city area -- both of them no doubt trying something with me when the other wasn't looking -- without a little mechanical tension reliever beforehand.
I tossed my handbag onto the bed, the clasp opening and spilling the contents across my mattress. Ignoring the mess, I opened the drawer to the small nightstand beside my bed and pulled out a divorced woman's best friend -- my Hitachi Magic Wand with its Gee-Whizzard attachment.
"Fuck, yes." Collapsing on the bed, I hiked up the skirt of my white, sleeveless sundress. I hurriedly pushed my panties down to my ankles, where they snagged against the buckles of my white sandals. I left them there, my hands too shaky for anything other than masturbating.
I popped the attachment onto the wand and buried it inside my pussy. Five inches of knobby, curved heaven began to vibrate inside me. Closing my eyes, I saw Roman and Chase. Delicious, dirty memories coursed through me. Play house, pool house, school yards, churches, open fields and barns. All through the last half of high school they had found a hundred little ways to be alone with me, each trying to convince me I should surrender to him and him alone.
I had always refused to give in, refused to choose. But I also always waited to pull away until after they had managed a kiss, a stroke, a hand skipping along the fabric covering my mound or breast, their lips at my throat.
You belong to me, Gracie.
They'd both said it -- in the flesh and in their letters and phone calls during their two deployments overseas. It was only in the last few months they'd let up, but the look in their eyes, right in front of their own mothers no less, told me neither man was finished trying.
"Fuck...oh..." I pushed the little Whizzard deeper, the heat starting to pool low in my belly.
I'd let another man take my virginity. Stupid me, I married him and was treated like shit -- like his fat little pity fuck and personal slave until, to the great mortification of my family, I divorced his ass. All because I couldn't choose, wouldn't doom my friendship or watch as the undeniable brotherly love Chase and Roman had for one another turned to hate.
I clicked the wand's vibration setting to high and tried to stop thinking about either of the two. I needed to come and come and come again until I was all wrung out, exhausted and immune to their advances and mouth-watering bodies.
Above the drone of the vibrator, my cell phone began to buzz next to me. Not thinking, I looked at it, the text of an incoming message from Roman readable.
Wear that dress you had on at the airfield.
The hell I would! I thoroughly intended to put on jeans and the biggest pair of granny panties I could find.
The phone vibrated again, this time Chase's number preceding the text.
No panties, baby girl, or I'll spank you.
Sweet Jesus, they were texting me in unison. Growling, I cursed the wand for only having two speed settings. And then I cursed my two best friends. Those glorious bastards had been on Georgia soil for less than four hours and were already ruining my sex life.
Such as it was.
********************
Damn me if I didn't wear the sundress -- with panties, thank you very much. Even so, I still felt all kinds of naked walking into the dimly lit interior of Elma's. It seemed like every damn eye in the bar turned my way. It might have been the wholesome appearance of the white sundress filled out with my plump curves, but I thought I saw a couple of the men stand a little taller, while a snarl or two crept along the faces of the women next to them.
Elma was probably the only place in town where a girl my size could get that kind of reaction. It was the home of low expectations. Still, I was ready to spin on my heels and retreat to my Jeep when Chase emerged from beyond the far end of the bar.
Meeting me halfway down the middle of the room, he cupped my elbow and guided me to a corner booth. The table with its curving bench seat had to be the darkest spot in the entire place. The light hanging over the table was out and only the barest illumination from the next booth showed Roman waiting with three Coke bottles on ice.
With Roman along one side of the seat and Chase directing me to the other side, it was clear they planned on sticking me between them. Right where the bar's other lights didn't seem to penetrate at all.
I eased my way around the cushion to the center. Roman slid left towards me and Chase piled in behind me. He hadn't said anything out at the airfield, but the minute his ass hit the booth's seat, Chase lifted one lock of my artificially blonde hair and cocked an eyebrow at me.
I scowled at him. "You try getting a job at Adams-Pennington Real Estate without blonde hair."
The job also required a minimum of D cups, but those I could claim naturally.
A small click at the back of Roman's throat had me looking right.
"Grabby-hands Pennington knows we'll break every bone in his body if he harasses you, right?"
Chase dropped the strand of hair and leaned closer, adding a single word to Roman's threat. "Twice."
Picking up the unopened Coke bottle in front of me, I popped the cap and took a hard swallow. "I'll figure out a discreet way to inform him."
"How about you qui--"
Roman made another one of his clicking noises, stopping Chase before he could finish his sentence. The idea that Chase wanted me to quit was preposterous. I could barely afford my rent and vehicle as it was, and any thought of college had flown right out the window -- along with my savings -- with the divorce attorney's bill.
"We didn't bring you here to talk about Pennington." Roman traced a finger along the back of my shoulders, the motion sending a shiver all the way down to my toes.
Not to be outdone, Chase smoothed his hand across the top of my thigh as he leaned in and placed his lips against the side of my neck. His fingers plucked against my sundress for a second before he offered a small growl. "Are these panties, baby?"
Wrapping both hands around the bottle, I started to vibrate -- or parts of me did. The threat of a spanking from Chase did weird things to my body, but I ignored it and smiled at Roman. "Of course you didn't bring me here to talk about my boss. You need a chauffeur since you can't exactly pick up your car from your parent's without Maxine knowing you lied about equipment watch."
Curling his hand around my bicep, Roman started to slowly stroke the side of my breast with his thumb. "Wrong, beautiful."
Chase moved his hand down to my knee and then his fingers started a slow crawl up under the skirt of the dress.
"You!" I hissed and slapped at his hand.
His progress unhampered, Chase laughed. "No one can see, baby."
"He's right." Roman's touch became bolder, this thumb sliding forward to trace my swollen nipple. "We unscrewed the light to make sure no one can see you, Gracie."
Surprised by the coordinated attack, I gasped. This wasn't like them. They would do anything short of intentional injury to keep the other from touching me. Now they were both openly teasing my flesh.
"What the hell, guys?" I whispered, afraid of what I might see if I dared to look at either of them.
"Hell is right, Gracie." Chase's voice was as solemn as if he stood in church with Pastor Brown looking on. "Hell is where we've been -- and the only thing outside of each other that pulled us through it was you."
"We both want you. That hasn't changed." Roman's mouth lit just below my ear, his tongue laving along my jaw line as his fingers took a little pinch of my flesh. I bit down on my bottom lip to keep from moaning as my wet pussy slowly soaked through my panties.
Chase surfed his fingers along my inside thigh, a harsh groan escaping him as he touched the moist fabric of my underwear. "Only now we're willing to share."
I stiffened and they both felt it, each reacting differently. Roman's response was to touch me more lightly and murmur softly against my ear to just hear them out. Chase's grip on me tightened, his words far from placating.
"Baby, you belong to us. There's no arguing it."
Roman growled at him. "You're going to get her back up if you go ordering her around like that."
I crossed my legs, surprised when Chase let me break his hold on me. "What makes either of you think I want to be shared?"
"Your wet panties." Chase answered first and earned another disapproving growl from Roman. He laughed it off, the pad of his thumb flicking across my neck in a rough caress before he took a soft nip. "It's true. You're drenched, baby girl."
Ignoring him, Roman grabbed my chin and coaxed me into looking at him. "Is it crazy of us to think you love us -- that if it weren't for the one, you'd be with the other?"
I closed my eyes. They thought they had me, that they knew me so damn well.
Problem was -- they did.
Roman kissed me full on the mouth. Alongside me, Chase stiffened but remained quiet. I tried to pull out of the kiss, but that would have left me pressing against Chase, who was all too ready to toss me over his shoulder and carry me out. I could feel the tension running through him, hear the erotic threat of domination with each carefully drawn breath he took to control his urges.
So I let Roman kiss me, let his tongue part my lips and his open palm find my breast. A little moan gurgled at the back of my throat and he released me.
Breathing hard, he pulled back, his green eyes almost glowing as he watched my face. "We just want to talk it over with you, Gracie. Give us that at least."
"All you've been talking it over with are your hands," I bit out. I could have added that they'd used their tongues and lips and -- sweet Lord -- what felt like Chase's very large erection butting against my hip as he turned into me.
Stop it, Gracie, stop it right now!
I did not need to think about Chase's cock. More than a dozen years hanging out at lakes and pools with them, I had a good idea of how much steel they both packed. I'm not some kind of size queen, but they each had far more than a couple mouthfuls of meat between their legs and all the wet, tingling bits of my body grew damper at the thought.
Chase backed out of the bench and reached into his wallet. Pulling a twenty out, he tossed it next to the bucket of ice. "Well then, let's go someplace more conducive to using words."
He wasn't fooling me, not with the way his dark eyes burned through me. But I wanted out of Elma's pretty badly. Whether I wound up throwing one hell of a tantrum or surrendering, I didn't want to do it in a crowded bar with curious onlookers. As big and transitory as the base's population was, there were still places like Elma's where half the people knew at least one of our parents.
I snatched my purse up and headed for the front door, my Jeep keys already out.
A hint of daylight had played across the western horizon on my arrival. It was completely gone when I exited the bar. A single bare bulb over the front door cast a feeble light for a few feet. I stepped out of its circle and headed for my Jeep.
Hearing Roman and Chase exit behind me, I glanced in their direction and froze.
"Rock, paper, scissors?" I hissed. "Are you fucking kidding me?"
Chase won, a wolfish smile cutting across his face. "Just deciding who drives, baby."
"It's my vehicle. I'm driving." I yanked on the door, my frustration causing me to drop the keys. I looked down. Not seeing them, I took a step back and swore.
The keys had bounced off the dirt and gravel and were about twelve inches under the Jeep. I hesitated half a second too long over getting my dress dirty to retrieve them. That was all the time it took for Chase to reach me and gently hold me back while Roman scooped the keys up.
"I won." Chase tried to steer me toward the back seat. "He's driving."
I attempted a quick twist to free myself. "I'm riding up front."
"No, baby, you're riding in the back with me."
"The hell I am!" The front had bucket seats and a center gear box that would separate me from whomever was driving, making it a hell of a lot hard for either of them to keep trying to persuade me with their hands.
I twisted free.
Chase pulled me back.
I was just getting ready to raise hell with him when the bar's front door opened again and three of Elma's biggest, drunkest patrons weaved their way out. They glanced our way in slow motion.
Chase placed his palm along my lower back, no real pressure in his touch as he worked the situation to his advantage. "You really want to argue this out here, baby?"
Pumped with adrenaline, his tone crackled in anticipation of a good old-fashioned brawl. I looked to Roman, but he just lifted a brow. If it would coax me into the Jeep, he was more than ready to leverage my desire to protect their dumb asses from some drunks mistaking my distress for something it wasn't. I had no doubt Chase and Roman, together or alone, could handle the three men, but they'd have hell to pay when their company commander found out. Duty restrictions, lost rank, not to mention the security clearances they both had.
I climbed into the back seat, Chase close behind me, and put my seat belt on. "You're both assholes."
Starting the Jeep's engine, Roman looked back at me and winked. "Yeah, beautiful, but we're your assholes."
********************
Chase didn't bother putting his seat belt on. The second we cleared Elma's, he slid close to me. One hand smoothed across my stomach to take possession of my far hip. His other hand pressed against the back of my neck to draw my face to his.
"You know we'd never hurt you, baby."
I knew it, but I was spoiling for an argument after they had manipulated me into temporary compliance. "You've been threatening to spank me."
"Mmm..." He dipped his head, his voice purring against my ear. "There's a world of difference between being hurt and my spanking you, baby girl. You'll learn that soon enough."
My pussy, already wet, became a breached dam, cream pushing from me as flesh bumps shimmied across my skin at his rough promise.
"I felt that, you know." His lips teased along the edge of my jaw. Letting go of my hip, he cupped my right breast.
"It doesn't mean anything." I pushed at him, feeling like I had every right to be mad no matter how soaked my panties were.
"The hell it doesn't." His hand dropped from my breast straight to the hem of my dress while his mouth claimed mine.
Either one kissing me made me want to melt, but their approaches were completely different. Roman gave a girl time to prepare, to decide how little or how much she was ready for. Chase took the scorched earth approach, his lips a hot brand that promised to leave my mouth swollen and bruised before he was finished with me.
Deepening the kiss, he pushed the skirt of my dress up. The back of his knuckles grazed the fabric of my panties, the pressure just enough to tease the spine of my clit. My hips crested and he pressed harder as he took a second swipe.
I clutched at the bunched up skirt, fighting a building moan. I didn't want either of them to know how aroused I was. Chase would take it as my capitulation and there was no missing the tension emanating from Roman in the front seat as Chase teased my heated flesh.
I tried to pull away. I brought my hands up to my breasts, my palms facing forward as I pushed helplessly at the massive chest pinning me to the seat.
Chase broke the kiss long enough for me to gulp in a fresh breath of air and then he was on me again, his tongue driving into my mouth as his hand gathered the gusset of my panties to one side. The callused pad of one finger brushed the seam of my pressed labia. He dipped a finger between my lower lips, the tip swirling as he traced the ring of my cunt.
"Sopping, baby. So hot and ready, why are you resisting?"
I started to tremble, my brain barely registering that the Jeep had slowed. Looking out the front window, I realized we had pulled into the parking lot of my apartment building. Starting to panic, I grabbed at Chase's hand and tried to twist away from his teasing fingers.
My gaze pleading, I looked between the two. "No. We're not going in...I..."
Chase relented, or so I thought.
Bringing his hand up, he smeared my juices across my lips in a slow tease before capturing my face and pulling me into another kiss. I heard the click of my seat belt and then he dragged me onto his lap. My right leg angled to the side as the front passenger seat butted against my knee.
The dress skirt up around my waist, I was splayed open, just my panties protecting my pussy from their hungry eyes. I felt a third hand on me as Roman leaned into the back seat. He ran his fingers over my knee, up my thigh. Reaching down, Chase tugged the crotch of my panties to the side once more, giving Roman better access to my thick labia and the usually concealed clit so swollen it protruded.
Groaning, Chase buried his face against my throat. "Look at it jump, Gracie. You're all but coming as it is."
He was right. The contractions running through my cunt were strong enough to jerk the flesh of my clit up with each pulse. My thighs flexed rhythmically and I knew that behind the curtain of my lower lips, the muscle guarding my entrance was opening and closing with each twitch that ran through me.
"No..." A weak whine was all the denial I could muster. It evaporated on contact as Roman extended one finger and lightly ran it over the tip of my dancing bud.
The finger dipped lower, invaded me without a whisper of protest. Stroking deep inside my cunt, Roman caught my gaze and held it. "You are going inside with us. We're going to strip you and then we're going to sample every inch of your luscious flesh, Gracie. Together."
My breathing stilled, the blood slowing in my veins until my limbs were dead weighted with arousal. Now two fingers deep and curling, Roman started to stroke the knot of tissue just inside my entrance.
"Baby," Chase whispered, gently chewing at my ear. "You're going to come here in the Jeep where anyone and everyone can see and hear or in your bed. Which is it going to be?"
"Bed." A word, a moan. Hell, maybe I just thought it instead of speaking, but they knew they had me anyway.
I felt the curve of Chase's smile against my jaw line as he planted a kiss before releasing me. Heart thundering in my chest, I let them straighten my skirt and the bodice of the dress before they tenderly removed me from the back seat and walked with me between them to my apartment.
Roman unlocked the door and ushered us in. As soon as we cleared the threshold, Chase scooped me up and carried me to the bedroom. Placing me on my feet next to the bed, he turned me so that my back faced Roman. "Zipper."
"You want to give her a chance to catch her breath?" Roman joked before he stepped behind me and started to slowly ease the zipper down the length of my back.
"Breathing's good." Chase pushed the shoulder straps down my arms, his gaze ravenous as the bodice dropped to my waist and the top of my breasts were fully exposed. He looked up for half a second before he popped the front clasp on my demi bra. "Thinking's not."
Apparently he hadn't gotten the message. Thought was no longer possible. Most of my brain was numb, only the pleasure centers jumped with activity.
Whether or not my mental state was obvious, Chase wasn't taking any chances. One hand on my shoulder, he contorted at the waist. Fast as a cat, he dropped his other hand and hooked the underside of my knee. One quick tug had me on my back on the mattress, the dress in a pool on the floor.
My panties and sandals were gone before I finished gasping.
With a wild grin, Chase quickly settled between my parted thighs, his chin hovering just above my bald mound. "Baby, you didn't expect us to go slow now that we have you inside, did you?"
I looked to Roman to put the brakes on -- pleading for just a little time. He shook his head. Eyes raking my bare flesh, he peeled the t-shirt off his long, muscular frame.
Brushing his lips against my thigh, Chase released a low laugh. "No help there, baby girl. He needs you every bit as badly as I do."
Mouth gliding right, he trailed the tip of his tongue along my flesh. Reaching the split of my labia, he took a curling lick up my clit, his lips sealing around the swollen bud just as Roman's jeans and underwear hit the floor.
Roman gave me a few long seconds to appreciate his sculpted body and the thick shaft that pushed hard and fast to just below his navel. Then he crawled onto the bed and stretched alongside me, his head even with mine. He ran his fingers over my stomach and up to my breast, his hand molding around my flesh to squeeze and pull as his mouth covered mine.
Below, Chase devoured me. His teeth grazed along my labia. A nip, a lick, his thick fingers in me, stretching my muscles until he had three fingers cupped against my G spot. I tightened around him, my hips lifting to pump his mouth.
Reaching beside me, I gripped Roman's cock, my hand barely closing around the broad shaft. Both of them so big, the thought made me even tighter.
"Baby, fuck..." Breathless, Chase doubled the fury of his attack, squeezing that knot nestled just inside me as his lips and tongue worked my clit. "Come for me, baby, so I can bury my cock in this sweet, tight cunt."
Still kissing me, Roman rose up on his knees and one hand, the other teasing my nipples as I stroked his cock. I tugged his shaft closer to my mouth, a shudder rolling through him as my lips closed around its fat head.
Matching my pace with the play of Chase's fingers and tongue, I bobbed forward, swallowing Roman's glorious cock as deeply as I could. He groaned, his hips twitching as he gripped the side of my face.
Chase altered his tempo, his long muscular fingers chancing upon a previously undiscovered switch inside me. My body jerked, a low moan vibrating through me. Chuckling, Chase rubbed the spot again. My hand squeezed the base of Roman's shaft in response. Tracing a circle around the nerve he'd hit upon, Chase looked up the length of my body, his gaze sparkling with mischief as my hand convulsed a second time.
"Dude...not fair." Roman pried my fingers from around his cock as Chase drew another circle and then another, my hips lifting higher with each round trip.
I closed my eyes, my nails raking Roman's thigh in rough apology as my whole body began to quake. Chase drove me on until my muscles locked and then he drove me a little further until I screamed in ecstasy.
Slowing his strokes, he eased me back down to the mattress.
Surfing up the far side of the bed, Chase rolled onto his side and tugged me towards him until my back was against his broad chest, his hard cock filling the valley of my bottom. Roman followed after me, his chest against my breasts. He took possession of my mouth as Chase lifted my top leg and penetrated me with one deep thrust of his heavy cock.
My climax still pulsing through me, my cunt clutched at him, milking his length until he started to gasp from the pure pleasure of it.
Roman's hand snaked down my belly and over my mound. His skin slick with the cream of my orgasm, he coaxed two fingers inside me, crowding Chase's cock as he quickly found and rubbed the small area that had so violently triggered my first climax.
"Fuck, she loves that." Chase drew a ragged breath in as the walls of my pussy started to roll violently with each stroke Roman took. Chase pumped his hips against my backside, his cock spearing deep inside me to force Roman's fingers harder against the knot. "She's coming again, sweet baby--"
His fingers dug into my hips as he fought the onrushing tide of his own climax. His mouth sealed around the side of my throat, searing the flesh with a sucking, bruising kiss as he refused to surrender.
"Baby girl, your pussy's so perfect."
Hooking his fingers, Roman stretched me, stroked, stretched me some more, tugging and twisting at the muscles of my cunt until both of them had their cocks fitted snugly inside me. My eyes rolled back, the light flicking on and off inside my head as my eyelids twitched.
They rode me at first with opposite strokes. Roman pushed deep as Chase all but withdrew, then Chase thrust into me, his whole body trembling as Roman pulled back. Their dicks seesawing in and out, one lover pushed against the front of my hips, the other bounced against my ass. Our flesh met, parted, melded as one.
Chase reached an arm around to squeeze my breast. Roman gripped my hip. Their words fell hot and dirty in my ear, along my mouth. Tongues licked my throat and lips as my pussy knotted around their big cocks. I bore down on them as the biggest wave of my climax roared through me.
They froze, both heads hooked at the ring of muscle gating my cunt. Groaning, they pushed in together, all the way up to uniformly butt against my cervix. Back down to tug, then up, crashing into me, my mind splintering at the sensation.
A keening moan rippled along my throat as their cocks jerked inside me, cum shooting from them in simultaneous jets. Dicks swelling, pumping, muscles twitching. They held me, rocked me, their motions gentling as the last of their seed was spent. They came at last to a stop, their arms across my body to grasp each other and hold me tight between them.
********************
Roman kissed me as he waited to grow softer. When he finally did, he eased from me first. Rising from the bed, he left the room, his big cock gently swinging as he crossed into the kitchen. Chase climbed over me until we were chest-to-chest.
Cupping my face with both hands, he thumbed the corners of my mouth. "You okay, baby girl?"
That was the Chase I knew. He might take someone down as if he were a lion, but he licked and nuzzled like a kitten afterwards.
When I didn't answer right away, he kissed my forehead then drew my face to his chest and cradled me against it. "Tell me you're okay, Gracie."
I curled a hand around the side of his narrow waist and nodded, my throat too tight with emotion to speak. Roman re-entered the room at that moment, a tall glass of ice water in his hand. He must have brushed it against Chase's spine because Chase gasped and relaxed his grip.
"Let her rehydrate before you attack her again," Roman teased.
Chase released me with a small growl and rolled onto his back. Scooting up the bed until his broad back rested against the headboard, he pulled me up and took the glass of water from Roman. Holding it, he offered me sips, his lips resting against the crown of my head as I drank.
Roman crawled in next to me, his body nestling against my other side and his lips pressed warmly at the curve of my neck. He caressed my hip and thigh, Chase playfully blocking him with a knee when Roman's fingers moonwalked toward my mound.
A fuzzy, tingling heat blossomed along my skin. Naked in bed with them, I didn't feel the least bit self-conscious. Not once in my life had they made me feel like their fat little friend. They would hammer anyone who did. I loved them, had loved them one way or another for as long as I could remember.
"Uh-oh," Chase started. "She's thinking again. We can't have that."
Rolling my eyes at him, I rested the still cold and perspiring glass on top of his exposed nipple and watched grinning as a shiver rolled through him.
"Actually…" Pausing, I ran the bottom rim of the glass around his puckered nipple. "I was remembering that time Roman punched Bobby Pepperdine in the nose back in fourth grade."
Chase chuckled. Roman sighed, the sound less than happy. I knew why -- he was remembering his mother's visit to the principal's office that afternoon. More specifically, he remembered her questioning why Roman had punched Bobby and her cold, eviscerating response when Roman explained that Bobby had teased me about being fat.
"She is," Maxine had said, her voice audible to Chase and me as we waited in the outer office. "And if you think you can punch anyone who says one of your friends is fat or white trash, I'll find you new friends and you won't play with those two ever again."
Maxine had tried like hell that summer and all the ones that followed through high school to ensure Roman did find new friends. Happily, she failed.
Stretching across Chase's torso, I placed the glass on the nightstand. On my way back across Chase, I brushed my lips against his then rolled to face Roman. Trying to keep the tears from my eyes, I thumbed his cheek.
"She's never forgiven me for you giving her the silent treatment for a whole month after that."
"I've never forgiven her for saying what she did." Smiling softly, Roman tugged me toward him.
Chase followed as if invisible strings attached my body to his. I was in the middle of a man sandwich, the bread between two gorgeous, thick slabs of meat. My eyes closed as both lovers started to gently fondle me.
Damn, it felt good, the sensation of their heat and hands and the two growing erections pressed against me. Between the two of them, every bad thing in my life disappeared. I felt safe for the first time in years -- since before their deployments, my rotten marriage and its even more rotten ending.
I didn't want the night to end, but it had to. No one goes around Glennville with everybody knowing they've taken two men into their bed at the same time. I'd lose my job, my apartment--
"Gracie," Chase growled. "I'm serious. I really don't want you thinking for the next few days until you get used to this arrangement."
I growled back, the sound weaker and feminine but enough to tell him he needed to stop reading my mind. Replaying the end of his statement, I shook my head. "What arrangement?"
"Tell her." Chase rested his chin on my shoulder. I could tell from the way it softly dug into my flesh that he was grinning at Roman. "She'll think I'm joking if I say it."
His erection moving against me as he clenched his stomach and braced for my reaction, Roman closed his eyes and drew a slow breath. When he opened them, his gaze hooked mine and held. "Baby, we're going to marry you."
I nodded slowly, not saying yes, only trying desperately to figure out what they meant. When I couldn't, I shook my head, cracking a joke to ease the tension. "I take it you haven't talked to Pastor Brown about this."
"Fuck that old man," Chase grumbled behind me, one arm looping under mine to fasten his hand on my shoulder and secure me to him.
"Fuck everybody," I snorted, the sentiment often expressed among the three of us. "Fuck my boss, who will fire me because the prudes at the country club will ruin his business if he doesn't. Fuck your commanding officer, who will have your security clearances pulled--"
"We're out," Roman interrupted. "In thirty days, at least. New jobs, new city…and you're coming with us."
"Yeah." Chase nipped lightly at my shoulder. "So grabby-hands Pennington can really go fuck himself."
Pulling away from me, Chase tugged until I was flat on my back, my head moving side to side as I looked at them.
"And you…" he said, cupping my breast. "You will be too busy going to school to worry about having a job."
"Don't--"
They both stopped me with a growl.
"Don't what? Don't touch you?" Chase asked half a second before his mouth defiantly covered my nipple and he started sucking.
"Or don't tell you that we're going to take care of you?" Roman followed and moved down the bed until his head was even with my hip. "Because we are going to touch you, Gracie, and take care of you."
"You're ours." Chase stopped suckling long enough to gently reprimand me. "Remember that so I don't have to spank that sweet ass every time you forget."
Closing my eyes, I nodded. There was no ground beneath me, I was that far down in Glennville. Both men wanted to lift me up, together. They could only do so if I trusted them, and there was no one I trusted more than Roman and Chase.
Roman nuzzled my mound, his thumb parting my labia so he could take his first lick of my clit. "Was that a yes, baby?"
I swallowed the small knot of apprehension lodged in my throat. "Yes."
Chase stopped teasing my breast. I opened my eyes to find him watching me, his dark eyes misting with emotion. I shut my eyes again, my tears finally overflowing to stream down the sides of my face.
"Don't worry, Gracie. It will all work out."
Chase surfed up the bed and rubbed his cheek against mine, our tears mixing in the seconds before he and Roman began another slow sampling of my flesh that lasted until morning, when we went hand-in-hand-in-hand to both of their families and broke the news.
 


Curves Ahead
 
"Back from the vet's already?"
Hip deep in the back seat, my stomach rubbing against the cat carrier and my expansive backside wiggling furiously, I heard the warm masculine tones of Carter Philips and froze.
If I hadn't known better, I would have guessed he was thumbing through a girlie magazine full of hot, young things going down on one another instead of getting an eyeful of my doublewide bottom. Carter always sounded like that, his voice a slow rolling thunder that flooded my pussy the second I heard it. Tall and hard-bodied, with a broad chest and thick biceps big enough to make me feel normal in size, the rest of him was every bit as sexy as his voice.
"Yeah."
I felt half-pleased with my answer even if it was just one syllable. Most of our conversations ended with me impersonating a squeaking, stuttering mouse. The rest left me feeling sexually penetrated as I stared into his dark gaze.
"You need help?" He didn't wait for me to reject the offer like I always do. He eased the car door wider. “Step back."
"No, I've got it." Bit of a lie, that. With the locking plate on the seat belt jammed between the cushions, I was five seconds from ruining a fresh manicure. My kitten, Pan, wasn't making the situation any easier. He kept poking a playful, razor-tipped paw through the carrier's mesh door and into my stomach.
"Don't make me go around to the other side, Rachel. You know I will."
"No...really..." A metallic click finally rewarded my efforts. I shimmied backwards, letting the seat belt go as I turned around.
Seeing the direction of Carter's gaze, my body tightened and I felt a flush of heat rise up to stain my cheeks.
He had been staring at my ass. I didn't want to know the thoughts running through his head after seeing that rolling hill of jelly. They couldn't be good, whatever they were. At least he was too polite to ever let it show.
His gaze lifted, the sparkle in his rich brown eyes the only hint of his suppressed amusement. "Let me carry it inside, then--"
I cut the offer short, quickly grabbing the container and shutting the car door. "Pan doesn't really like strangers..."
Betraying me, the kitten stuck his face against the carrier's door, his tongue poking through the wide mesh to lick the tip of Carter's finger.
"Yeah, I can see that." Carter’s mouth dipped at the corners in a barely contained grin. "All the more reason for him to get to know me."
I shook my head, backing around the car so I had a clear path to my front door. I gestured at the house next to mine, the one he was renting. The buildings were stacked one after the other with small, unfenced yards and shared driveways. "McIntyre can't manage to rent that place for more than a year at a time. You'll leave and break Pan's heart."
My jaw clenched in a freeze-dried smile as I realized how pathetic my excuse sounded. It wasn't the kitten's heart breaking that worried me. At four months old, Pan breathed pure adrenaline, never staying still long enough to form any attachments. I, on the other hand, had only recently reconciled myself to living life alone, with the newly acquired fur ball as my only male companion.
Carter's dark gaze sharpened and then he blinked, the curve of his mouth flattening to a straight line. "I wouldn't do that, Rach."
"Can't be too careful with kittens." I offered a lame smile only a little less frosty than the one I'd just given him and jerked my head toward my house. "I need to get him inside and give him some fresh water."
With that, I left Carter standing alone in the drive.
********************
I was dreaming and I knew it, but the dream was so damn good I didn't want to wake up. My whole body flexed and rolled as a thick cock pumped in and out of my steaming pussy. Strong fingers dug in the sides of my ample ass to hold me in place. A growl rumbled through my lover, signaling he was just as close to his release as I was to mine.
My hips slid until my stomach pressed against the mattress and my ass pushed high up in the air. Thighs parting, I felt a rush of cold air against the inferno of my inner lips. My eyes flicked open.
"Damn it, Pan!"
The kitten was nowhere in sight, but I knew he was the culprit. He'd clawed the quilt off the bed three nights running, leaving me bare assed each morning. Either I needed to shut him out of the bedroom at night, start wearing pajamas or stock up on cold medicine.
My gaze bounced to the clock on the dresser and then down to the end of the bed, hoping the quilt wasn't completely on the floor so I could snag an edge with my foot. If I had to get up to cover myself, I wouldn't be able to fall back asleep and it was just shy of seven on a Saturday morning.
My brain skipped a beat. Too much light -- all of it natural -- filled the room. I slowly raised my gaze toward the glass patio door, terrified that Pan had learned a new trick and managed to open the drapes.
Panic coalesced as I saw the exposed window, then through it to the next patio and Carter in his bedroom. The flat of one fist rested against the glass pane, that side of his body slightly leaning forward so that his robe fell open. At first glance, his other hand appeared out of sight, but then it slid forward -- at crotch level with the fingers wrapped around his cock. It disappeared again, deep into the robe, before quickly re-emerging.
He was standing in front of his bedroom window, looking through the open curtains at my naked body and jacking off -- a scenario I found impossible unless I was still dreaming. I willed myself to close my eyes, but they were stuck on that narrow sliver of open robe and his quick-bobbing hand.
His strokes slowed, his grip tightening and then plunging back into his robe. His body surged a few inches up, as if he'd just risen onto his toes. He rocked back on his heels.
Close your eyes, Rachel. Close them right now...he can't know...
There was no way in hell my eyes would obey, not when the rest of my body willed them to stay open. My cunt pulsed, hot cream leaving me to cool against my outer lips in a sticky, aromatic mess. My breasts had swollen, growing unbelievably tender and making me want to roll onto my back for relief. My stomach clenched too tight to move, my ass cheeks just as tense and obstinate.
I changed tactics, willing Carter not to look up and discover me watching him.
His hand froze mid-stroke and my breathing stilled in anticipation of seeing the thick strings of his climax jet against the window pane. When another second passed without his moving, I felt the terror creep back into my body. Slowly, I lifted my gaze to find him staring at my face.
He tilted his head, the fist against the window uncurling until the palm rested flat against the glass. I don't know what I expected, but I sure as hell didn't think he'd resume, his hand quickly finding the same rhythm while his gaze intensified, as if he meant to keep me pinned to the bed until he finished.
Clutching a pillow to my chest, I fled to the hall.
Meooow!
I looked down to find the cause of all this mischief twining around my ankles before settling onto my left foot and nipping the big toe.
"Ow, brat!" I shook Pan off and let the pillow softly land on him as punishment. Thankful for the cool surface, I pressed my back against the wall. My flesh felt on fire, my breath coming in small pants as I replayed each stroke Carter had taken.
His cock was every bit as gorgeous as the rest of him. I couldn't tell the shade, not across two panes of glass, but the shaft was thick and long, with a fat, punishing head that kept his closed fist from sliding off. My pussy twitched at the memory and I felt the slow trickle of my juices down my thigh.
Lowering my hand to my mound, I lightly combed my nails through the soft brush of hair. So recently wet and hot, it had frizzed out. Following the line of my cleft, I parted the silken strands to find my swollen clit protruding between the lips. I stroked it, a hard quiver of need unfolding across my flesh.
The soft flick of a fluffy tail against my shin stopped me before I could take the next stroke and explode. I growled. Pan gave me an indignant meow, reminding me it was breakfast time.
"You're going to have to wait for me to great dressed, fur ball." I started to turn back to my bedroom door before stopping cold. What if Carter hadn’t moved?
I put one foot forward, couldn't force myself to take another. If he was still in his bedroom and looking out the window, I'd have to walk through his line of sight to reach the closet. Bending down, I shooed Pan off the pillow and held it tightly against my body. I reached the room's threshold, ready to peek around the corner, when a knock sounded at the front door.
I glanced over my shoulder, the motion pointless. It was a solid door. I'd have to look through the peep hole to know who stood on the other side. It could be Carter, but maybe it wasn't.
Another knock sounded, falling in three fast raps of growing intensity, and I started to shake. I couldn't answer the door with just a pillow clutched against my naked flesh. But I wasn't sure I could force myself to walk back into the bedroom with the chance he was still watching. I stayed there, frozen in the hallway, gaze racing as my brain searched for any shred of help.
The bathroom hamper fell to the floor, Pan and a pile of clothes tumbling from it. Gold-green eyes peeked from beneath the hem of a black skirt. He meowed, reminding me again that he needed to eat. I dropped the pillow and snatched the skirt from the pile, yanking it up my hips. A quick sort through the rest of the hamper provided a blouse and a lacy long-line bra. No panties, but I could live with that -- no one was going to go up under the skirt. Of that, I was sure.
Walking to the door, I quickly put the bra and blouse on before pressing my eye to the peephole. Seeing Carter, I cursed. Softly, or so I thought, but I heard him chuckle.
"Open the door, Rachel."
My hand rested on the door handle.
"Come on...just for a few seconds...don't be afraid."
I wasn't afraid, I was fucking embarrassed. He'd seen me naked. He'd seen all the rolly, jiggly bits, the fish-belly white bits, the wicked pink bits, all of it. Any favorable reaction he'd had to that was transitory. It always was -- guy after guy after guy.
"You're going to have to face me at some point, Rach. My lease isn't up for at least four months."
What did he know -- four months was a cake walk. Easy-peasy. I've avoided a lot more people for a helluva lot longer.
"Come on." His voice sounded so close that he had to be right up against the door, trying to talk through the grain. "The concrete's rough and cold. I'm standing out here without a shirt on and I just want to talk to you, baby."
I don't know if it was the fact that he'd rushed over without getting fully dressed or if it was his tone or the use of "baby" -- something he'd never said before -- but I slowly unlocked the door and opened it a few inches. He had on a pair of sweat pants and nothing more. Every inch of his broad, muscled chest and thick arms was exposed. His feet were bare, not even socks.
More than that, he was still rock hard if the huge bulge at the front of the sweats and the straining waist band were good indicators. I forced myself to look up and meet his brown gaze and asked for confirmation. "You just want to talk?"
"Honestly?" He shook his head. "What I want is to press you up against the wall and fuck you before taking you into the bedroom and eating that sweet pussy until you scream."
He pushed lightly against the door, stepping over the threshold when I retreated half a foot. "But I can barely get two sentences out of you most days, so we'd better start slow."
"You want to fuck me?" I stuttered as he closed the door and continued to advance on me.
Nodding, he put his left arm out to the side, blocking any escape into the front room. Still approaching, he maneuvered until he had me turned around and my back was against the front door he'd just stepped through. Reaching to my side, he re-set the lock. His hand brushed my blouse, stopping where the top button was threaded through the second hole.
"You dressed in a hurry." His hand trailed down the front line of buttons to the top of the skirt. "So quick you didn't have time for panties, maybe?"
His hand dipped to my crotch, brushing lightly at first against the skirt's fabric to test his theory. Finding no hint of a panty line, he buried his face against my neck, groaning as he started to knead the flesh between my thighs.
"Yeah, I want to fuck you, Rachel. All weekend long, so you're too sore to go to work on Monday and I can fuck you some more. Why do think I'm always bumping into you in the drive?"
"Work..." I only managed the one word. My throat had dried up, all my moisture diverted to my twisting, flexing pussy.
"Baby, I've changed my work schedule two times this summer to match yours."
Carter sank to his knees, pushing my skirt up as he descended. His mouth a few inches from my pussy, he took a deep breath through his nose. He started to lean in, his eyes fluttering shut, when Pan skittered into the room and licked Carter's heel.
"He...he's hungry." I tried to push my skirt down and slide to the right but Carter had me locked in place.
"I know how he feels." The words rumbled through him, punctuated by a plaintive mewl from the kitten.
I pushed at Carter's hands, trying, but not wanting, to stop him before things went too far. "I need to feed him."
Carter shook his head and stood up. "Don't move, baby."
He bent down, gently scooped Pan up and walked toward the feeding bowl. He opened the cupboard next to it, found a small can and popped the lid. Still holding Pan, he spooned food into the bowl and then placed the bowl and the kitten on the floor.
Less than five seconds after Pan's paws touched the linoleum, Carter was back on his knees in front of me, pushing my skirt up.
Seeing my exposed pussy, he gave a hard shake of his head. "Damn, baby, I love a hairy pussy."
He brushed his lips against the fine hairs.
"Soft as silk," he said before pressing his mouth more tightly against my mound. A groan of approval shuddered up from him. "And wet, baby...so fucking wet I could drink from you."
A second later he froze, setting off a quiet dread in my chest. I hadn't expected his admiration to last very long, they all came to their so-called senses eventually. But this had to be a new record. Damned if I didn't want to be mistaken, just this one time -- this one man.
"Is something the matter?" I drew my bottom lip in, biting at its edge.
He looked up, his gaze solemn as he nodded. "I'm doing this all wrong, Rachel."
My drenched pussy disagreed. I didn't need his cock in me, didn't need his mouth touching me. His just kneeling there in front of my cunt was enough to have me hurtling towards an orgasm.
"What do you mean -- doing it wrong?"
"I've thought about kissing your sweet mouth so often, it's like I have. But I haven't -- not once." He rose to his feet, cupped my face and moved in for a long, slow kiss that started with the barest whisper of his lips against mine.
His hand massaged my jaw line, his thumb inching towards the front of my face to softly leverage my mouth open. His tongue slid in, its tip offering a slow, long lick between my top lip and teeth.
His other hand pressed against the fabric covering my mound. As his tongue moved deeper to stroke against mine, his hand manipulated my thick lower lips, squeezing and rolling them between his fingers.
His mouth retreated until just the edge of his teeth teased the corners of my lips. A lick above, a hard polish below. His chest pressed into me, pinning me to the wall as the kiss and massage grew more penetrating. My legs started to shake, their side-to-side twitching fast turning to a wobble.
Capturing my wrist, Carter broke the kiss at last and started to guide me toward the interior hall. "Come to bed, baby, so we can do this right."
This.
This was fucking. This was him buried inside me, pounding and thrusting until he finished.
And left.
My feet turned to lead. I felt my head swivel on my neck, side to side. I couldn't let "this" happen. I couldn't deal with four months of his acting like I didn't exist. Sure, maybe if it had stopped earlier. If I'd never opened the front door.
But not now.
It would crush me.
Carter stopped trying to gently drag me to the bed. Bracing me against the wall, he stared into my eyes. "Rachel, I know you have your reasons for pushing me away. Whatever they are--"
"It's pretty fucking obvious what they are," I whispered.
He shook his head. "Nothing's obvious. Not at its root."
He ran his hands over my flesh, grabbing hold of a hip, a breast, a side of thigh, my stomach. His touch almost reverent as he squeezed and pinched, he moaned and pressed his mouth against my forehead. "If you think this is a barrier to wanting you -- loving you -- it's only because you're making it so."
“Baby, don't you know how hot and sexy you are?” He leaned back, his gaze focused and hurt. "I'm not going to cut and run. I won't treat you like shit tomorrow or any other day. Ever."
He kissed me again, his hands still roaming my body.
"How many girls have you seen coming in and out of my house?"
"None," I answered.
"How many nights is my car NOT parked in my drive?"
"Hardly ever..."
He tilted his head and stared all the way into the back of my brain. "You know why, Rachel?"
I shook my head. I knew when he was home and when he was gone, was acutely aware of his presence or absence. But I'd never thought on it.
"It's because I'm sitting in my house waiting for another chance to get you to lower your defenses. Now, where were we?" He recaptured my wrist, brought my hand up and kissed the palm before guiding me into the bedroom and shutting the door.
I sat on the side of the bed, my feet touching the ground and Carter standing over me. He started to undo the buttons on my blouse, stopping as the top of the bra's cups came into view. He traced the upper trim of white lace and then the first vertical ridge of boning that shaped the ice pink satin to hold my breasts up without straps.
"Baby, please, please tell me there are matching panties for this..."
I raised a brow at him, surprised at the wistful need running through his voice. Of course there were matching panties. I tried to think -- not the hamper, I'd been through that...
"Baby...don't tease...I want them on you five seconds ago. Where are they?"
I pointed at the top drawer of my dresser. Any panties not in the laundry would be lined up in a row, color coordinated because I had too much freaking time on my hands.
He side-stepped to the dresser and opened the drawer. Seeing the line of dainties, a grin broke wide across his face and he opened the other top drawer to find a line of matching bras.
"You've been holding out on me, Rachel. These are so..." He cupped himself, gave his cock a quick squeeze and stared hotly back at me. "Even my wood is popping wood."
Removing the ice pink panties, he closed both drawers, handed me the underwear and turned his back to me. "Put them on, baby. And do the blouse back up all proper."
Not bossy, just sexy. His voice felt like crushed velvet caressing my most sensitive place. I obeyed as quickly as I could, double checking that the buttons were perfectly aligned with their holes before I told him I was ready.
He turned, smiling, and walked around to the other side of the bed. Standing the pillows upright, he sat close to the edge of the mattress. His right arm stretched along the headboard and he reached across his lap to pat the middle of the bed.
I moved to the center.
Carter lightly pressed at my collarbone until I leaned against the pillows, his right arm holding me in a loose embrace. He leaned toward me, running his fingertips over the outside of my blouse as his lips touched my ear. He sucked the bottom of the lobe in, his hand stilling along the underside of one breast to cup the fabric and squeeze.
He undid the button closest to his hand. "I could spend all day just sucking at you. Your ear..."
Another button surrendered to his deft fingers.
"Your breasts, these hard little nipples..." He kissed the side of my throat, his breath searing the flesh. The hand working the buttons dropped to my lap and gathered the skirt up to the top of my thighs. "And this..."
Eyeing the panties, he slid his hand beneath the fabric, finding my swollen clit and tugging at it. "Holding my mouth against it, rolling my tongue..."
My hips began to move, my throat convulsing with a tight moan.
Lipping the curve of my neck, Carter withdrew his hand to undo another button. "Suck you until you beg, baby, begging for my cock in you...and I'd still keep sucking you..."
Four buttons down, his hand slid into my blouse, his fingertips lightly running over the top of my breasts. The bra's hooks, all twelve of them, were up front but he didn't release them. Cupping the top of each breast in turn, he pushed the flesh up just enough that the nipples popped free.
He slid lower down the bed until his head was even with my breasts. Drawing the first nipple into his mouth, his hand returned to my underwear.
"Suck you until you come, until you're all wet and hot inside..."
I was there already, the muscle gating my cunt so tense it vibrated.
His fingers traced the panties' line of lace down, down...down until they were centered over my quivering hole, and then he dipped just one finger into my pussy. A cry escaped me, pure pleasure and as liquid as the warm juices spilling from me with each deep contraction of my pussy.
Using his lips, he undid the last button. Both hands came up to my collar and he pushed the blouse off my shoulders, peeled it down my arms and away from me to land soundlessly on the carpeted floor. He skinned me of the skirt and underwear just as smoothly before sliding over one of my legs. Pushing my thighs apart, Carter filled the space with his lower body.
He kissed my nipples, teased them with his lips and tongue. "Would you like me to do that, baby...to suck you until you come?"
A groan was my only answer, my pussy already flexing and rolling so violently I didn't think my climax would wait until he actually had his mouth on me.
I was wrong. There were so many levels of pleasure I hadn't yet discovered -- so many Carter was about to show me. Propped on his elbows between my legs, he cupped both hands over my mound. His thumb disappeared beneath his fingers to graze just the tips of my pubic hair, lifting and pushing them in small groups. The tickle had my pussy twisting in knots, feeling as full and tight as if he had his fist up inside me.
I exhaled a shaky breath, my ass and thighs starting to quiver. Gently pinching each outer lip, he separated them and stared down at the bright pink slash of my inner folds.
Closing his eyes, Carter nodded his head up and down the length of my pussy, his face never touching my flesh as he lightly breathed in and out. Pulling his head back, he extended his tongue as far as it would go. He touched me with it. No lips, just the tongue's tip as it traced a slow circle to ring my cunt.
He opened his eyes, his gaze smoldering as he met mine. "Baby, you're dancing."
Hell yes, I was dancing. My clit slid up and down in a steady rhythm as my pussy contracted, weeping its juices in anticipation of harder, more insistent contact. My ass and thighs flexed in their search for something to thrust my mound against.
"You're killing me," I whispered.
He skipped the tip of his tongue lightly around the hood of my clit and up its swollen spine. "You want me to start sucking?" he teased.
"Please, yes." I pressed my fists tight against my outer thighs, fighting the urge to grab the sides of his head and start riding his hot mouth. "I might pass out if you don't."
He chuckled, his lips brushing across my clit with a side-to-side sweep. "What makes you think you won't pass out when I do?"
A soft mewl left me and I raised my hips the tiniest fraction, finding sweet contact with his mouth at last. His lips formed a seal around my cunt as he started to use his whole mouth to work my clit. Lips massaged, teeth grazed and nipped and the tongue...
Sweet, sweet, fuck -- his tongue. Firm, hot and determined. Dipping into recesses, running circles around the glans, flicking up and up and...
A shudder ran through my body, my hips thrusting high, sinking and thrusting again as my stomach began to roll in soft waves, my muscles clenching and unclenching as I came. My hands found his head, wrapped around the sides and held him in place until the last contortion twisted through me and I collapsed back onto the mattress.
No rest for the wicked, Carter slid off the bed, grabbed my calves, and dragged me to the edge of the mattress. His fingers roamed the top of my thighs, landing on my thick, swollen lips and stretching the clit as his gaze penetrated my wet hole. His hands jumped to his hips, quickly pushing the sweats down to pool around his ankles. His cock jutted forward, hard and undeniably masculine, demanding that I yield to it.
Possessed of the need to wrap my hands around it and suck, I started to sit up. Carter took hold of my shoulders and forced me back down. His shaft slid against my pussy as he leaned in, our groans mingling at that first contact of our most intimate parts.
"Please tell me there's a condom somewhere in this house, love."
If he wanted me to think, he shouldn't have called me love. My brain immediately blanked.
"Baby, I'm going to come all over your sweet pussy in about three seconds if you don't stop torturing me."
Blushing, I stretched my arm up over my head, body twisting, and opened the drawer on the nightstand, hoping hard he didn't notice what else the drawer held. Seeing the big grin on his face as I handed him a condom, I shut my eyes and felt my cheeks flush hotter.
"Don't be embarrassed, Rachel." He ripped the wrapper open. The back of his hands brushed my thighs as he rolled the condom over his cock. "If that's my only rival for your affection, I'm a happy, happy man."
I opened my eyes and stared down at the fully erect cock preparing to penetrate me.
Happy and well hung. A dense forest of hair as black as that framing his face surrounded the base of the shaft, dropping to more sparsely cover heavy testicles a touch smaller than flesh covered tennis balls.
I watched mesmerized as he ran the swollen head up and down my inner lips, lubricating it with a heavy coating of my cream. His chest rose and fell in deep breaths, his attention laser-focused on my quivering, gooey hot center. He sucked his lower lip in, his expression Zen-like as his eyes unfocused and he pushed in.
My body clutching at him, I whimpered.
So big.
My arousal heightened sharply. My cervix slow crawled higher, making room for Carter’s full length as he embedded himself balls deep inside me.
"Rachel, love..." His hands wrapped around my hips, the fingertips digging deep into my flesh as he held me in place. "So tight...hot. Baby..."
His head rolled back, his chin pointed at the ceiling as a full-bodied shudder moved through him. He withdrew in a slow slide, the hard fat head of his cock dragging roughly through me, tugging at the ring of muscle guarding my cunt before emerging with a moist pop.
His hands smoothed up my stomach to release the bra's front row of hooks. My breasts spilled free and he moaned. "So fucking beautiful, baby."
Wetting his lips, he stared at the point our bodies joined, re-entered me as slowly as he had left. I squeezed at him, my pussy knotting around his cock, the tension along my clit stacking higher and higher. His big hands wrapped around the back of my thighs, holding my legs apart and forcing my feet off the mattress.
The broad head pushed in and out like a closed hand moving through me, rotating with each swivel of his powerful hips. His tempo picked up, the strokes coming harder and faster.
His gaze raked my body, devouring the pale skin with its pink flush and shimmer of sweat. Beyond us, sunlight streamed through the open window, our lovemaking and naked flesh on display for any trespasser cutting through the yards. I didn't care, couldn't be concerned with the idea that anyone might see me, not when Carter was looking at me like that, his gaze all hot and hungry. I could sit in church just as naked and writhing as I was and feel no shame if his eyes were on me.
"Baby...baby...I..."
He was close, his stomach and ass corkscrewing tighter with each fresh thrust. His heavy balls slapped against me as he pounded deeper. The hard muscle of his lower stomach pressed and pushed at my mound, driving against my clit until I levitated off the mattress and thrashed against him, crying out.
Carter wrapped his arms around me. His chest pressed my breasts flat as his hips and cock ground desperately at my yielding flesh. He buried his face against my throat and I felt the soft brush of lashes and the warm leak of tears as he blinked and called my name. His cock jerked inside me, a hard sharp pull of pure muscle as he came. He drew a ragged breath in, his thrusts grinding to a halt that left me still quivering.
After several long seconds, Carter lifted off me, his hands moving in smoothing circles, massaging my shoulders and breasts as if he would never get enough of touching me. At length, he glanced over his shoulder at the open drapes. Looking back at me, he cocked a brow and a broad smile broke across his face.
He walked over to the drapes and closed them, discarding the condom in the waste basket on his way back to the bed. Grabbing the quilt, he coaxed me the rest of the way up the mattress before he draped the blanket and his body over me.
A scratching outside the bedroom broke our cuddle, Carter rising once more to open the door. An empty hall greeted us.
"Come back to bed," I said, already missing the warm press of his body. "He'll come racing along in a few seconds."
Carter crawled back under the blanket, wrapped his arms around me and cinched me close. A black ball of fur launched itself at the center of the bed a second later, overshooting and sliding across the quilt, nails out to slow its speed.
I laughed. "I hope you like cats."
"Baby..." He picked Pan up, his finger lightly stroking the underside of the kitten's chin to set its whole body vibrating. "This is my new best friend."
 


Slow Hand Curves
 
“I was already climaxing again when he flipped me onto my stomach.” Briana Custer blew at her coal black bangs as if her re-telling of last night’s encounter with an old flame had her ready to pop for the sixth time in the last twenty-four hours.
I squirmed in my seat, hoping Bree would run out of steam shortly or my sister-in-law Melinda would finally shut her up.
“And…” Melinda sucked on her strawberry milkshake, her free hand gesturing for Bree to continue. Eight-and-a-half months pregnant and just off an extended bed rest, Melinda had to settle for having a sex life vicariously through Bree.
Having already listened to thirty minutes of Bree recapping sex acts, some I’d never even heard of, I was down to my last nerve. Burying my face in my hands, I groaned.
Bree rolled her eyes at me. “What’s got your granny panties in a knot?”
Much to my horror, Melinda volunteered an answer. “Amber has never--”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah.” She waved Melinda off. “I know that Rice Krispies here has only been snapped and crackled, but never popped. But her ears sure as hell aren’t virgin.”
“No, I mean, she has never…” Melinda stopped and let an imaginary quiver roll through her body. “Not even on her own.”
“Oh, Jesus!” I wrapped my hands around my head and shut my eyes. I would never again try to entertain a bedridden pregnant woman who had been house bound for a month with a discussion of lady problems.
“C’mon, quit yanking my chain.” Bree made a little come hither motion with her middle finger. “Are you saying not even after a little rub or two?”
I felt my cheeks go from pink to red. “Uhm…we’re in a public restaurant, ladies…please.”
My voice had turned into an annoying little whisper that they completely ignored. Melinda slurped the last of her shake and then authoritatively pointed its container at her best friend. “Crockers don’t masturbate -- at least the ones with ovaries don’t.”
If my mother had any say, the Crockers with testicles didn’t masturbate either. Heck, they shouldn’t even know what the word meant! Eleanor Crocker Rice was a past President of the Ladies Auxiliary for the First Baptist Church of Dallas, currently serving as an Ambassador-at-Large for the Southern Baptists of Texas and darn proud of it. She would have a stroke if anyone so much as suggested a member of her bloodline touched their naughty bits.
“You mean they lie about it.” Bree snorted and shoved a French fry between expertly painted red lips. “Of course she’s masturbated.”
Blushing, I remained silent.
“So, can’t rub one out on your own, huh?” Bree tilted her head to the side, her gray eyes glittering like ash-covered diamonds. “I could give you one.”
When Bree reached for my wrist, her gaze skipping to the restroom door, I started to hyperventilate.
“Lay off.” Melinda gave her friend a soft shoulder slug, but my relief lasted no more than five seconds before she offered an alternative. “What about that guy you were telling me about?”
Bree arched one manicured brow in confusion.
“At the wellness center,” Melinda prompted, her hand making an odd twist in the air for emphasis.
Bree’s jaw dropped open, her expression widening at the suggestion. “Slow Hand Sam?”
I looked desperately between the two of them. I had no clue where this was going or who this Sam was. The only thing I knew was that I didn’t like the look on their faces. They were up to no good, clearly conspiring against me.
I started to rise from the table. Bree had driven Melinda to the restaurant and the plan was she would drive her home. I had to escape while I still could!
“Not so fast, Rice Krispies.” Bree’s hand closed around mine. I glowered at her but she wouldn’t let go. Grinning like a demon, she pushed her cell phone at Melinda. “Dial, bestie.”
Melinda picked up the phone, entering the phone number Bree rattled off from memory. Whoever was on the other end answered quickly. Before I knew what was happening, Melinda was pretending to be me.
“Yes, this is Amber Rice, I need to schedule a massage with Samuel Pepin.” She paused as the person on the other side asked a couple of questions. “Tension headaches. I’ll be paying cash…Tuesday at three? Sounds perfect!”
As the phone snapped shut, Bree released me. Reaching into her pocket, she pulled out a dollar bill and started to fold it in a peculiar manner.
“What did you just do?” I looked at Melinda. Her grin was only half a centimeter narrower than the one she’d wore on her wedding day. I looked to Bree, who was still folding the dollar bill. “What are you doing?”
“It’s a code.” She showed me the bill. “You go in with a hundred folded like this. You get a massage and a hand job from this really hot physical therapist--”
“I will not!”
Bree gave me another one of her eye rolls. “Don’t worry, it’s perfectly clinical.”
I could tell by the demonic smile lingering on Bree’s face it was anything but clinical. I folded my arms across my chest. “If by clinical you mean illegal!”
“It’s a tip, for a job well done.” She looked to Melinda. “Go on, tell her!”
A look I’d never seen in my sister-in-law’s eyes appeared as she leaned in close. “This is all supposed to be a secret, but…”
She continued whispering in my ear, my expression growing increasingly distressed as she told me first about what Samuel Pepin had done for Imogene Fudge, whose husband had left her after she’d been diagnosed with breast cancer. She followed that report with one about his extra special treatment of Elaine Tyler, who had back surgery last summer, and then Becky Clay…
“He turned Portia Philips’ scrawny ass down, though.” Bree nodded her head at me as if that little fact would clench the deal.
I shook my head. I hadn’t been abandoned by my husband, hadn’t had back surgery, and I looked nothing Portia, who was the DFW area’s answer to Paris Hilton. He had no charitable or aesthetic reason to assist me.
Not that I wanted him to!
“No,” I told them, shaking my head for emphasis. “I won’t do it and you can’t make me.”
********************
I don’t know what gave me the idea I could resist them. After two days of relentless goading by Melinda and Bree, I arrived at the facility twenty minutes early. The building’s automatic doors slid open, exhaling cold air that hit my skin like an arctic blast of shame. Hesitating, I looked back at my little blue Prius sparkling in the Texas sun. I could still flee -- Melinda would give up trying to fix me after a while and things would settle back to normal. Bree I could avoid until she too had moved on to another pet project.
“Move, fat ass.”
Startled, I turned to the familiar voice. Portia Philips’ face twisted in surprise as she realized she had just insulted someone whose daddy was richer than hers. She recovered quickly, her right nostril and eyebrow creeping up her face in an unbecoming sneer.
“Finally seeing someone about your weight problem, Amber?” She adjusted the shoulder strap on her Dolce & Gabbana purse. Her bony hip canted to the side as she waited for my answer. Behind her, the automatic doors slid shut. 
I smiled as if I wasn’t talking to a woman who was best described as the spiritual love child of Ted Bundy and Aileen Wournos. “Here to get your STD treated?”
Her gaze narrowed, the sneer disappearing as her mouth pressed into an unflattering thin line of hate. “At least I can get laid.”
My smile widened, but I was relieved she couldn’t see my eyes hiding behind my sunglasses. “I’d be impressed, but every street walker in South Dallas can make the same boast.”
Seeing Portia’s claws extend, I took a little step to the side and triggered the doors once more. If she was going to have one of her infamous hissy fits, she was going to have it with an audience. Surprising me, she gave a disdainful shrug.
“As if your opinion matters! You’re fat. No one would even talk to you if you weren’t Brandon Rice’s daughter.” She flipped a wedge of auburn hair over her shoulder, dismissing me with the same gesture and heading for her neon green Dodge Charger.
She was right -- mostly. Not everyone in Dallas was as shallow as Portia Philips, just the majority. I couldn’t get through the grocery store without someone staring at my cart in judgment.
Feeling about two inches tall, and twenty feet wide, I stepped inside and ducked behind a column to wait for Portia to clear the parking lot. After that, I would leave. What in Hades had I been thinking letting Melinda pressure me into coming here!
I slumped against the cool marble column. I hadn’t been thinking, that was the problem. Frustrated and desperate, my brain had been on vacation. I would remedy that with a call canceling the appointment once I was safely in my car.
Leaving the comfort of my hiding spot, I headed for the door. A white-haired woman with a clipboard intercepted me. She cupped a hand that looked frail but felt like steel around my elbow and steered me deeper into the building.
“Reception is over here, dear.” She talked as fast as she walked, which was slower than tree sap in February. “Do you have an appointment?”
“No…I mean yes, but I’m…”
Before I could finish, my guide handed me off to a middle-aged woman seated behind a polished wooden counter. “Got a fresh one for you, Cora.”
I pushed my signature blue sunglasses up into my blonde curls. “Yes, I have an appointment with Samantha Pepin that I need to can--.”
The receptionist looked at me like I’d just parked a UFO in the waiting area and had sparkly antennae growing out of my head. “Who?”
“Samantha,” I repeated just as I had rehearsed at least a dozen times in the last two days to appear ignorant of Mr. Pepin’s special services. It didn’t matter if I was intent on canceling the appointment. I still didn’t want anyone suspecting I was here for anything more than a legitimate massage. “Or does she go by Sam?”
“You mean Samuel.” The woman enunciated his name very carefully, her scowl disappearing before she slid into the last syllable. “She is a he, honey. That a problem for you?”
“Oh, dear!” I tried my best to sound distressed, which wasn’t a complete sham. I really was distressed, my stomach twisted in knots. I studied my watch for a long second before replying. “I don’t suppose there’s anyone--”
“Sorry, sugar, all booked up.” She clicked her mouse and then peered at her computer screen. “I have an hour free for next Thursday with Rachel.”
I shook my head, half turning for the door. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows that fronted the building, I saw that Portia hadn’t left yet. She stood next to her car, one manicured nail pressed lightly against the expansive chest of a male. One of the window’s intersecting steel support beams blocked his face, but he was dressed in a business suit and had an athletic build. Knowing Portia, his suit was silk and she’d caught sight of a Rolex on his wrist or some equally expensive brand.
His body language told me he was equally interested in Portia. He stepped closer to her, his torso leaning in. She pressed her whole palm against his chest and coyly turned her head. Watching them, a slow burning need started to heat low in my belly. I looked at the receptionist again, my gaze pleading with her to give me a reason to stay.
She reached along the counter and gave my hand a soft pat. “Sam’s a real professional, honey. Five minutes with him and you’ll forget it’s a man that’s got his hands on you.”
That wasn’t at all what I was hoping for, but I nodded. Reaching into my purse, I pulled out my bankcard. Seeing the hundred dollar bill tucked to the side and so precisely folded, I blushed as I handed her the bit of plastic. I waited, cheeks growing hotter, as she processed the payment and then I followed her through a door and into a closed hallway with two chairs on opposite sides of a small water fountain.
“Have a seat and I’ll tell Sam you’re ready.”
I sat down and immediately started fidgeting once the woman was out of sight. I tucked my legs along one side of the chair before I realized I was subconsciously posing. Straightening them, I looked down and saw the swell of my stomach. I winced, folded my hands over it then decided that only drew attention to its size.
I had just tucked my legs along the side of the chair again when I heard a very deep, masculine voice call my name.
“Miss Rice?”
He was standing behind me and to my left. I looked over my shoulder and froze.
Samuel Pepin made one hell of a first impression. He was tall, at least six-two. Deliciously broad-shouldered. The white polo shirt with the center’s logo on it showed off his thick biceps and deep tan. Beige Dockers hugged his narrow hips and fought to contain what promised to be very muscular thighs -- not that I’d ever see them uncovered.
As magnificent as it was, his body finished a close second to his face. It was only two in the afternoon, but his six-o’clock shadow was out in full force, darkening his expression and contouring his cheeks. The thick black eyebrows and heavy lashes made his emerald-colored eyes pop. A firm-set mouth and square jaw ensured the overall effect was ferociously masculine.
Sam repeated my name, his mouth quirking up in a smile that softened his features. I nodded, realized my jaw was about two inches away from touching the floor and pressed my lips together. Standing, I cast my gaze at the door that led to the reception area and a very lonely sense of safety -- at least until I got to the parking lot and had to watch some jerk drooling over Little Miss Satan.
A warm, strong hand closed around my elbow. “Oh no, Hollywood. You’re coming with me.”
Coming? Certainly I was close -- at least I thought I was. If I knew whether I really was close, I wouldn’t have been there at all. But the juncture of my thighs had never felt so electric. Muscles I’d never felt before were starting to dance and squeeze and something inside me gave a little roll that turned my knees to rubber.
Feeling lightheaded, I closed my eyes. When I opened them, he was staring down at my face, his gaze hooded by his thick lashes.
“Are you feeling okay?” His other hand wrapped around my opposite shoulder to steady me.
Realizing I was about to nod again like the complete dolt I was, I gathered what little composure I had left and lightly brushed his hand from me. “I’m fine, Mr. Pepin. Why did you call me Hollywood?”
The grin came back, my nipples instantly puckering in response. Like the rest of him, his smile was sexy as sin.
“Because of these.” His hands, surprisingly gentle for their size, reached up, parted my blonde curls, and lifted my sunglasses off. “And call me Sam.”
Carefully folding the glasses, he hooked one of their metallic blue arms inside the collar of his polo shirt. His hands took possession of me once more and guided me into the treatment room. Stopping in front of a padded chair, he picked up a remote and started pushing buttons.
The chair straightened and lifted until it looked like a tall, narrow table with over-sized cushions. He folded the arms down, turned to a standing cabinet and pulled out a lightweight terry robe. He offered the robe to me, but didn’t let go when I reached to take it.
“What kind of music relaxes you?”
I shrugged. There was no way I was going to relax with him in the same room with me. His rich, warm voice lapped at my thighs and the way his scent curled around my senses struck a very real fear that I would do something embarrassing if he got any closer.
His smiling gaze turned impish. “When you’re in the tub, the water all warm and bubbly…don’t you have any music playing?”
I blushed, embarrassed that I was incapable of even taking a bath like a normal woman. “Hymns, mostly.”
Sam’s chuckle went straight to my thighs, jolting my swollen flesh like a hard smack. “That’s a waste of a bubble bath, Hollywood. How about I line us up some Etta James?”
“Okay.” Trying not to seem like a complete square, I gave him a tentative smile. “Is she new?”
“New? Etta James?” His voice suddenly grew stern, only the playful tilt of his head and the twinkle of his bright green eyes kept me from panicking. “Miss Rice, you put that robe on and prepare to be schooled.”
He left me to change, my expression wide-eyed and slack-jawed as I wondered if he had any idea why I was there.
********************
I was sitting on the edge of the table-chair thingie when Sam returned, my legs demurely crossed at the ankles. I was too short for the table’s height. Even pointed down, my toes were still half a foot from the floor.
My hands fisting the lapels of the robe, I forced a blush down as he approached. “There wasn’t a sash.”
Watching me from the corner of his eyes, he plugged an iPod into a docking station. Just enough of his grin was visible to make me forget about the sash and meekly obey him when he told me to lie down on my belly.
His hands dipped between my chest and the cushioned surface, catching the edge of the lapels and lifting the top half of the robe off my shoulders and down my arms. “I couldn’t do that if there was a sash, could I?”
“No, I guess not.” I lifted my head as he slid a pillow under it.
His fingers darted out and smoothed my curls to the side as a woman’s sultry voice started playing over the docking station’s speakers. She sang like pure sex and I wondered why I’d never heard of her.
Oh, yeah -- she sang like pure sex. 
Despite being twenty-six and living in my own home, I still worried about my mother examining the contents of my iPod during one of her unannounced visits. She most definitely would not approve of this woman with the deep purring voice.
To make things even cozier, Sam grabbed the remote and brought the lights lower, their color taking on a deep blue. Reaching into the cabinet, he pulled out a small hand-sized machine and plugged it into the wall.
He pushed a few small glass bottles around before looking at me over his shoulder. “Tension headaches, right?”
“Yes.” Melinda had been telling the truth in that respect. I had the worst headaches. They went on for days, but a lot of high-priced doctors kept saying it was nothing. “That’s why I’m here.”
That last bit was a lie and I turned my head so I wouldn’t have to look at him as my blush started all over again.
I heard Sam fiddle with the small machine for a few seconds and then the scent of almonds and chamomile started to drift through the room. A few more seconds passed before I felt the brush of his fingertips along the back of my neck.
He moved the bit of hair covering my neck to the side. His big hands gripped my shoulders and took a tentative squeeze. The woman was moaning as she sang, a deep throbbing cello coiling around her voice and sparking a sudden urge within me to moan right along with her.
Sam’s hands moved down my back, the fingers spreading like a butterfly’s wings to whisper along the sides of my torso. His thumbs pressed gently at my vertebrae, testing for any sensitivity. “Where does all this tension come from?”
He murmured the words. Feeling each one as a little puff of air between my shoulder blades, I realized he was leaning very close to me. I bit down on the whimper threatening to escape and managed a short response.
“Spreadsheets.”
“Okay.” He chuckled again, the air tickling my flesh and causing my shoulders to twitch. “What goes into the spreadsheets?”
“Numbers.” Stifling a groan, I closed my eyes. I sounded like a real Rhodes scholar -- not! Admittedly, I was pleased I had managed any answer while he was touching me. His chest hovered so close to my back I could feel his body heat. I swallowed and gave my throat a little clearing before I elaborated. “I’m an actuarian.”
I didn’t bother mentioning that I worked at the insurance firm my father’s grandfather had founded. Like my brother Beau, I was learning the business from the ground up so I could help run it one day.
“Ah, I’m terrible with math,” Sam confessed. “But great with my hands.”
He started to fold the robe a little further down my backside. I clutched at the fabric, a small gasp escaping me and making my cheeks heat with embarrassment. Making no comment, he skipped over the robe and down to the back of my knees. A hand on each calf, he started to knead the flesh.
It wasn’t so much that my tension went away -- it just sort of moved someplace else. Bits of it drew at my chest, making my breath come quicker. Other bits swam in my gut, the ripples so palpable it was if he already had started stroking me down there.
With Sam’s firm hands continuing to mold my muscles, I lost track of my own fingers. They slipped inside the robe’s pocket to brush against the hundred dollar bill I’d tucked inside after changing. My fingers were still acting of their own accord when they pulled the bill out and started to line old Benny boy up along the edge of my pillow.
Sam’s hands froze. “Put that away.”
If I had thought his voice sounded stern earlier, I now knew the difference. I reached for the bill, my hand shaking and fumbling in an attempt to pick it up. “I’m sorry…I…”
I was fast approaching a record level of mortification -- even for me. Clutching at my robe, I tried to sit up, handfuls of my overgenerous flesh escaping the fabric. I managed to get myself upright, my feet dangling and Sam’s big body blocking me from jumping down.
“I misunderstood -- I’ll leave -- please don’t call security.” The words came out faster than I’d ever spoken before. My eyes were wet, leaving me one blink away from crying. “It’s all a mistake.”
Sam plucked the hundred from my fingers, his gaze narrowing as he held it up. “You mistakenly folded a hundred dollar bill into a triangle with just Franklin’s face showing?”
“No,” I whispered. “Someone else folded it for me. Please, just let me go. You can keep the money for my troubling you.”
“Well, you have been bothering me since you stepped into my room.”
I felt a stinging pinch in my nose as I held back fresh tears. I hadn’t meant any of it as an insult. I looked at him, blinked once and felt the hot splash of tears on my cheeks. “You don’t have to be cruel. I said I was going.”
“Oh, you’re not going anywhere, Hollywood.” Sam tucked the hundred back into the robe’s pocket. Then he steered me until my back was against the table’s cushion, my stomach and tits up. “Neither are you paying for what I’m about to do to you.”
“What you’re about--”
He stopped the question with his lips against mine. Like his hands, they exerted the perfect amount of pressure, pushing and spreading at the same time until my mouth opened. His tongue slid in, curling to hook against my top lip and tug. He pushed the robe’s lapels apart, the fabric slipping like water through my fingertips.
Still kissing me, Sam palmed my bare breast. The contact instantly evoked a shuddering moan from me. His tongue probed deeper, exploring along the inside of my top lip before licking the bottom one.
Oh, Jesus. I’d never been kissed before, not in any way that counted, most certainly not like this or by a man like Sam. Another moan shook loose from me. His thumb and two fingers zeroed in on my swollen nipple, rolling the sensitive tip back and forth while he sucked at the corner of my mouth.
I didn’t need any prior experience to know he was an insanely good kisser. No, he was a great kisser. He mixed just the right amount of force with a little nip or lick, leaving no question who was in charge of the kiss. I pressed my palms against his shoulder, too timid to clutch at him no matter how much I wanted to.
“This is what you came for, right?” His voice had mellowed to rough silk. His lips brushed along my jaw line before returning for another kiss.
“I’m n-not sure,” I confessed. There had been no mention of kissing, or that Sam would touch my breasts or anywhere other than down there.
“You want me to continue.”
No questioning lilt marked the end of his sentence. He was telling me I wanted him to continue. He was right. I couldn’t bring myself to admit it -- not with words. Slowly I nodded, the motion precise so that there would be no mistake between the vertical lift of yes and the horizontal slide of no.
A smile played along one side of his face. The hand teasing my breast moved lower. His fingertips slid beneath my panties. The fabric was a light satin pink trimmed with lace. I had purchased them and a matching bra the night before.
The pads of his fingers gently raked the soft blonde fur covering my sex. He sucked at my earlobe, whispering and taking small bites that made me moan. His fingers started a light dance against the seam of my swollen folds. I squirmed, wanting to lift my hips but without the boldness to do so.
His hand dipped down, discovering me wet, my thighs clenching. Hooking a finger, he trailed it back up, separating my lower lips to find the hard pearl they concealed.
“Such a thick, swollen clit, Hollywood.” Sam nuzzled my neck. “Is it sensitive?”
“Oh, yes.” Most definitely. I swore I could feel the ridges of his thumbprint as he moved down to stroke the length of that hard line of flesh. A thrust escaped my control and I closed my eyes in shame.
“Shhhh…Amber.” His fingers moved back down, reaching my hole and tracing its edge. The muscles contracted at his touch. “Very reactive pussy. Is that word familiar to you?”
“N-not really.” Another swirling, tracing sweep of his fingers around the throbbing tissue brought my knees jerking up, my thighs spreading ever so slightly.
“Does it offend you?”
I shook my head. The word didn’t sound bad the way his mouth shaped it. Naughty, yes. Very, very naughty, but not the least bit offensive.
“Good. It’s a hot, sweet pussy. I’ll make it purr.”
My eyes rolled up, lashes fluttering. He might not be able to hear it, but I was purring already. Moisture leaked from me, wetting the smooth strip of skin that ran down to my other hole. Contractions squeezed at both openings, the intervals between each pulse growing shorter and shorter.
His thumb rubbing at my clit, Sam pressed two fingers against the opening to my pussy. Sensing his intention, I tensed and gave out a little cry.
He couldn’t know.
Neither could I warn him.
“Amber, unless you tell me…” His throat caught at the words. He swallowed hard, the first sign of uncertainty since I’d met him. “Unless you tell me you’re a virgin, I’m going to stroke inside you.”
My hands had never left his shoulders. I fisted the fabric of his shirt. I was afraid to have him enter me, to lose my virginity in a therapy room with a near stranger. But I was more afraid that he’d stop cold and send me packing if I admitted I had never been with a man.
“Baby, answer me before I go too far.”
I closed my eyes and bit at my bottom lip. I was still breathing through my nose, but fast and very deep, my chest rising and falling faster than the beats of my heart. I had to trust he would go only so far as was right.
I heard a soft growl and then his lips swept down, landing for a second on my collarbone before his mouth took possession of my nipple. His hand swiveled between my legs so that the heel of his palm pressed against my opening while his center three fingers moonwalked up and down my clit.
He pulled the nipple taut, hooking and holding my gaze when I finally opened my eyes to watch him. He was so damn beautiful. The green of his irises had darkened to a deep forest, while the thick dark brows and lashes made the remaining pale green embers smolder.
Releasing the nipple with a wet pop, his mouth traveled lower, following the contours of my stomach and hip as he moved around the table. He peeled my wet panties off, pocketing them with a devilish smile before his hands and thick forearms slid under my bottom and dragged me to the edge of the table.
He wasn’t…really, not…
Those green eyes flashed and I realized he really was going to do it -- he was going to kiss me down there, to part my folds with his tongue the same way he had with his fingers. He was going to lick and suck and--
Oh, sweet heaven! His mouth made contact. My back instantly arched, pushing my breasts high, their tips hard and aching from the absence of his lips. Long strokes started with the tip of his tongue teasing the entrance to my pussy and ended at the top split of my labia. Just when I thought my bones were going to crawl out of my skin, his lips settled on the most sensitive part of my sex -- that hard little nodule tucked within the hood of my clit. He worked its edges, circling, attacking.
Unable to stop myself, I grabbed two fistfuls of his luxurious dark hair. He wouldn’t let me hold him where I wanted -- desperately needed -- him to be. He pulled my hands from his hair, his mouth abandoning the throbbing focus of my entire being to kiss my fingertips.
“You’re having dinner with me, tonight.”
Dinner? He had stopped to ask me out -- really? Didn’t he know how close I was or that I had never…
“Tonight, Amber.” He blew a cold line of air against that small kernel of need.
“Yes, yes…tonight…please…” My hips gave an impatient roll. My hands flexed and twitched inside his like a spider on angel dust. “Just…finish, Samuel…please.”
Slow to restart, he seemed intent on driving me crazy all over again, pushing me back from the abyss of my first ever climax just so he could teasingly reel me in once more. The side of his puckered mouth brushed the inner flesh of one plump lip as he continued to blow cold air on my achy little clit. He repeated the motion, this time along the other thick, swollen lip of my pussy. His mouth hovered, the cold air replaced by warm and humid breath.
“Such a sweet tasting pussy.” His words whispered against my skin, made me whimper with my need. “Are you going to let me eat it again?”
“Oh, yes.” My eyelids fluttered. As far as I was concerned, we could spend eternity in that room. The contractions that had gripped my pussy spread their way along my clit. I could feel the skin pulling taut, imagined it dancing upwards before the contraction ended.
Sam watched the motion repeat, kissing the center each time the muscle relaxed. The interval between kisses lengthened. The kisses became shorter -- the contractions stacking hard and nearly unrelenting. His tongue rejoined the dance, made fast little flicks against that dangle of flesh. The pads of his thumbs teased my opening, threatening but never venturing inside.
I had lost all track of the music, but I caught the thread of the woman’s voice, the rumbling melody reaching its crescendo. I lifted my hips, pushing, grinding, gasping…
“Oh!” My hips jerked. My mouth opened in another gaping oh and then my expression froze. I was coming, my climax rolling through me like a freight train across an open field. No x-ray would show it, but my bones fractured, splintering into a million pieces if only for a few exquisite moments.
My lower body twitching with the aftershocks of my release, Sam eased me back onto the table. He stepped around to my side, one hand quickly reclaiming possession of my pussy while the other cleared the wild fall of curls from my face. Gripping my forehead and my pussy, he bent down and kissed me. My juices were still on his lips and tongue, the scent and flavor mingling with his.
“Address on your sheet the right one?” His gaze studied me as if wary of a lie.
I nodded. I’d been too naïve to think of listing a false address.
“Good, I’ll pick you up at six-thirty.” He paused as a fresh smile surfaced across his handsome face. “It would make me very happy if you wore a skirt or dress. Will you do that?”
********************
Sam didn’t give me my panties back. I sort of asked him, but his mischievous grin told me I would have to do more than sort of ask for their return. I wasn’t sure how I felt about him keeping them as a trophy. That was half the problem -- were they a trophy or a memento? When I considered them as a memento, my heart started skipping happily and a silly grin occupied half my face. But I didn’t want him to be the kind of man who took trophies.
I decided to ignore the question and buy new panties because, damn it, Bree had been one-hundred-percent correct when she joked about my granny panties. Every last pair was one of three colors: white, black or beige. They were all cotton and all plus size. Yep, I’m a real wild child.
Browsing the lingerie section, I had no idea what Sam had in mind for the night, knew even less what I wanted him to have in mind. Still, I figured I couldn’t go wrong with silky ice blue panties and a matching bustier that would make my mother faint if she ever laid eyes on it.
Sam didn’t mention where we were going for dinner. Whether it was fancy or casual didn’t really matter when it came to my closet. The few dresses and skirts it held were either for church or work. So I stopped at the dress shop on my way home. Normally I keep my arms covered up, but I picked a sleeveless dress with a draped criss-crossing bodice and belted waist. Top and bottom, the free flowing fabric was draped. A deep turquoise, the dress had a full, circle skirt that fell a few inches past my knees to preserve my modesty while showing off a little bit of leg. Surprising, I know, but I like my legs -- at least the parts below the knees. They look like they belong to a much thinner woman. I’m certain somewhere there is a really skinny girl pissed off because somehow she got my legs and I got hers.
Still smiling at the thought, I met Sam at my front door. I had finished my outfit with a white tatted shawl around my shoulders, pearl white pumps and a matching clutch. He had changed into a slim-fit, button-down, collared-shirt in a dark charcoal that had the thinnest of pinstripes. He wore the bottom out over dress slacks of the deepest gray. He presented a mouthwatering sight. Too mouthwatering, actually, for him to take me on a date or anything like it.
He caught me before I could retreat into my house. His hand curved around the back of my neck, the fingers pushing up into my curls as he pulled me toward him. He kissed the corner of my jaw, just a little below my ear. “Pure Hollywood.”
I pressed a palm against his chest and looked away. The gesture came close to the one I’d witnessed with Portia that afternoon. Only I truly am demure. My blush was real. It started somewhere above my knees and ended at the top of my cheeks.
Cupping my elbow, Sam led me to his car. It was a sedan, not much different than the decidedly family car Beau had complained about trading his Mustang in for once Melinda was six months pregnant and couldn’t slide into the sports car’s front seat like she used to.
Seeing the sedan, I realized I didn’t know anything about Sam other than where he worked. He was maybe six years older than me, judging by the laugh lines that were just starting to appear. He could be divorced.
Oh, double Dixie, I swore inside my head. He could be married! Worried, I turned to him as he opened the passenger side door.
“What’s wrong, Amber?” He squeezed my shoulder, his gaze growing concerned.
I looked at the sedan, worried I was about to insult him for the second time that day, but I had to know. “You’re single, right?”
Sam chuckled, his expression relaxing again. “I drive a truck, Hollywood. Single cab, bench seat, with a sticky manual transmission and a bad rear shock.”
Taking my hand, he maneuvered me into the seat, reached across me and fastened my safety belt. Cupping my face, he stared straight into my eyes. “This is my sister’s car. She’s got two rugrats.”
Embarrassed by not trusting him, I lowered my lashes. “I like trucks. My daddy drives one that sounds a lot like yours.”
His thumb brushed across my lower lip. “I’ll remember that for our second date.”
Stunned, I watched him circle the front of the car. Did he really want another date? Triple Dixie -- I’d never had a second date. Most guys decided halfway through the first that being seen in public with me wasn’t worth getting close to Brandon Rice.
Sam folded his long frame into the driver’s seat. Seeing my expression, he quirked a brow at me. “Am I being too optimistic, Hollywood?”
That made me smile and lower my lashes again. I couldn’t remember smiling on any of my other dates. Of course, those dates had all been orchestrated by someone else -- mother, Beau, Melinda…even Bree had arranged one of my dates. My father was the only one that didn’t try to fix me.
“Is that a yes or a no?” One eye on the rear view mirror the other on me, Sam backed out of the drive and onto the street.
“We’ll see.” I gave his shoulder a soft push.
Capturing my hand, he held it against the side of his thigh, his thumb lightly stroking the inside of my wrist. The sedan was new enough to have a bunch of controls on the steering wheel. He pressed one and the CD player started. I recognized the song immediately, even though I hadn’t heard of Etta James before that day.
“Are you being sentimental or just playing dirty?” I teased.
He gave me a quick side glance, his smile all bad boy beneath those dark brows and heavy lashes. “Can’t I be both?”
The possibility hadn’t occurred to me. I liked the idea. I liked it a lot, in fact. Turning coy for maybe the first time in my life, I smiled back at him. “I guess it depends where you come to a stop.”
His smoldering look hit me like a premonition. Or a memory -- it was the same hot gaze I’d seen when he pulled my nipple taut, the hint of teeth pressing at the swollen tip. His right brow had the same slight lift as when he’d looked up from between my parted thighs to tell me we were having dinner together.
Ten minutes later, Sam pulled into the parking area of a steakhouse on Lemmon at Wycliff and released his safety belt. “Nervous, Hollywood?”
I nodded a little too emphatically.
“I should try to put you at ease, I guess.” He rested his palm on my shoulder. His fingers moved in a lazy caress along the back of my neck. “Thing is, you’re so damn sexy when you’re nervous.”
Sam leaned into me, one side of his massive chest pressing against my arm.
“Your mouth quivers.”
He kissed my quivering mouth.
“Your cheeks flush.”
He brushed his lips across my burning cheeks.
“And these…” He ran a finger over the straining point of one nipple. “They get so hard I want to strip you naked so I can suck on them.”
“Dinner?” My squeaky plea didn’t stop his slow caress of my skin. And if he didn’t stop, I had the sinking feeling I’d wind up on the ten o’clock news in handcuffs for having sex in the back seat of his sister’s sedan.
“Damn, baby girl.” He stroked my knee through the fabric of my dress. “Your sexy factor just went up another notch.”
I snorted in my distress. “Yeah, I’m so sexy I’m about to pass out.”
He bit his lip, only marginally concealing his amusement. “We can’t have that.”
I shook my head, agreeing with him.
Throwing me a wink, he released my safety belt. “At least not yet.”
********************
Dinner was both delicious and pure torture. We had sautéed mushrooms as an appetizer. I had asparagus salad and broiled salmon for my meal. Sam had a whole damn cow. Well, almost. He had a twenty-two ounce Kansas City strip steak with the bone in. A little too red for my comfort zone, but the lights at the steakhouse were low enough I didn’t have to watch it bleed across his plate.
I wasn’t the only one using the dim lighting to my advantage. Ten minutes after being seated at a circular booth Sam had reserved, I realized why he had requested I wear a dress or skirt.
All the better to tease me with!
Sam could teach a master class in seduction. His hand kept taking discreet trips underneath my skirt. He never ventured higher than halfway up my thigh, but it was more than enough to have me panting and squirming, all the little muscles he was ignoring flexing in their desire to be noticed.
Trying to distract him, I traded questions about his family and ambiguously answered a few about my own. I didn’t dare ask him the question burning a hole in the tip of my tongue, but, by the time dessert rolled around, he broached the subject on his own.
Capturing my chin with a gentle pinch, he stared into my eyes. “You know I’ve only done that once before.”
I chewed at my bottom lip before responding. “You seemed much more experienced.”
I was only half teasing. Certainly I realized he wasn’t talking about the act he had performed, but the surroundings and situation. I just didn’t know if I could believe him.
Sam clarified with a rueful smile. “With a patient, Hollywood. And today is the only time I’ve been glad that woman didn't keep quiet.”
His gaze darkened and he released my chin to push the edge of a napkin around. “She was suicidal. Had cancer and a cheating husband divorcing her and trying to take everything.”
I nodded. That would have been Imogene Fudge and I had seen the miraculous transformation in the woman's disposition even if I didn't know Sam was its source. “Did you really turn Portia Philips down?”
Another rueful smile flickered across his face. “From the tips of her extensions all the way down to her thousand-dollar pedicure.”
He gave a small shudder as if he’d just thrown back the sheet on a corpse. “I’m surprise she told anyone.”
I returned to chewing at my lip. Portia was two years older than me. She’d been cast in Most Eligible Dallas, but the rumor was her daddy threatened to disinherit her if she went on the show. Before today, I hadn’t encountered a single male that wasn’t related to me who would turn Portia down. But Sam had and, even harder to figure out, acted like he was attracted to me.
He studied me, his brows pinching as he saw me shredding my lower lip. “You don’t believe me?”
“I want to, but I’ve been accused of being a little naïve.”
He gave a little nod, either accepting my reply or agreeing that I was foolishly trusting. He brushed a curl from my cheek, his fingers lingering to stroke my skin. “For the rest of the night, listen to that little voice telling you to trust me.”
“Oh, no.” I shook my head. “It’s the little voice saying not to…everything else…”
Feeling my cheeks start to glow, I snapped my mouth shut and cast my gaze to the side. In over my head already, I didn’t need to wear my heart on my sleeve.
Sam leaned in and nuzzled my ear. “Even better.”
Thirty seconds later, he snagged the waiter for the check. Two minutes after that, we were in the sedan and heading for my house.
The drive home offered a brief respite. The streets were bright and half the vehicles sharing the road were SUVs or full-sized trucks, their drivers and passengers able to peek down at us at will. His hand only rested on my covered thigh, chaste but for the occasional squeeze.
His display of propriety ended the second he parked beneath my carport and killed the engine. A quick flick of his hand and his seat belt was off. I had the feeling he didn’t intend to just walk me to my door.
His palm against my cheek, Sam kissed me. He took his time, teasing the corner of my mouth. He coaxed my lips into parting with a slow slide of his tongue across their seam. His hand moved down my throat, the fingers dipping into the bodice of my dress and tracing the edge of my bustier.
“Invite me in, Amber.”
I answered with a whimper.
His lips found my throat. He sucked at the hollow harboring my pulse then licked a short line up to the lobe of my ear. “You can be more decisive than that, baby.”
Decisive was other people’s forte, not mine. My parents, Beau, Melinda…
His hand delved deeper into my bodice, parting the fabric of my bustier from my skin. Finding the nipple, he gave it a soft pinch as he bit lightly at my jaw. “Invite me in.”
“Would you like some tea?” My lips kept quivering even after I finished the query. My hips had started to move, my round bottom shifting against the seat cushion. Muscles pulled tighter, squeezing my labia together as his mouth moved back down my neck.
“Tea?” Amusement rippled through his voice.
“I don’t have any coffee…we could go get--”
“No,” he laughed and released my seat belt. “I can work with tea.”
Sam came around and opened my door for me, holding my hand for balance as I stepped from the car. He helped me open my front door, too, when my hands proved too shaky to thread the key into the lock.
I have a simple little house, mostly paid for. No garage, just a carport. A single bathroom and two bedrooms, one of which serves as my home office. The kitchen and living room are divided by a breakfast bar and overhead cabinet instead of a wall. No one walking inside would think I come from money. Same goes for Beau’s house. Our father doesn’t tolerate any slackers. We draw regular salaries, same as anyone else doing our job at the company, and most of our shares are held in trust until the day we take more senior positions.
Since there was no grand tour to give, I headed into the kitchen and started filling the kettle. I couldn’t stop my hands from trembling and the water splashed against the side of the sink. Sam came up behind me, put one arm around my waist and took the kettle away.
“Baby, I don’t think you’re safe in the kitchen right now.” He nuzzled my neck and then twirled me until I was pointed in the direction of the breakfast counter. “You park that sweet bottom on one of those stools and let me do this.”
Blushing madly, I obeyed. I directed him to the cupboard where the tea was at, then the one that held my grandmother’s serving set. In between his preparations, he watched me. Not quite a leer, his gaze was suggestive. Sexually Machiavellian if there is such a thing. He had me squirming in under a minute the way he used his eyes to caress my breasts, hips and legs.
“I’m starting to think you’re incorrigible, Samuel Pepin.”
“I can’t help it if I love looking at you, Hollywood.” His cheeks actually turned pink beneath his tan at the admission. “Makes me hungry watching your nipples pucker and that sweet, round ass wiggle as you wonder just what I’m going to do to you.”
I looked away, a shiver running through my body. I had been wondering if his hands would soon follow the path his eyes were taking, just how far he wanted to take things tonight and how far I would let him go.
Was it wrong to let him go all the way? Too soon? Would I ever see him again if I let him take my virginity tonight? Would I see him if I didn't?
Feeling his hand on my hip, I gave a little jump. I hadn’t sensed him crossing the room.
He turned my face so I was looking at him. “I’m not sure I like what you’re thinking, Hollywood.”
I stared down at the sliver of space between us. “What am I thinking?”
“Big questions is my guess.” He wrapped one of my naturally tight curls around the tip of his index finger. “Serious questions. You want to ask them out loud?”
I immediately shook my head. He didn’t need a front row view of my insecurities.
“Mmmm…Let’s start with the simple questions, then.” He arranged the curl he had toyed with behind my ear. His lips touched my cheek. “Do you want me to touch you?”
That was an easy yes, my reaction so prompt I felt his mouth spread in a smile against my skin. “Good, because--”
The kettle started whistling, drawing him away from me. I started to rise and follow him, but he gestured for me to go into the front room. I sat down on the couch, my legs tucked to the side. The skirt of my dress fell above my knee from the position. I went to adjust it and stopped.
Sam had already seen a lot more than my knee and it was just the two of us. I brought my knees a little higher up on the cushion and let the fabric of the skirt drape behind the back of my lower thigh. I studied the effect for a second then looked toward the kitchen area to see Sam lift the serving tray.
With his long, muscled legs, it didn’t take him very long to reach me. He placed the tray on the table. Lifting the lid from the sugar server, he raised a questioning eyebrow.
“Three cubes,” I answered.
He lowered three cubes into the cup and slowly stirred the tea, his gaze once again freely roaming my body. He landed, at last, on my exposed knee and a smile crept up the right side of his face. I immediately moved to lower the hem.
“No you don’t, Hollywood.” Placing the spoon on the tray, he brushed the hem of my dress a little higher up my thigh. Returning to my tea, he lifted the small cream jug.
“Just a tip,” I whispered, my throat suddenly dry.
He poured the cream in, gave the tea another stir then started to hand the cup to me. I reached for it, but he pulled back.
Sam looked at the shake still infecting my hands. “Can you promise me you’re not going to burn yourself?”
Closing my eyes, I tried to calm my nerves. It was ridiculous the way I was shaking. A trembling virgin -- so very cliché, but absolutely true. I opened my eyes again, touched by the genuine concern that shaped his face.
“I can’t promise.”
Putting the cup back on the tray, he nodded. “We’ll have tea later. Right now, it’s time for cream and cake.”
“Cake?” I wrinkled my brow at him. I was pretty sure I didn't have any in the house. 
Another nod as he advanced on me. “Yes, baby. I love cake.”
His hands curled around my shoulders and exerted a gentle pressure, pushing me into the side pillows. When I was on my back, his hand wrapped around the calf of my inside leg and lifted it onto the couch as he slid onto his knees.
Pinching the hem of my dress, he slowly peeled it up the length of my thighs. “And, boy, do I love cream. Your cream, Amber.”
“I…we…uhm…” I tried to scoot up the couch, away from his fast descending lips.
“Remember, baby, simple stuff first.” His hands gripped my hips, stopping my retreat. “You want me to touch you.”
Yes, yes, yes! I took a shuddering breath in. I wanted him to do what he’d done at the wellness center. I wanted him in me, too. I wanted him to hold me, take me. I wanted to hear the rough whisper of his voice as he came with me.
“I do.” I agreed.
His eyes closed, his expression serene as he brushed a bristly cheek against the inside of my thigh. When he looked back up, I felt the heat of his gaze searing me. He palmed my mound, gave it a few rhythmic squeezes and then he thumbed the gusset of my panties to the side.
I knew I already was very wet. My juices had been flowing most of the evening. All it took was the briefest caress or contemplative look from Sam and I got all moist.
Sam stood and reached his hands out to me. “Baby, I want you in your bed.”
Holding his hands for support, I rose. My legs were trembling now, the heels suddenly dangerous. He wrapped his arm around my waist, steadying me. It took a full minute to get down my short hall. He pushed me up against the wall at one point, his hands covering my breasts. He mashed them, mauled them, his mouth possessing mine as the hard line of his erection pressed against my stomach.
Still in the hall, he stripped my dress from me. Sinking to his knees again, he pulled the waist band of the panties down to the top of my thigh. He nosed the fur covering my sex and then his tongue pushed through the silky strands to run a line up my clit. He pulled the panties down slowly, a lick for each inch he lowered them. My hips took up a slow grind.
Sam had me step out of the panties and then part my legs. He spread my labia, his teeth grazing my clit before he stood up and led me the rest of the way into my bedroom with only the heels and bustier on me.
Pushing open the door, I groaned internally. The room was clearly no man’s land. I had the same canopied double bed I’d slept in as a little girl, moved and re-installed in my home by my brother and dad. A duvet my mother and I made together of white eyelet with pastel colored ribbons threaded through it covered the mattress. Lace fringed pillows rested against a headboard of pale tulipwood. More lace wrapped around the four posts that held the canopy up.
I lived in a Disney kind of bedroom -- guilty as charged.
“Sorry,” I whispered.
Maneuvering me toward the bed, he gave a soft chuckle. “Don’t be, baby.”
He placed me on my back, center of the mattress. He raised my hands above my head, crossing my arms at the wrists. “Close your eyes, Hollywood. And keep them closed.”
Aching for the site of him undressed, I shut my eyes reluctantly. I heard him moving around, heard the crisp fabric of his shirt as he stripped it away and the rustle of his dress slacks as he stepped from them. He returned to the bed, pulled my right leg toward the right edge of the mattress. Climbing onto the mattress, he pushed my other leg to the opposite edge.
His hands slipped beneath my bottom and pulled me about a foot down the mattress. My pumps still on, he lifted my legs again, hooking the heels on the top edge of the footboard.
Eyes shut, legs spread, my pelvis tilted up, I felt completely exposed but not the least bit vulnerable.
Sam decided to tease me to the point of near madness. His fingertips traced the inside of my legs from my ankles up to the split of my thighs and back down again. Then he stroked the line of my pussy before kneading its plump lips.
“Baby, you’re all wet.” He tugged at the lips, stretched them to let his thumbs massage the edges of my tight hole. “Bright pink and swollen.”
“You know at the center, your legs spread, I could see you were untouched.” He swirled the tip of his finger in my juices. I felt the whisper of the finger’s pad inside me. “What drove you to make an appointment with Slow Hand Sam?”
My lips pulled back in a grimace. I felt guilty for even having heard him called that, worse yet for contributing to the rumors he had to live with at work. I grimaced, too, because I felt like a freak. What twenty-six year old woman couldn’t orgasm on her own?
“I had never reached climax,” I confessed. “I tried, on my own…you know? But nothing.”
“I’ll help you learn to enjoy your own body, Amber.” He sealed the promise with a kiss against the inside of my left knee. “But first I want to make you come for me. And I want to come with you -- in you.”
“I want that, too.” I moaned in agreement. An unrelenting tension already possessed me, one that only Sam could erase. My bottom shifted against the mattress, sliding a little left, then to the right. “Can I open my eyes?”
“Not yet, baby.” His hair brushed my thigh as he lowered his mouth and covered my sex. He sucked at my clit, tugging and slurping at it like he hadn’t had a bite to eat in a week.
At the first lift of my hips, he broke contact, shushing and soothing me with his voice until I lowered my bottom back to the mattress. His big body must have been curled in a tight ball, as close as he was to the footboard, but he brought his mouth even with my throbbing circle of need. His tongue traced its edges and then I felt it flick inside me soft as the flutter of a butterfly’s wings as he tested my sensitivity.
Shuddering with need, I wrapped my hand around my opposite wrist to keep from reaching down and touching him. I was impatient, wanting to see him, wanting to come again, wanting to come with him.
Sam stopped and blew cold air against my hole. “Soon enough, baby. It's only your first time once and I want you drowning in pleasure when I enter you.”
He lipped the spine of my clit, gnawed lightly at its tip before sucking it into his mouth. With the pads of his thumbs, he smeared my juices down to that other hole, teasing its opening as his mouth worked the length of my clit.
The tension in my thighs set my lower body to vibrating as I urgently whispered his name. I could feel the swollen flesh of my labia pull up as the muscles deep inside me started to contract. “Sam…oh…”
He eased back, letting my bottom grind against the mattress as his palms caressed my thighs. Only when I quieted again, the threat of my release retreating, did he return to teasing my pussy. More little licks inside me, his tongue sweeping top to bottom. One hand rubbed along the spine of my sex, the pressure of his touch firm and full of promise.
He had me panting, my breasts rising and falling quickly as I fought to get enough air. Reaching up, he found the top edge of my bustier and tugged it down, freeing my breasts so he could pinch and pull at the nipples. Every inch of my body ached with the need to come.
Just when I thought the torture would go on forever, his mouth closed over my clit once more. His suckling alternated between fierce and gentle until it eased to a slow grind that had my hips dancing in circles. My stomach clenched and then every muscle I had squeezed tight. I bucked against him, my mound jerking violent as my climax whipped through my body. I cried out as another wave of released roared through me. My skin felt electric, almost painful but completely alive.
“Now, Sam.” I begged, my voice soft but demanding. “Take me, now. I want you in me. I want to touch you.”
He rose up, ordering me to open my eyes.
Greedy for the sight of him, I obeyed immediately.
Just as quickly, I realized he was right to have me keep my eyes shut. Undressed, he was too glorious to look at and not feel self-conscious -- at least when my mind wasn’t clouded with an overdose of pleasure like it was right then. He was also frighteningly large down there, his manhood a darker hued rod almost as big around as my wrist.
Patting along the mattress, he found a small square wrapper and tore it open. He removed a limp disc from it and rolled it down his shaft, the condom only long enough to cover about two-thirds of his length.
“Are you ready for my cock, baby?”
The question of whether any woman was ever ready for something so large inside her flitted through my head but I quickly brushed it aside. I might not have been ready, but I was more than ready to try. I nodded, my hands reaching forward, eager to touch his body.
Supporting his weight on one arm, Sam leaned over me. He unhooked the bustier and tossed it to the side. Then his free hand snaked between our bodies, his fingers stroking my sex until he brought me back to a fevered pitch. Pushing on his cock, he wedged the head against my opening.
Arching his back, he gazed down between us, watching as he slowly pushed against the tight circle of muscles. Nervous, I pushed back.
He chuckled. “That’s not going to work, baby. Try to relax.”
Settling onto his knees, he unhooked my heels from the footboard and slid them off my feet. His palms against the back of my thighs, he pushed my legs up and wider apart. He lifted his ass a little higher, tilting his pelvis so that the fat head of his shaft pointed slightly down.
I felt the muscles stretching, my clit still jerking from my climax. He eased back then pushed again, stretching me a little more. I bit down on a moan, afraid Sam would think he was hurting me.
He looked at my face, his emerald gaze on fire. “Baby, you’re so tight.”
Unable to hold it back, I released the moan. The sound undid him, he gave another push, harder than the first, and penetrated me completely. A short cry of surprise escaped me, but I quickly begged him not to stop.
Letting go of my legs, he draped his torso over mine. Propped on one elbow, he stroked my cheek, his sharp gaze studying my face for any sign of distress. Only once he was certain I was okay did he start moving inside me again. I could feel the head of his shaft, so big and unyielding, push even deeper. He took a backward stroke followed by a full forward thrust, the heavy head battering the soft tissues that held it. A lift of his ass had the head retreating, dragging heavily inside me. It hit a sweet spot and I gave a little whimper.
“Right there, baby?”
I nodded, too stunned with pleasure to speak. Sam started to rock his hips left to right, hitting the spot over and over. With a little grunt, I pulled my knees closer to my torso, the sides of my calves pressing against his hips, the back of my heels resting on his muscled ass.
Wrapping my arms around his neck, I pulled his mouth to mine, uncharacteristically assertive. I needed to kiss him, needed his tongue to penetrate my mouth with the same raw precision of his cock moving inside me.
Sam took control of the kiss, nibbling around the edges of my mouth, breaking the pattern with little curling licks along the inside of my upper lip. I squeezed at him, the walls of my pussy swelling around his thick cock, ripples of my need rolling along his shaft.
“Amber.” My name roughly slid past his lips and then his mouth fastened on my throat. A few bruising kisses later, he forced his hand between the mattress and my bottom, molding my body against his as he started to take deeper thrusts. “So close, baby.”
I was right there with him, moaning, thrusting, my plump mound and soft belly mashing against his hard angles, my pussy taking his width and length and knotting with the fierce strength of my onrushing climax. Sam pulled back, too big to pop free of my narrow opening, and then he thrust all the way in, his balls slapping against my bottom. Pulling, thrusting, the head feeling like it hit bone each time he sank all the way in.
“Come for me, baby. I want to feel that tight pussy sucking at my dick as I unload inside you.”
His dirty words drove me over the edge, my hips seizing for a heartbeat before jerking in release. Still he pounded into me, my tissues swelling to hold him even tighter. I groaned, the apex of my climax nowhere in sight. I trembled in his arms, all control over my body fleeing. I knew then I was his, couldn’t imagine the day I might belong to another.
Above me, Sam froze, his body rigid but for the hard twitch of his cock as he came. My muscles kept twisting, knotting, sucking like he said they would until a hot sizzle of electricity sparked through me and I collapsed onto the mattress.
Sam took a few lazy strokes inside me, wringing another whimper from my lips, and then he rolled onto his side and dragged me with him until we were chest-to-chest.
His hand landed on my bottom and gave it a rough squeeze. “You know what this means, love?”
Love? He called me love! I tried to hide my elation with a casual murmur of “what?”
“I’m going to have to talk to your daddy.”
“My father?” I swallowed nervously. How would Sam react when he realized Brandon Rice was my dad?
“I know it’s ass backwards, all things considered,” he answered, his fingers stroking absently at my bottom. “But I can’t properly court you until he and I have talked it out.”
Court me? I buried my face against his shoulder to hide my grin. “What if he says no?”
“Oh, hell.” He chuckled and gave my bottom a light smack. “Tradition only goes so far, baby girl. I’ll court you even if he says I can’t. You mind?”
Snuggling closer to him, I shook my head. “No, I don’t mind. I don’t mind at all.”
 


Curve Patrol


I exited the bathroom still wet from a long soak in the tub. With my terry robe wrapped tightly around me, I stalked toward the kitchen on the hunt for a giant mug of hot chocolate. A triple latte espresso would have been better, but it was nine at night and I'd had a long week working on a deadline cover illustration. I just wanted to put the finishing touches on the piece and call it a day. 
Pretty pathetic for a twenty-six year old on a Saturday, but I am what I am. 
My plan was obliterated the second I stepped into the living room. The red and blue flash of police lights bounced against my closed curtains as a heavy, authoritative knock landed on the front door. I hurried over, pressed my eye to the peephole and saw Noah Lodge, my brother's best friend and a city cop. 
Noah at my front door was nothing new. He lived three houses down on the opposite side of the street. With my brother Mike in Afghanistan, Noah was in charge of keeping an over-protective eye on me. That didn't explain why he was on the other side of my door so late in the evening, in his city police uniform with his lights flashing in the drive. 
He didn't patrol this neighborhood -- the city didn't allow it. I ripped the door open, my head suddenly filled with the idea that Mike had listed Noah as his emergency contact so someone he trusted could gently break any bad news to me. 
"What's wrong?" Tears were already filling my eyes. I didn't know what I'd do if I lost Mike. He was the only real family I had left. 
Noah's hands came up, landed on my shoulders and gave a soft squeeze. "Nothing to panic about." 
I didn't believe him. There was a slight tremor running through his voice and he gave my shoulders another squeeze that was harder than the first. "Is it Mike?" 
"God, no, baby girl." He shook his head and rubbed at my arm. "I'm sorry, I didn't think you--" 
"No one's hurt?" Now that I knew Mike was okay, I was even more confused. Something looked very wrong with Noah. His pupils were larger than normal and his skin was flushed, like he was in fight mode or something. 
He frowned. "No one's hurt -- yet." 
"Then why the hell are you standing at my front door with your lights flashing in my drive?" I tightened the robe around me, suddenly envisioning every last one of my neighbors peeking from behind their curtains. Most of them I didn't know -- wouldn't even recognize them in the local grocery store. Only a few people -- like Noah -- had grown up on the block. 
His cheeks, already flushed, grew a little pinker. "Sorry, baby, give me a second." 
Noah trotted back to his patrol car. He leaned across the front seat to turn the lights off, giving me a clear shot of his magnificent ass in the process. I quickly looked away before I had my own reason for blushing. It didn't matter that I've known Noah since before I could walk, or that I'd seen him go through dozens upon dozens of girls in his twenty-eight years, he still made all my parts tingle whenever I was around him. 
Cinching the robe tighter, I retreated further into my living room as he walked back to the house. 
Noah stepped inside and shut the door. "The Donovans reported seeing someone peeking in one of your windows." 
He pointed toward the east side of the house. The kitchen and my bedroom were on that side. The neighbors were relatively new, having moved in three, maybe four, months ago. I hadn't talked to them yet, didn't even know their names -- first or last -- but I nodded like I did. "The new couple next door." 
"If by new you mean eight months." He laughed and gave me an eye roll, my heart fluttering right along with the thick brown lashes that fringed his green-gray irises. "You need to get out of the house more, baby." 
In danger of getting lost in the perfection of his face, I blinked and turned away. I forcibly reminded myself that Noah was not only my brother's best friend, but also a man who went through women like a drunk goes through a six pack of beer on a Friday night. 
Fast and frequently two at a time. 
Before I could reach the kitchen, I stopped and looked back. "That still doesn't explain why you're here. This isn't your patrol area." 
Another blush heated his cheeks, but he answered with a casual lift of his shoulders. "Don't worry, Pattycake, I cleared it with the patrol supervisor first." 
I stopped short of growling at him and pushed the swinging door to the kitchen open. Baby, baby girl, Pattycake. I was going to take his nightstick and beat him upside the head if he didn't stop using those names. He might be two years older than me, but that didn't make me less than an adult. And diminutive names like baby don't suit me. I have at least twenty pounds on him, even if not an ounce of it is the hard muscled heaven he walks around in. 
He caught the door on its back swing and followed me in. Stepping over to the sink, he hip bumped me out of the way so he could check the lock on the window. "Make me a coffee, baby." 
"I'm going to take that stick of yours--" 
Laughing, he bumped me again. "Please, Miss Harper, would you be so kind as to make me a cup of coffee while I check the rest of your windows?" 
I pressed my lips together and stomped over to the espresso maker. I might as well make him one, and then make one for me. There was no way in hell I would fall asleep any time soon, not with Noah having twice rubbed against me. My nipples had hardened to steel pebbles, aching as they brushed against the inside of the robe. My labia slid together with every shift of my hips and thigh flex, the sensation like thick fingers stroking the swollen flesh of my clit. 
I would have to pull one of my toys out as soon as he was gone and take care of myself or I wouldn't get a single brush stroke finished on the cover tonight. 
Noah stepped behind me, put a hand on my shoulder and planted a brotherly kiss on my cheek. "Don't pout, Pattycake. It curdles the milk." 
Growling, I reached for a dish towel to swat him with but he was gone, his chuckle echoing in my ears as the door swung shut behind him. 
Damn it, Noah! Damn it, damn it, damn it. 
I blew a frustrated puff of hot air just as the espresso machine started to steam and chug. I didn't need Noah in the house watching over me, not when I couldn't control my feelings for him. To him, I was his pseudo-baby sister and childhood friend. I, on the other hand, wanted to handcuff him to my bed and ride him until the sun came up. 
Every damn night. 
Yeah, I had it bad. 
Finished making the espresso, I put the milk up, dried my hands and headed into the living room with the mugs. Noah wasn't there, so I headed down the hall, my heart freezing in my chest at the site of my studio door half open. 
The room had changed since he'd last been inside. I'd hung a six-by-six mirror so I could sketch myself -- nude as often as not. 
My heart resumed, its pace accelerating to push blood out to the capillaries. A hot flush spread across my skin as I tried to remember whether I'd put my sketchbook up, or at least closed it. There was no chance Noah would ever see me naked in the flesh -- not with the willow thin girls he chased after -- and I didn't need yet another reason to feel awkward around him. 
"I'm in here, baby girl." 
I jumped, hot milk foam splashing against my arm. He'd been standing in my bedroom, less than a foot from me, and I hadn't realized it -- I'd been staring at the studio door so damn hard. 
"Careful, baby, you'll burn yourself." He took the mug from me, his other hand circling my wrist. 
Raising my arm, he dipped his head to the milk spotting my skin. Feeling his lips and the whisper of his tongue, I took a ragged breath in. 
Shit, fuck, holy mother fucking fuck. Why did he have to pull crap like this? I wasn't a little girl, I didn't need my boo-boos kissed and, no matter how he acted otherwise, he wasn't my big brother. 
I jerked my arm to my side. "Are you almost done?" 
Watching me over the rim of his mug, he pursed his lips and took his first sip of espresso. "Just need to check your bedroom window and search the perimeter." 
He turned away and I sagged in relief against my bedroom wall. He either hadn't checked the studio window or my sketchbook was at least closed. I hoped. He might not rib me about the self-portraits -- he could play the discreet gentleman when he wanted to. Which meant I had absolutely no way of knowing whether he'd seen the sketches and it would be months before I stopped fretting over it. 
"Shit." The word popped out and I felt my cheeks grow hot all over again. 
"You talking about the quality of your window locks? Because that would pretty much cover it." He turned, something like anger sparking in his eyes. "These are from the seventies, at least. Mike should have replaced them before he shipped out." 
He swiped at his jaw and I knew then it wasn't Mike he was angry with. "I should have checked them earlier." 
Relaxing, I smiled at him and tried to laugh it off. "Don't beat yourself up over it. If the neighborhood has a Peeping Tom, my bedroom window is the last one he's going to look in." 
Noah's gaze narrowed. "Don't be stupid, Pattycake..." 
I felt my temper flaring. He put both hands up, his face softening just the tiniest bit. He crossed the room until he was standing next to me. 
His hand darted out to tuck a strand of still wet hair behind my ear. "Don't get your back up, either, baby girl. These guys start out peeking in windows and stealing panties and then they...graduate." 
His voice broke at the last word. He closed his eyes, bending his neck until our foreheads touched. "He damn well will come back. Those locks are getting fixed tomorrow and you're getting a security system installed." 
I started to protest but he shook his head. "Shut it, Patricia. Don't make me get hold of Mike and make him worry." 
He knew the threat would shut me up pretty quickly. Mike's unit ran patrols from a forward operating base and he had to keep focused twenty-four-seven. I didn't want him thinking about me when he should be paying attention to some shadow on a hill or an odd rise on a dirt road. 
But all Noah had was a report of suspicious activity from the Donovans -- for all I knew they were slamming back martinis after dinner and couldn't tell the difference between a prowler and the shadow of a passing cloud. 
"Look, you don't even know someone has been looking in my window." 
He took a step back, breaking contact. His hand went to his utility belt and I heard the click of his flashlight. "That's next on my list, baby girl." 
******************** 
Any thought I'd held of grabbing one of my toys and getting down to business as soon as Noah left evaporated when he returned from his perimeter check to report a size fourteen sneaker print outside my bedroom window and chipped wood around the back door's lock. He left with a stern order to keep the windows and doors shut and locked, the curtains pulled tight and the lights on. 
He also said he'd come back after his shift ended in a few hours. 
I thought that meant another quick perimeter check. I didn't expect him to return with a small bag slung over his shoulder like he was ready for a sleep over. 
"I'm beat, baby girl." Stepping inside, he gave me a quick kiss on the forehead before he turned back to the door and locked it. Heading down the hall, he grinned at me over his shoulder. "When are you coming to bed?" 
I'm pretty sure my eyebrows shot up to my hair line. The house was a single ranch, originally with three bedrooms and a den. My bedroom had belonged to my parents. After they had died a year apart, Mike and I knocked the wall out between the den and the smallest bedroom to make my studio. The other bedroom had been Mike's before he joined the Army and was now stacked with boxes full of everything he owned before he shipped out. 
I gestured uncertainly at the sofa. "What do you mean, coming to bed?" 
"I'm not sleeping on that pile of lumps, Pattycake -- neither are you. It's older than either of us." Smiling softly, he closed his eyes for a second and shook his head. "And I wouldn't get a wink of sleep a whole room away from you, anyway." 
He came back into the living room, just far enough to turn the light off before gesturing for me to come with him as he headed toward my bedroom. "Come on, baby. I promise not to snore -- too much." 
Following after him, I felt my shoulders slump. I was finally getting my fantasy -- sort of. Noah Lodge would be in my bed tonight, but only because there was some pervert prowling the neighborhood and the sofa was too lumpy. It didn't matter if he did snore -- having him that close to me was going to keep me awake all night long. 
I stepped into my room just as he stripped his pants off. The lamp next to the bed was on, spotlighting his lower body in the otherwise dark room. He wore a pair of long briefs beneath the pants, the kind runners wear. The material hugged his ass, molding itself to the muscles, the dimples of his butt cheeks visible with each flex as he moved. 
"You seriously wear something that tight to bed?" My robe was still on, but I had slipped into a camisole top and some boy shorts earlier -- never thinking Noah was going to do more than pop his head inside for a second and then leave. 
Sitting on the mattress, Noah swiveled in place until he could look directly at me. Half his face was in shadow, but his eyes glittered with the lamp's soft light. Hooking the underwear's elastic waist band with his thumb, he lifted one dark brow as he smiled. "Usually I don't wear anything to bed, baby. But I figured that would get me in trouble tonight." 
Inside my head, I let out a long gurgling scream. There was no way I was going to get the image of him naked in bed out of my thoughts. I shook my head once, attempting to dislodge it from my imagination. 
Didn't work. I was going to have to look at a ton of naked guy pics online before I would be able to slide into bed again without seeing Noah stretched out and bare assed the second I closed my eyes. I gave another shake of my head and pulled the blanket down. 
"I understood you the first time," he laughed. 
"Huh?" I sat on the bed, my robe hugged tightly around me. 
"That you expect me to keep my underwear on, Pattycake." He reached for the top of my robe before I realized what he was doing. "That second head shake just impugned my manhood, baby girl." 
He started to peel the robe from my shoulders. I clutched at it, but he brushed my hands away. 
"Baby, it's summer. You're not sleeping in your robe..." His hands slowed and his voice dropped an octave when he spoke again. "You do have something on underneath, right?" 
Numb, I nodded and relaxed my death grip on the fabric. He pulled the robe away, his hand pressing between my shoulders for a second, coaxing me to lean forward while he slid the rest of the material from under me. He stood to hang the robe and I dove under the covers. 
His back to me, Noah reached out and turned the lamp off. I pressed my lips together, a pout threatening to erupt. If I had to suffer through the disappointment of my one night in bed with Noah being only on account of some pervert peeking in bedroom windows, Noah could have at least given me a front view of those oh-so-tight underwear. 
I pictured the fabric molded to his sculpted quads, the thighs thick midway, the muscles narrowing as they traveled up. Another big bulge at the front, balls and cock gripped by the material. Thick veins -- a tingle shot through me, my chest and shoulders tensing with a quiver as my pussy tightened. 
Oblivious, Noah swiveled the clock so its light wasn't pointing at the bed. "You don't need an alarm, right?" 
I cleared my throat but could only croak out something that sounded like a "no." 
"Good, getting up early on a Saturday sucks." He pulled his side of the covers back and sat down. 
Noah lifted his feet from the floor and slid his legs under the blanket. That would have been tolerable -- him on one far side of the mattress, me on the other. Once he was covered, however, he started to roll and wiggle until his chest and stomach were pressed against my side. He draped his arm across my body, his hand curled around my shoulder. 
"Baby, four years driving patrol and I freaked when the call came over the radio." His thumb stroked along the edge of my collarbone and then he did the unthinkable -- he pressed his lips against my shoulder. "I kept thinking, what if the guy was trying to break in? What if he succeeded?" 
His mouth on me, his thumb stroking my flesh, I could barely follow what he said. I tried to move away, letting him know the Peeping Tom was no big deal. "Nothing bad happened, Noah. And Mike wouldn't disown you if it had." 
Lifting up on one elbow, he loomed over me. His body rigid as a steel rod, I had the feeling he was scowling at me. He took a deep breath in and then exhaled sharply. 
"Patricia..." He only used my first name when he was teasing me or annoyed. Given the low growling rumble of his voice, I seemed to have pissed him off -- at least a little. "You really think I don't have my own reasons for wanting you safe?" 
When I didn't answer, he practically draped his body over mine. I could see the shadow of him above me, feel the brush of his hands along my side as he supported his weight on both arms. "Mike might be my best friend, but you're my other best friend, baby girl. Even if you're always trying to pull away..." 
I didn't deny it. I had been trying to pull away for the better part of the last year. Maybe someday I'd learn how to be friends with him again -- only after I had enough distance from him to fall in love with some other guy and not have it hurt when I saw Noah's latest conquest hanging on his arm or heard him calling her baby, but with a completely different meaning and tone than when he used it on me. 
"Patricia..." His voice rumbled in his chest. "Pattycake...c'mon baby--" 
I pushed at his chest, exerting every last ounce of will power I had to keep my hands from sliding up and curling around his neck. I wanted to cry, but I also wanted to lift my hips, to feel just once what it was like to press against him so intimately. 
"Move," I bit out. 
"No." He lowered himself, his weight still off me as he leaned to one side. His free hand ran down my arm, stroked my thigh. "I need to feel you, make sure you're real and know I'm not going to wake up to some horrible nightmare where I got here too late." 
He buried his face against my throat. Gripping my hip, he squeezed lightly. It was too much and I almost cried out. This was far beyond a concerned friend or him standing in for my absent big brother. I pushed at his hand but he only gripped me tighter. 
"You don't get it, baby, do you?" His weight pressed against me, pinning me to the mattress as his hand moved higher up my side. Feeling the brush of his fingertips beneath the camisole, I gasped. 
"Mike wants me to think of you as his little sister -- hell, as my little sister." There was nothing brotherly about the next kiss he planted along my throat, just under my chin. His hand surged the rest of the way up my stomach to cup the underside of my breast. "But I can't. I heard the call over the radio and all I could think was mine. Mine to protect. Mine to..." 
He lifted his head from my neck, never finishing the sentence. His mouth descended onto mine. Gently, he bit my lower lip. His body pressing harder against me, a groan erupting from him. His hand found my hip again, squeezing once before moving down to the top split of my thighs. His tongue trailing lightly along the seam of my lips, he started a slow, insinuating caress of my legs. 
Shock and an undercurrent of pleasure jolted through me, my senses swirling. Not once had he ever shown the slightest interest. Sure, he changed the oil in my car, checked the pressure in my tires, fixed a dozen little things around the place, all without my asking. But he was just being a good friend. 
"Baby, say something -- your silence is killing me." Scooping the fabric of my bed shorts on one side, he pulled them tight. "Tell me you want this -- want me." 
He kissed me again, abandoning the soft exploration he had started with. Wedging his hand beneath my neck, he lifted, forcing my head back and my mouth open. The kiss deepened and I felt the first brush of his knuckles against the split of my labia. 
I wanted him -- had the wet thighs and madly throbbing pussy to prove it. But I didn't want to be another Noah Lodge one night stand. 
"Say yes, Patty." Breaking the kiss, he surfed down my body, his hands caressing and molding my flesh with each inch traveled. His mouth stopped at my breast, wetting the fabric around the nipple with a slow, sucking kiss as his fingers tugged at my shorts. 
I didn't say yes, neither could I say no. My body had taken up its own rhythm, moving when he moved, lifting to meet his hands and mouth as he stripped my shorts away and buried his face between my legs. 
"So wet, baby. So very, very..." He stopped, his tongue laving my clit from up under the hood to the top of its length. 
"Wet." He finished with a groan, his lips sealing tight around my flesh. 
I was cresting, my hips starting a little dance as his tongue moved up and down my sex. My hands found his head. My fingers knotted in his short hair. I felt the slide of a finger inside me, then two more. I tightened around him, my body beginning to vibrate. I pressed his head tighter to my pussy, riding the heat and force of his mouth. My cunt pulsed, sharp contractions pushing cream from me as his fingers thickly sluiced in and out, turning and flexing to work me into a quick lather. 
I cried out his name, pleasure twisting it into a soft mewl as the last thunder of my climax rolled through me. Noah surged back up the bed, his mouth claiming mine in a rough kiss. He'd shed his briefs and I felt the thick slide of his cock over my clit before he lifted his hips and sank into me with one sharp, toe curling thrust. He gripped my head with both hands, more rough kisses falling along my face and throat as his hips began to piston his cock inside me. 
He was big, the head of his cock a hard pommel that pounded against my cervix. The beginning of another climax whipped through me. My hips jerked violently. Three gasps burst from me and then a shuddering moan as the contractions squeezed at my uterus. My clit bobbed rhythmically, pulling up with each clenching throb of my orgasm before relaxing. 
"God, yes, baby, come for me again." He kept slamming into me, the force of each thrust a sharp contrast to the soft kisses that now whispered along my throat. He moaned my name, told me how hot and tight I was. 
I squeezed at him, my cunt hugging the broad shaft and fat head of his cock. Every last inch of flesh felt like it was on fire as I lifted and slammed with him. The very air was ablaze, burning my throat and lungs as I drew in ragged breaths and tried to hold him tighter as my entire body exploded around him. 
Noah slowed, his strokes elongating, and I knew he hadn't come yet, was far from finished as his hands began to soothe my flesh, sweet nothings falling from his lips as he cooed at me. He pushed the camisole up, exposing my breasts to his touch and the faint glow of the clock. 
Arching his back, he curled around his center, his body contorted so his lips could tease my nipples. His hips took up a slow bouncing rhythm. His cock bobbed left, then right, before he sank balls deep into me. 
Nothing comprehensible left my mouth, just long ecstatic moans as he fucked me slow and steady. I tightened around him, my pussy knotting and knotting until his cock felt as thick as a fist moving through me. Hurtling along the edge of another orgasm, I begged him to come with me. 
His breathing shallowed until he was taking the same halting gasps of air that fueled my final spastic thrusts. Freezing above me, Noah called me baby one last time. I felt the first jerk of his cock as his release spurted inside me, unleashing another long set of rolling contractions along the walls of my pussy. My muscles milked another thick shot of cum from him and then another. 
Noah started moving again, his climax spent but his cock still rock hard. Trembling beneath him, I felt my eyes start to roll back in my head. I clutched at his arms, pleading with him to stop before I lost consciousness. 
He relented, but only after he tore one last, screaming orgasm from me. 
Collapsing on his side, Noah threw an arm and a leg across me, his face pressed hot and moist against my neck. Squeezing my shoulder, he drew a deep breath in and held it for a few seconds. 
"No more pulling away, baby. Promise me." 
For all the good it did me, I promised. Naive little fool, I didn't stop to think I'd wake the next morning to find him already planning his retreat. 
******************** 
Accustomed to sleeping alone, I woke several times through the night to find at least one part of Noah covering me. He had an arm cinched around my waist at three am and a muscular thigh draped across mine at three fifty. Four thirty found half his torso along my chest and his hand cupping my breast, the thumb brushing at the straining nipple as he slept with his lips against my throat. Each instance sent me drifting back to blissful slumber. 
At seven, the bed was empty. 
Wrapping my robe around me, I went into the living room to find him quietly slipping into his clothes. 
"You're leaving?" 
Noah released a harsh sigh, concentrating on tying his shoes before he said anything. "Couple things I have to take care of today." 
He was halfway to the front door before he bothered to look in my direction, averting his eyes the instant they met mine. 
"What time..." I stopped before I could ask when he planned on returning -- or if he planned on returning. I'd fielded too many calls from too many women asking where Noah was, their needy whines like razors down my back. I wasn't going to be one of them. I'd crumble quietly, in private, and then get back to building my life with him none the wiser. 
"Phil's coming by later, you'll be home, right?" His hand was poised on the door knob, his gaze focused somewhere around my bare feet. 
I was always home on Sundays. He knew that. Certainly I wasn't out on dates. Not that there weren't offers -- but the guys all had the same basic fault. 
They weren't Noah. 
I glared at him, promising myself next Sunday would be different. "Yeah, but who's Phil?" 
"Owns a security company." He was jiggling his car keys in irritation, chomping so hard at the bit to leave it seemed pathological. "Window locks...alarm system." 
He lifted his head, locking gazes with me long enough I could see regret sparkling like tears in his eyes. "Patricia...I..." 
Whatever he was going to say, he swallowed it down. I shook my head, refusing to be the "thing" he was sorry for. When it was clear he wasn't going to say anything more, I spun on my heels and left the room. 
I stalked into my studio and threw the curtains open to let in the morning light. Listening to Noah's car start in the drive, I looked at the illustration I had been working on. It was the cover for a children's picture book -- my twentieth and the third with this particular author. Contrary to my plans, I hadn't finished it last night. 
I had five more days before I needed to ship it or face the infamous wrath of my publisher's art director -- a woman who could not be placated with chocolate or flowers or even lolcats. My gaze tracing the last strokes I had put down, I knew I wasn't going to finish it today. It was a happy book with happy pictures. 
I was too damn miserable. 
Grabbing my sketchbook and a pencil case, I returned to my bedroom and propped the pillows against the headboard. I sat down, surrounded by the faint scent of Noah's cologne and last night's sex, and started to draw. 
Zombies. 
Zombies are good. Not in some wholesome sense, obviously. They are decayed potential -- the destructive symbol of human will -- and they suited my mood perfectly. My pencils moved along the paper without my thinking. Zombie people, zombie dogs, zombie caterpillars. I drew until I filled the sketchbook and then I took a nap. 
I woke up on and off. Each time, my gaze landed and then immediately glanced off the cell phone. I was looking for the flashing little green light that meant I had a new text or voicemail. Part of me knew Noah wasn't going to call. Not today -- not for several days. He had to work on his excuse for fucking me one night and dumping me the next morning. 
At eleven, I went into the bathroom and washed the last of Noah Lodge from my body. Half an hour of hot water later, I was dried and rummaging around my kitchen. Casually inventorying what was available for dinner, I thought about making a southwestern pie -- Noah's favorite. I wasn't stupid enough to think he'd show up for dinner, but that was fine by me. I'd make it for myself and freeze the leftovers. 
Except I was out of black beans. 
I looked at the wall clock before I realized I had no idea what time the security guy was coming over. I didn't even know what company Noah had called. 
Swiping at my phone, I sent him a text. 
Need to pick up beans for pie -- what time is security guy coming by? 
I no sooner hit send than I started cussing at my stupidity. 
Desperate stupidity -- I'd just told him I was making his favorite dish. If that didn't count as a feminine attempt at luring him over, nothing did. 
Fifteen minutes later a woman from Darling Security called to make sure I'd be at the house at two. I told her I would and hung up, wondering if her timing was coincidence or if Noah was avoiding me. 
******************** 
A white van pulled into my drive around 2 pm. The man that got out was about thirty, with most of his features obscured by oversized sunglasses and a tousle of dark blond hair. He went around to the van's back door and re-emerged a minute later with a huge black duffel slung across his shoulder and a clip board in his hand. 
As he got closer to my front door, he lifted the ID badge clipped to his belt. "Phil Darling, Miss Harper. Noah said you'd be expecting me." 
Opening the screen door, I nodded. "Only I haven't discussed pricing with anyone." 
He offered me a broad grin and a wave of his hand. "All taken care of." 
The hell it was! A string of swear words lined up along my tongue. I would be damned if I was going to owe Noah a single penny or let him buy his way out of fucking and then dumping me. 
No matter how many times he'd made me come. 
I tried to explain the problem as politely as I could -- minus the bit about the one night stand and multiple orgasms. "It isn't taken care of, Mr. Darling, because I haven't discussed it." 
I felt the brief caress of his shielded gaze directed at my breasts and then he smiled again. Reaching along his belt, he unclipped his phone, slid it open and started thumbing at the keypad. "Please, call me Phil." 
His head was tilted down as he stared at the keyboard. He looked up at me over the black frames of his sunglasses, his speckled blue irises haloed by a ring of dark gray. "Noah said you'd argue with me, said to tell you this is Mike's rate and--" 
"You know my brother?" 
"You don't remember?" Smiling wider, he pushed his sunglasses up to rest on the top of his head. "Used to live on Madison, went by my stepdad's last name -- Wilkins." 
I shook my head. Even as a teenager, Noah had been the only one of Mike's friends I'd ever paid attention to. 
"Well, I sure remember you, Miss Patty Harper." I felt another sweep of casual interest emanating from his blue gaze and then he looked back down as a new message popped onto his screen. Reading it, he gave a little chuckle. "I'm also supposed to make you feel guilty about my coming out here on my day off to get this installed." 
Great, Noah could answer Darling's text immediately but I was still waiting on a reply to mine two hours later. 
"Fine." I surrendered with a soft growl. Noah knew exactly how to push my buttons -- in bed and out. That didn't mean I couldn't argue money with him later. "I still need an invoice." 
He shook his head. "I'm not authorized to give you one." 
Oh, the hell he wasn't! "It's my house--" 
Darling shrugged like he wanted to help me out but couldn't. Glaring at him, I stepped forward, holding the screen door open so he could enter. 
Instead of walking past me, he reached one thick arm up and grabbed the top of the door. Looking down at me, he smiled. "Ladies first." 
I went inside, forcing myself not to stomp around like a two year old having her third temper tantrum of the day. "Do you need any assistance?" 
When he didn't answer immediately, I turned to look at him. I had on a short sun dress, black with white polka dots, and he was staring at my legs. I didn't blame him, they're shapely but somewhat out of place on a body with broad hips, a full bottom and rounded arms. Still, it wasn't very professional of him and I cleared my throat, drawing his gaze up to mine at last. 
"I asked if you need any assistance." My voice didn't sound the least bit annoyed and I allowed myself a small smile. Playing nice with Phil Darling would be good practice for ignoring Noah the next time he lowered himself to coming by. 
Darling's head moved in something that started as a negative shake but slid into a nod. When he spoke, his gaze sparkled and I felt my smile widen. 
"Yeah, I could use a little help." 
Really, he didn't, but I followed him around for twenty minutes pretending like it was a two-person job. I badly needed the experience of smiling at another man, pretending to flirt, acting like I'd never even heard of Noah Lodge let alone felt his lips on mine or surrendered to the hard, penetrating thrusts of his cock as he drove me on to my fifth orgasm. 
If I could smile and convince Darling that I hadn't had my heart broken that very morning, I could convince another man and the one after that. Eventually, I'd convince myself. 
I was still smiling later when Darling rested one big hand against the wall, his palm pressed flat about a foot above my shoulder. Leaning in close to me, he confessed he'd wanted to ask me out a time or two growing up. 
I arched a brow, my lips curling up in surprise. "Why didn't you?" 
"I always figured if Mike was going to let any of his friends date his baby sister, it would be Noah." He laughed just as the unlocked front screen swung open. 
I looked to my right to find Noah standing in the doorway, his body framed by sunlight, his face in shadows. 
"I don't think Mike would mind." I pushed off from the wall, offering Darling one last smile before I pointedly ignored Noah and headed into the kitchen. 
The next few minutes were filled with the low rumble of male voices as Darling explained to Noah the work he'd done and answered questions on how the security system functioned. The whole scene was ridiculous -- Noah wouldn't be turning the alarm on or off. Hell, after Darling left and I reset the pass code, Noah wouldn't even know what it was. But he sure sounded like he would -- he sounded exactly as if it was his security system, his house, his family. 
Mine. 
The word rose unbidden in my mind, quickly followed by the memory of his voice last night as he had said it. 
Mine. Mine to protect. Mine to... 
I gave an angry shake of my head, forcing myself not to listen or care what Noah was saying in the next room. He hadn't finished his sentence last night but it was all too clear this morning what he'd left unsaid. 
Fuck and dump. 
That's what he'd done. Fucked me. Thoroughly. Even now, angry as I was, the memory made me wet and aching for him. I swiped a sponge along the kitchen counter, scrubbing furiously at a dot that was nothing more than a fleck of metal in the polished granite top. 
"Dude, you look like you're going to clock me--" Darling's statement broke my concentration. 
Both men were almost down to a whisper, their voices strained. 
"You were flirting with her." 
"Noah, I didn't realize--" 
"Realize what?" 
Darling's voice dropped even lower, the words almost indistinguishable. "I mean, I thought you were just taking care of Mike's little sister." 
Noah cleared his throat, his tone sounding almost normal to someone who didn't know him like I did. "I am." 
"I meant...you know -- is that all you're doing?" 
Noah answered too low for me to hear it. Three seconds later the front screen banged shut and he was gone. 
******************** 
I ate my southwestern bean pie alone -- not even the prospect of a future date with Phil Darling on the horizon. 
I was okay with that. I wasn't attracted to him, hadn't been remotely attracted to any man other than Noah for a good three years. I'd felt like a liar on every one of my dates over that time period and I didn't want to lie to Phil. 
Or lie with him. 
I knew, however, I was going to have to find some guy to fuck Noah out of my system -- some guy other than my brother's old high school buddy. It was going to take a lot of fucking to erase last night. More than one man. Maybe more than one at a time. I had it that bad -- for so very long -- and last night had made it a hundred times worse. 
Sighing, I cleared the table, made the cup of hot chocolate I'd missed out on the evening before and crawled back into bed with a fresh sketchbook. 
No zombies this time. Instead, I drew my body from memory. My thighs, my calves, the full hips, the almost narrow waist and pert C cups, my pale auburn hair flowing down to cover my nipples in a faint nod to modesty. 
It was a beautiful body -- at least it was on paper. I didn't know how it appeared to Noah. Judging by his dates, he seemed to prefer smaller women. Scowling, I started to draw a line through the picture but stopped before the pencil reached the first curve of flesh. 
I pulled an eraser from my case, obliterating the harsh line. Noah might or might not have a problem with how I looked -- but I didn't. I wouldn't. I'd grown up with a big, beautiful mother my father had worshipped with his dying breath -- I wasn't going to tarnish that memory by hating what I saw in the mirror. 
Too bad my parents belonged to another generation, one raised before sub-zero sizing had become standard in the department stores. 
"Fuck." I tossed the eraser and pencil into the case, then dropped it and the sketchbook on the floor. I turned off the light and rolled onto my side, trying to remind myself that I didn't give a damn if Noah Lodge thought I was beautiful, or smart or talented or anything other than his best friend's sister or the plump chick three doors down. 
I was done with him -- as done with him as he obviously was done with me. 
Reminding myself a hundred times over, I finally fell asleep. 
******************** 
Shouting woke me around midnight. Shouting and screams. 
Horrible, horrible screams -- the kind they had tortured us with in those driver's ed movies in high school, pictures of teenagers in mangled cars flashing on the overhead screen, their limbs bent at odd angles, mouths open in pain, the volume turned all the way up. 
I bolted upright, my gaze jerking to the left and the bedroom window. The Donovans had their flood lights on and the screaming came from that direction. I tossed my robe around me and scooped up my cell phone as I moved to the window. Drawing back the curtain, I saw a man I assumed was Mr. Donovan. He held a shotgun, the tip of its long barrel pointed at something on the ground. 
Above that something was Noah, an arm twisted in his iron grip as his deep voice boomed at Donovan. "Take that fucking gun back inside before you kill someone!" 
Noah turned his head, caught me watching him. He stared at me one long second, his gaze full of controlled fury as he applied more torque to the arm he held. The screaming started all over again, the body beneath Noah beginning to thrash. 
Hitting the speed dial for 911, I put the phone to my ear just as I heard the first blare of sirens and saw the reflection of red and blue lights bouncing off the front of a nearby house. Seconds later uniformed officers piled onto the man beneath Noah, cuffing the guy and hauling him to his feet. 
Dressed all in black, he towered over the cops, easily topping six-six. A black hood obscured the guy's face and Noah jerked it back, giving me my first real look at him. 
A kid. A gigantic kid, but a kid all the same. He had a baby face -- freckled and round. With his red hair, he looked like he could be my kid brother or my big brother's kid. Dirt and tears streaked his face. A thin line of blood mixed with mucus ran from his nose, the side of his face starting to purple in a bruise. 
Catching me staring at the kid, Noah jerked a thumb at the cops. "Get this piece -- put him in the fucking squad car." 
One of the uniformed officers started to obey. The kid's knees buckled. He folded to the ground and the cop looked at Noah. 
"I think you broke the little bastard's arm, Lodge." 
Noah's glance cut my way for half a second before he looked back to the cop. "Then put him in an ambulance. Just get him the hell out of here!" 
One of the cops standing in the circle had stopped gaping at the kid on the ground and was watching me through the window. Noah caught the direction of the guy's gaze. His arm shot out, grabbed hold of the cop's collar and pulled him close. Noah's lips moved, the words too softly spoken for me to hear through the window, and then the cop nodded. Noah let go of the guy, glaring at me as the man quick stepped out of sight and I snapped the curtains shut. 
Ten minutes later, I sat on my couch, shaking violently as a female police officer took my statement. 
"It was pretty much over before I knew what was going on," I explained. "The screaming woke me." 
Making a note in the small pad balanced on her knee, she tittered nervously. "Yeah, his arm is pretty jacked. He's lucky Noah didn't break it." 
Her response to the boy's injury unnerved me. "He looked pretty young." 
"Seventeen, but he's built like a linebacker." She shrugged. "I helped serve a warrant last week on a fifteen year old who beat and..." She stopped, seemed to reconsider what she was going to say and shrugged again. "Baby face or not, he'll get charged as an adult." 
She stared at me until I was ready to squirm in my seat. 
I cleared my throat, tried to smile even though the boy's screams still echoed in my head. "Was there something else, Officer Hicks?" 
She blushed, surprising me. "I've been expecting to meet you for a long time, just not like this." 
I lifted a brow. I'd never heard of Amanda Hicks before she'd stepped through my front door and introduced herself fifteen minutes ago. She was a good decade older than me, but trim and athletic. Age aside, she might be Noah's type. I couldn't think of any other reason she'd expect to be introduced to me. 
"How's that?" I asked. 
"I mean, you know, someone at the station is always throwing a cookout -- and the way Noah's always talking about you..." She trailed off and glanced at the front door before her head tilted intimately in my direction. "We've got this room at the station for kids, for when..." 
Her face clouded for a minute and she brushed the room's purpose away with a wave of her hand. "Well, you know. We've got stuffed animals in it, boxes of crayons and picture books -- every last one of yours, I think. He brings the books in, leaves them at his desk for the first few days while he shows them to anyone who'll pay attention. Then he puts them in the room for the kids." 
I blinked, not knowing what to say or think. Another uncomfortable second ticked by before I mumbled something I hoped would shut her up. "He's always been very supportive of my work." 
Laughing, she rolled her eyes at me and flipped her notepad shut. "Honey, supportive isn't the word for it." 
Before I could ask what that was supposed to mean, someone knocked against the screen's vinyl frame. The front door was open. I looked over to see Noah standing in the pale circle of my porch light. 
Hicks stood, offering her hand as she said good-bye. "I hope we can meet again, under different circumstances." 
I nodded and forced another smile on my face. There would be no police union cookout or Christmas party in my future. She was mistaken about Noah's feelings. She didn't know him like I did, didn't realize he was choosing to stand outside and knock rather than come in and that the choice wasn't without meaning. I knew what it meant and the realization cut deeper than I wanted to admit. 
I followed her to the door, still smiling. She nodded at Noah, he nodded back, his gaze leaving my face for no more than a second. When Hicks was out of ear shot, he looked down, one hand running nervously along the door frame. 
He was holding a set of keys in his other hand, metal grinding against metal as he clenched his fist. "I figured you might want to spend the night at a hotel or something." 
A hotel -- another telling choice. Not him in my bed or on my couch or me sleeping at his place. Just me, at a hotel, Noah's duty to Mike executed. The annoying little sister and one night stand secured and safe. 
I shook my head, rejecting the idea of him taking me anywhere. He reached for the screen's handle. I grabbed it first and clicked the lock. "I don't need you to keep an eye on me anymore, Noah. The kid's in the hospital. I don't think he's going to be bothering me any time soon." 
He swallowed, closed his eyes and took a deep breath. His eyes drifted open and crawled slowly up my face. "That's what you really want?" 
Knowing I'd never get the lie past my lips, I nodded. I started to shut the door, but he raised his hand, stopping me. 
"You remember how to set the alarm, right?" 
"Yeah, I kn--" 
"I can...double check it." He gripped the screen handle, the knob rattling from the tension of his fingers tightening around it. "If you want me to, that is." 
I shook another lie out and finished closing the door. I threw the dead bolt and punched the new pass code in to set the alarm. Then I walked slowly through the house, shutting off the lights as I went. 
In my bedroom, I left the lamp on and crawled into bed crying. 
******************** 
My cell phone vibrated straight off the night stand at around six thirty am. I picked it up from the floor, glanced at the number I didn't recognize and considered hitting dismiss. Instead, I suppressed a groan, hit answer and mumbled a greeting. 
A high-pitched voice with just a trace of masculinity burst through the speaker. "Did that fucking pervert escape or something?" 
I looked at the phone's display again to see if the caller's information had miraculously populated. Still just a number I didn't recognize. 
"Who is this?" Rude as the jackass calling me was, I managed to keep my tone polite. The area code was the same as mine, so it could be a neighbor. 
"Don Donovan -- now answer my question. Did that fuck get loose or something?" 
Two thoughts struck me at the same time. The first was more a feeling of dread at the prospect of the kid making his way to my house to finish whatever he had planned to start last night. The second thing was that Donovan's parents must not have liked him very much to name him Don. 
Suppressing a giggle and a thin thread of fear with it, I answered Donovan as he started to repeat his question. "Dude, I don't know -- and why do you ask?" 
"Because Officer Lodge is on guard outside your door." 
I heard a woman's sleepy voice speaking in a soft, unsure whisper. "I think he's sleeping, dear. It's probably not what you think -- he isn't even in uniform." 
More whispers followed as she urged him to hang up and he argued with her. I didn't wait to find out which Donovan would win that fight. I snapped the phone shut and marched into the front room, not even bothering to grab my robe before I threw the door open. 
"You stupid, obstinate--" 
Noah woke with a start, the deck chair he'd pinched from my back patio falling over with him in it. He shook his head, rubbed at his eyes. "Don't be angry, baby--" 
"Baby!" He was obviously too tired to remember he'd dumped me yesterday morning. 
"I mean, Patricia..." He blinked and gave his head another sharp shake. "I was just..." 
He floundered some more as my temper boiled over. "Noah Lodge, you colossal asshole--" 
The words froze in my mouth. He'd put a jacket on sometime last night after I'd locked the door on him. It was the same one he'd been wearing yesterday afternoon. As he picked himself up from the ground, the pockets spilled. Loose change, a slip of paper and a little black box came tumbling out. 
Noah's gaze followed mine. Seeing the box, he scooped it up and shoved it deep into his pocket like he was burying a mistake. "I just wanted to make sure you were okay. You are -- and you clearly don't want me here -- so I'll leave." 
Still talking, he started to turn away. 
"What was that?" 
"What?" His hand flexed inside his pocket, telling me he knew exactly what I was inquiring after. 
Instead of walking away when I didn't answer him, he bent down and gathered the rest of the spilled contents from the ground, the yellow slip of paper disappearing into the same pocket as the box. 
I told myself the box wasn't what I thought it was -- it couldn't be. Lots of things come in little black boxes. It could be anything, could be for anyone. I knew that, but I couldn't keep my mouth shut. "You know what I'm talking about." 
His hand twisted inside the pocket but didn't emerge. "Nothing you care to see, baby girl." 
His tone and the stress of the last two days hit me all at once. My knees buckled, my body folding faster than the kid had last night. As fast as I fell, Noah still managed to rip the screen door open and catch me before I hit the floor. 
"You're shaking, baby." 
No fucking joke. I pushed at him, tried to extract myself from his strong arms even though I had been dying all night just to have him hold me again. 
"Stop fighting, Pattycake. You promised no more pulling away." 
I batted at his chest. "I didn't pull away!" 
That wasn't true. I had pulled away -- but not first. Not first, not until after he'd run out and ignored my text and made it clear to Darling that he was just looking after his best friend's little sister. I swung at him again, the attempt futile as he cinched me against him, erasing the space between us, and stood up. 
"You're the one who ran out," I reminded him. "First light and you were out the door." 
"I know, baby. I was scared shitless." Cradling me against his chest, Noah shoved the door shut with his foot. He carried me to the couch. Still holding me, he sat down. 
"You want to know what's in the box, Patricia Harper, pull it out and see for yourself." He was staring hard at me, his gaze as unreadable as his voice was strained. 
I reached my fingers into the pocket but he stopped me. He fished the slip of paper out, folding it until just the name of a store and the date stamp were visible. 
Shit, he'd driven to Tiffany's in Atlanta. Whatever was inside the box, he had purchased it Saturday at a little after one pm. 
I drew a hard breath in. "Why'd you run out yesterday morning -- you wouldn't even look me in the eye." 
Half-question, half-accusation, the words erupted in a stuttering mess. 
"Baby girl, you think I'm a player -- an absolute dog." 
I shot him a look, letting him know I wasn't the only woman in a hundred mile radius holding that opinion. 
"Not with you, baby. Never with you." A smile crept along his face, faltering as his mouth began to tremble. "I couldn't look at you because I was afraid I'd find you pulling away. I needed something to show you I was serious before you had the chance to shut me out again. That's why I didn't answer your text, either." 
I buried my face against his shoulder, my hand inching toward the pocket. He wrapped his fingers around mine. "Not yet, Pattycake." 
Twisting to his side, Noah dumped me on my butt. Pushing the coffee table away from the couch, he got down on one knee. He reached into his pocket, his hand pausing. He stared at my clothing, seeming to notice for the first time that morning just how little I had on. The lacy camisole was held together in the front with silk ties threaded beneath my breasts to lift them. Lace tap pants covered my bottom -- barely. 
He sucked his bottom lip in, his eyes slowly closing. 
When he opened them again, his hot gaze pinned me to the couch. "You're letting me take that off," he warned before his hand emerged with the box. 
The box popped open with an upward swipe of his thumb, revealing a princess-cut diamond surrounded on all four sides with a row of smaller round brilliants, another row encased in the platinum band. 
"Yes!" 
Half smiling, he licked at his top lip before his tongue slowly curled back inside. "Baby, slow down. I didn't ask anything yet." 
I nodded, a blush heating my cheeks. More than embarrassment, I was flushed from that little display of tongue and the knowledge of how very skilled it was. 
"You remember that time when you were ten and I beat the crap out of Joey Stahls?" 
I nodded again. Joey had made the very dumb mistake of pushing me down at the bus stop and telling me my freckles were dried lice. 
"Well, when my daddy was done tanning my butt, he asked me why I did it." He stopped, his cheeks burning a bright pink beneath his summer tan. "I told him--" 
His voice broke and he had to start over. "I told him it was because Joey had hurt you and made you cry and I had to kick Joey's ass because I was going to marry you when I grew up." 
My breathing shallowed to nothing. He'd been twelve. "You grew out of it, you had--" 
"I didn't." His gaze dipped in confession. "I know I dated other women -- had to stand by and watch you date other men. It was..." 
"What Mike wanted," I finished, reaching out to stroke my hand along his cheek. I laughed softly, wondering how we were going to explain things to my big brother. "Maybe he's grown out of it by now." 
Smiling, Noah pressed his face against my palm. "It doesn't matter if he has. Nobody is getting between us ever again." 
"Good." The word left me in a breathless whisper. 
My hand trembled. He took it in his, plucking the engagement ring from the box and poising it against the end of my finger. He looked up at me, his gaze hot and earnest. "Patricia Louise Harper, will you marry me?" 
I stared at him, still stunned that he was on bended knee in the house I'd grown up in -- that we'd both grown up in -- asking me to be his wife. 
"Baby, now is when you're supposed to say yes." 
I nodded, my head bobbing profusely. 
His eyes cracked at the edges, a big smile breaking across his face. "Yes, baby?" 
"Yes," I agreed, tears spilling from my eyes. "I'll marry you, Noah Eugene Lodge." My head bobbed some more. "I will." 
He slid the ring on my finger. His gaze slowly lifted from my hand, lingering along the lace edges of my camisole before he looked me in the eyes again and softly asked, "Now, baby girl, how do you want to celebrate?" 
I answered just as softly, my own broad smile shaping the words. "In the bedroom." 
******************** 
"Baby, I already know what I want for my wedding present." Noah sat me down at the edge of the bed, his fingers tracing the contours of my shoulders as he spoke. 
Hearing those words, I felt like pinching myself. I half expected to wake up any second and discover it was still Friday and none of the weekend had transpired. 
One hand toying with the camisole's front tie, he cupped the base of my head, forcing me to look up at him. "Don't you want to know what it is?" 
I gave a slow blink and the tiniest nod, too mesmerized by his touch to fully respond. 
He blinked back, a grin fighting its way onto his face as he bit at his bottom lip. "That blue sketchbook in your studio." 
His voice was liquid heat and my gaze went wide. I only had one blue sketchbook and there was just one type of picture in it. Me, naked, page after page. 
Blushing, I pressed my lip together. "I didn't think you saw that." 
"Baby, if you had dropped your gaze just a little when I was checking your bedroom window, you would have known I looked through it." Noah tugged at the tie, the ribbons slowly unknotting to expose my breasts. He took my nipple between his thumb and index finger, grinding until I pushed forward with a moan and filled his palm with my breast. 
"Worried as I was about your safety, those sketches..." He cleared his throat and a shiver ran through him. "They definitely had an effect." 
I glanced down, seeing the same effect in place. Noah's erection strained against the front of his jeans, the zipper bulging out to remind me how very thick and long his cock was. Slowly unzipping him, I whimpered -- my voice and pussy wet with need. I'd imagined sucking him dozens of times, my mouth swallowing him whole. Now I knew it would take more than my mouth to cover all of him. 
His fingers threaded through my hair, caressing and tugging as I pushed the band of his underwear down. His cock emerged, jutting forward in search of my lips. I wrapped my hand three quarters around the swollen shaft, leaving more than half his length uncovered. I rested my forehead against the hard plane of his stomach, while my pussy clenched in jealousy at what so generously filled my hand. 
Noah let me take one swipe of my tongue across the plump head and then he pushed me onto my back. I wanted another lick and another, wanted to feel the thick shaft stretching my mouth wide as the head kissed the back of my throat. "Noah--" 
His hand landed between my legs, his gaze glittering dangerously as he stroked the lace panties. "What, baby?" 
His fingers slid beneath the fabric and took up a drifting waltz along my clit. 
"I..." I lifted my hips, my eyes squeezing shut. He had me so close already. My thighs trembled, cream pulsing from me with just a few strokes of his thumb along the spiny ridge of my sex. "I can't remember." 
"That's okay, baby. I do." 
I opened my eyes long enough to see a sly grin as he sank onto his knees and pulled my bottom to the edge of the mattress. 
"Yeah?" I asked. I felt like I'd left my brain back in the front room. I was all senses now. Flesh bumps skated across my skin, chasing the brush of his fingers. My nose was filled with his masculine scent and the smell of my wet pussy mixing with my own fragrances. Thunder filled my ears as my whole body tensed in anticipation of where Noah might touch me next. 
"You were going to tell me to do this." He caught the top band of the panties and stripped them from me. My bottom half bare, Noah pressed against my knees, coaxing me to open completely to him. He ran his tongue along the edge of my puffed labia, the flesh swollen from my heightened arousal. 
His teeth gently nibbled at the dangle of my clit, his bottom lip pressing up under the hood to work the small pearl-like glans back and forth. He kept my pussy spread wide, his shoulders a wedge as his mouth moved more vigorously, his face shaking side to side as his tongue probed deep into my cunt. In seconds, he pushed me right up to the edge of my climax. 
He pulled back, eyeing my heaving breasts and undulating hips. I moaned, begged him not to tease me. The pad of his thumb pressed along my clit as he gently worked three fingers into my pussy. I tightened around them, sensing it would take no more than a few strokes before I was crying his name, my climax pounding through me. 
He pulled back again. I whimpered, my ass and thighs tense and trembling. 
His mouth descended, his tongue taking feather light strokes all along my pussy -- the spine of my clit, the edges of my labia, the quivering rim of my wet hole. 
"Noah..." I reached for his head. 
He dipped to the side, evading me. Both hands lighted on my pussy, one pinching and stroking my clit and swollen lips, while the fingers of the other took thick, shallow dips inside me. 
"You look so exquisite right at the edge, baby." His strokes along my clit slowed as his fingers pushed deeper into my cunt. "I want to keep you hanging there as long as I can." 
My pussy knotted around him. Covering my face, I pulled at my hair. His fingers twisted inside me, my hips lifted higher with each degree turned. Pinching my clit, he pulled it taut. I felt the cold whisper of air as he blew against the underside of its hood. 
The tip of his tongue touched the glans, swirling in a tight circle. My body's vibrations intensified and he pushed deeper -- all the way up to his base knuckles. His palm started flexing, stretching me in opposition to the contractions already bearing down on my cunt. 
I exploded in climax, my body curling in on its center, my hips grinding the air as fluid squirted from me. His mouth covered my pussy, hungry groans vibrating against my flesh as I kept squirting. The suction increased and his tongue started a crazy, twisting crawl up and down my sex. My body went wild, my hips whipping left and right before finally subsiding in small jerks. 
Noah surged up my body, his kisses wet and deep as he stripped his clothes off. My camisole disappeared in a shriek of fabric and then his cock filled me. 
"Baby, how can you be so--" Growling, he thrust until he was balls deep. "Tight -- so fucking tight, baby." 
He scooped my torso up, his hands curling around my shoulders from behind as he cinched me tightly against him and started grinding. He kissed my throat, his words coming dirty, hot and fast. 
"Fuck me, yes." I threw my arms around his neck, my hips bouncing sharply in the small measure he allowed. I could feel the fat head of his cock hooking against my cervix, each tug setting off a new wave of contractions that ran from the exterior rim of my cunt to deep up inside my uterus. 
I wrapped my legs around his hips. He stood, impaling me on his broad staff. All my weight bore down on that one point, my cunt clutching at him. So strong, he held me, slamming, grinding, his cock starting to unleash inside me. My head rolled back, every other muscle locked in orgasm. 
We came together, each moaning the other's name as the tremors took over and we collapsed onto the bed. Noah bounced lightly against me then transferred his weight to his arms. Gazing down at me, he took a few luxurious strokes, pushing deep, lifting up as he tensed his hips and slowly dragged the head through my interior. Another deep push set off a wave of after shocks inside me. 
He closed his eyes, gave a slow shake of his head that made my chest clench. 
I rubbed his arms, trying to soothe him. "What's wrong?" 
When he opened his eyes again, they shimmered with a new wetness. "I love you, baby. I'm so sorry I waited to tell you how I felt." 
"I love you, too." Relieved, I placed my hands against his strong shoulders and lightly squeezed. "We both waited." 
He nodded, and then he slowly descended until his lips brushed against my cheek and he whispered, "But now we have forever."




Sunny with a Chance of Curves

 
I was planting catmint along the front of my house, the early June sun beating down, when my neighbor Jack finished his Sunday run. He does three miles on the weekend, clearly demonstrating that he is a masochist. He's also the world's biggest flirt. If we're outside at the same time, I can pretty much count on his coming over and chatting me up. He's asked me out -- far too many times for me to take him seriously. An earnest man gets rejected once, maybe twice, and then he moves on. Only if he doesn't care about the answer does he keep asking. 
To top it off, Jack's a player. I've seen three different women in and out of his place in the six months he's lived next door to me. Overnight bags, early morning departures -- all the signs are there. He even carried one into his house and then asked me out the next day. Certainly he isn't the kind of man I'd trust my heart to even if I thought he was serious. But I know he's just flirting. Judging by the women taking a trip through his revolving bedroom door, I'm not really his type. Not a one of them is over a size ten. Me? I could probably fit two of those women in my clothes at the same time with enough fabric left over for matching bandanas. 
Jack plopped down on the ground next to me, his sweaty back pressed against my house. He'd stripped his t-shirt off and was wiping down his arms and chest. He nodded at the plants I was putting in. "Nice day for it." 
I rolled my eyes at him. I knew what was coming next. 
"Not at all like yesterday." 
I jabbed at the dirt with my hand spade before pulling one of the catmints from its pot and dropping it in the new hole. "Freak storm, Jack. You can't blame me for the weather." 
"I can when you're a meteorologist and you tell me it's going to be sunny. I would have reserved an inside field if I'd thought it was going to drop hail on us." 
Stabbing another hole in the ground, I gave him a side glare. We were four weeks into Jack teasing me about my failings as the Channel 7 weather girl -- the soft jabs always landing one side or the other of his asking me out. So what if I'd been off the last four weekends? That was NOAA's data, not mine. 
"It's not like I'm the one sending weather balloons up or running the satellites. Stop jerking my chain." 
"Can't stop. I like how your cheeks go all pink and your eyes glitter when you get annoyed." 
A little gurgle sounded in his throat and I made the mistake of looking directly at him. His shirt was still off, leaving him in just running shorts and his socks and shoes. His tanned skin glistened with moisture. A very light dusting of dark hair covered his arms and chest muscles before thickening at the center of his chest and drawing a line all the way down his tight stomach to disappear into his shorts. His whole body flexed and rippled beneath my gaze. A faint mix of cologne and aftershave radiated from him to curl around my senses. 
Damn he smelled good, even covered in sweat and competing with the catmint. Blinking once, I forced my attention back to the hole I'd been digging. 
"They're very pink right now." Jack rubbed the back of his finger along my forearm. "You must be really mad with me." 
The tone of his voice, low and vibrating, told me he knew it wasn't annoyance coloring my cheeks. Resting his weight on one arm, he leaned close to me, his head hovering over my shoulder and his mouth only a few inches from my ear. "Let me make it up to you. Dinner at--" 
"You shouldn't irritate a woman with a hand spade." I waved the tool in his direction. "If you're not careful, I'll accept just to teach you a lesson. Maybe then you'd stop flirting." 
"I'm not flirting." His free hand ran up my spine, sending a shiver racing across my flesh despite the June heat. "I mean...I am. But I'm serious, too. Have dinner with me tonight." 
Shaking my head, I turned away, fully prepared to ignore him and continue planting the catmint. Only, I was out of plants. Letting out an exasperated puff of air, I tossed the spade on the empty tray and leaned forward to stand up. 
Jack put his hand against my stomach, stopping me. "Come on, Ursula. Teach me my lesson -- you won't find a more willing pupil." 
"I was no more serious about accepting than you were in asking." I tried to brush his hand away, but he wouldn't yield. "I need to go to the nursery, Jack. I want to finish this today." 
Surging onto his knees, he braced his other hand against the small of my back. "First, tell me what the weather is next Saturday." 
I glared at him, trying not to think how good his hands felt on me. They were big, strong but dexterous. Just one would cover a breast with the fingers free to tease and twist at the nipple. His gently forcing me to stay there was doing strange things to my body. The spot between my legs grew hotter and wetter, the flesh beginning to tingle as if I needed to take a long, hard pee. 
"Tell me, Ursula." His thumb stroked my back. His torso pushed against me. I could feel the sculpted muscles of his stomach and chest along the length of my arm. "Will it be sunny so I can book an outside field or will it rain?" 
"Sunny." At least that's what NOAA was predicting, but they'd been wrong most of the month. 
"Is that a guess or are you staking your professional reputation on it?" 
I turned, ready to recite a long list of factors and a process that was part science, part intuition. He was too close -- kissing close -- and the words froze on my tongue. A quiver rolled through my body, the muscles of my thighs starting to flex. Contractions started to build in my cunt, each flutter harder than the last. I needed to get inside before I did something embarrassing -- like climaxing next to him with half the neighborhood looking on. 
"I'm certain. You can quote me on it." 
His eyes fluttered shut, a devilish smile playing along his lips. "Good. Here's the deal, if it's sunny, like you say, I'll not only stop teasing you about the weather, but I'll also never flirt with you again -- not ever." 
"Deal, now let go of me." 
He shook his head. "I'm not finished. If it rains--" 
"Wait a minute, you didn't--" 
The hand on my stomach trailed up, stopping between my breasts, instantly shutting my mouth before a moan escaped. He'd never been so bold before. Jack putting his hands on me at all was an entirely new development. 
"If it rains," he continued, "you're spending Sunday in my house, with me, sunrise to sunset." 
"Don't be ridiculous." I tried to slide to my right, but his hand moved with me, cupping my breast and giving a gentle squeeze. "I'm not going to wager something like that." 
"You already have." He thumbed the nipple and then pinched it. "You can't back out now, not without welshing." 
Changing tactics, I went on the offensive. Leaning against him, I whispered in his ear. "You need someone to clean your kitchen, Jack, get a housekeeper." 
He pulled away far enough that he could look down at me through half shut eyes. "Ursula, you come to my house on Sunday -- it's not the silverware that's getting polished." 
Damn, if I didn't know better, I'd actually think he wanted me. He looked that convincing. All I had to do to call his bluff was reach out my hand and run it along his crotch. That would prove he was nothing more than a big tease. My fingers twitched. One stroke against a limp cock and the charade was through. 
"So what's it going to be?" he asked. 
A car pulled up in the drive next door. Mrs. Duncan got out, waved at me, my whole plan dissolving. I would have to find another way to call his bluff -- like say "yes" and leave him fretting the whole week long that it would rain. If it was sunny on Saturday, I wouldn't have to worry about him flirting ever again -- at least not with me. 
I cut a glance in his direction. "Fine. It's a deal. You won't tease or flirt with me after Saturday--" 
"If you win." He nodded. "Otherwise, you're mine Sunday, for whatever I want." 
******************** 
Five days of glorious sunshine unabated by a single cloud came to a thundering halt Saturday afternoon. Clouds and wind rolled into the city, whipping debris around the streets. Rain followed, backing up the sewers downtown. 
I started pacing in my living room at the first fat drops against the window pane. I drew the curtains shut, paced some more and tried to convince myself that Jack wouldn't show up tomorrow to collect on the bet. 
At nine in the evening, his truck still absent from his drive, I poured myself into the tub for a long soak to ease the tension. He wasn't home, hadn't knocked on my door to gloat and remind me to set an alarm for sunrise. That had to be good -- proof that he'd had the same, sinking "oh shit" feeling at the first sign of rain. I kept reassuring myself of his reaction all the way up to one in the morning when I finally fell asleep. 
Four and a half hours later, my doorbell rang. Groaning, I looked at the clock and then at my bedroom window with its faint glow of light around the curtains' edges. I put my pillow over my head, damned if I was going to answer the door. He'd give up in a few minutes. 
That's when my phone rang. Recognizing the number for the Channel 7 news desk, I answered to hear our summer intern's nervous stammer telling me the station had a caller with a breaking weather story, but he would only talk to me. 
"Let me guess, his name is Jack Santos?" 
"Uhm, yes, Miss Cain, how--" 
"Janie..." I stopped before I called her a tool. It wasn't her fault I'd made a stupid bet or that NOAA was wrong -- again. I stood up, wrapped my robe around me and headed for the front door. "Hang up. I know how to contact Santos directly." 
I clicked the phone off before she could reply, tossed it on the entry table and yanked the door open to glare at the sexiest pain in the ass that ever lived. "You've got to be kidding me, Jack." 
Resting one thick, muscled arm against my door frame, his gaze raked my body. "Not kidding, now haul that sweet ass next door, you're ten minutes late." 
I folded my arms over my chest. I could feel the blood drain from my face. When I spoke again, I couldn't manage more than a whisper. "Jack, this isn't funny anymore." 
He swallowed, his gaze softening for an instant before he shook his head. He stepped closer. His hand curled around the back of my neck and he pressed his lips to my forehead. "Ursula, baby, you've made me chase you for almost six months. You lost the bet and I'm not going to just smile and shrug it off so you can back out." 
His fingers plucked at the robe's sash. "So, are you going to come next door, let me flirt with you all day and make me insanely happy? Or are you going to go back on your word?" 
The sash was one tug away from coming undone. I grabbed hold of its ends and cinched it tight, my gaze unable to meet his. "Just until sunset and I don't care what you think you're going to do--" 
"Everything I can convince you to let me do, and," he stopped, looked at his watch, "You've got twenty minutes to account for after sunset." 
"Fine, let me change." I tried to push him outside, but he wouldn't budge. 
"I'll wait right here, thank you very much." 
He probably thought I wouldn't open the door back up if he let me shut it with him on the outside. The thought had definitely crossed my mind. Scowling over my shoulder, I marched to my bedroom, shut the door and threw on some clothes. When I emerged five minutes later, he was grinning ear to ear. 
"None of this is funny, Jack." I grabbed my keys from the entry table and stepped onto the front step. 
"That outfit is -- are you sure you don't want to add a parka and snow boots?" 
"Are you sure you don't want me to go back inside and you can spend the day alone?" 
His expression changed from teasing to contrite in a heartbeat. "No, baby, I'll behave -- at least for a little bit." 
A little bit was right. His good behavior lasted until we were inside his living room. He pointed to a big white box with a pink ribbon tied around it. "I expected you to wear as much armor as possible, so I went shopping last night." 
The grin was back, impossibly wider. He was right. I had put on the least sexy combination of clothes I could find -- a gray t-shirt, layered with a long sleeve top and a hoodie. My jeans were button fly and belted with a buckle that took either a lot of experience or an engineering degree to unfasten. 
Dread weighing down my footsteps, I walked over to the box and opened it. Inside was a slip of a dress -- maybe not even that. "Is this a negligee?" 
"It's a sun dress." He put his hand into the box and fished out a pair of matching sandals. 
I wasn't done arguing. The outer layer of the "dress" was georgette. Beneath it a satiny, body hugging sheath. Both layers were hot pink. Peering into the box, I saw a pair of panties that were little more than a whisper of fabric. "It sure looks like a negligee." 
"It wasn't in that part of the store, so quit arguing and put it on." 
"You said whatever you could convince me to do." I folded my arms across my chest. "And you're just not that persuasive, Jack." 
Immediately, I sensed that I'd made a mistake. I should have found another way to phrase my refusal instead of challenging him to convince me. His hands jumped to the top button of his pants. 
"What are you doing?" I nervously eyed the distance to the front door. I didn't think Jack was about to go psycho, I just didn't want to see what he was packing inside his jeans. I already had a hard time keeping him out of my bed time fantasies. 
"Baby, there's too much clothing between the two of us. If you won't change, I guess that means I have to take something off." 
I went to stop his hands, realizing just in time where I was reaching. I snatched my hand to my side like I'd touched fire and looked at the box again. It was a pretty piece. Expensive, too. For inside wear it might be okay. I certainly wouldn't go parading around town with its too short hem and sleeveless bodice. 
I chewed at my bottom lip, hoping he would relent and I wouldn't have to decide. Hearing the slide of his zipper, I quickly put my hands up in surrender "Wait! I'll try it on, but no guarantees. And even if I decide not to wear it, you're not stripping anything off." 
He shrugged, mirth making his eyes sparkle. "No guarantees, baby girl." 
******************** 
Jack wasn't the only one capable of strategy. I spent twenty-five minutes putting that slip of nothing on. I decided that my game plan for the day would be to spend as much time as possible in his house but away from him. Exiting the bathroom, I returned to the living room to find him missing. 
I could hear the sounds of cooking coming from the kitchen. If Jack expected me to go in there on my own, he would just have to be disappointed. I wasn't going to welsh on the bet, but I wouldn't make it easy for him, either. 
Avoiding the couch, I sat in the side chair. Waiting, I kept my knees pressed together, hyper aware of how much of the dress disappeared when I was sitting. Bad enough that it only fell halfway down my thighs when I was standing, another three inches of length disappeared the second my ass hit the cushion. 
Folding my hands in my lap, I tried to relax and not glare in the direction of the kitchen. Another ten minutes passed before Jack came into the living room drying his hands with a dish towel. He stopped just inside the room, the towel falling to the floor. 
"Suddenly I feel the need to go back to bed -- want to join me, beautiful?" 
I rolled my eyes at him and shook my head. It was a cute outfit, flattering -- but not that flattering. 
His mouth puckered then smoothed into a smile. He crooked a finger at me. "Come and have breakfast then." 
He watched me get up, the hem of the dress sliding places it shouldn't and then flouncing along my thighs as I crossed the room. He didn't even bother trying to meet my gaze, his attention fixed on the strike zone of my breasts down to my knees. He drew one side of his bottom lip into his mouth, biting at it as he half shuttered his gaze. When I passed him, his hands came up in an attempt to capture my hips. 
Evading him, I spun on my heels and walked backwards into the kitchen. "Don't get grabby, Santos." 
Jack followed me in, watching me from the side as he filled my plate with eggs, baked ham and chunks of melon. He put the plate in front of me, loaded another plate with food and poured ice water for both of us from a carafe. 
His head tilted down, he looked up at me through thick lashes. "This is our first date, you know." 
"Too bad for you." I pointed my fork at him before I speared a piece of honeydew. "I don't do anything on the first date." 
Reaching under the table, he brushed his fingertips against my leg. "That's why we're watching a movie later -- that's date two." 
I scooted my chair back, the fork hovering in front of my mouth as I tried to stare him into behaving. "Still out of luck." 
"And dinner in front of the fireplace will be date three." 
I responded with a raised brow and a shake of my head. Oh, I'd made a mistake on date three once before, but that had only served to reinforce my six date rule. 
"Baby, the way I see it, we should have at least three months of dating history by now." He stretched his legs under the table, his feet hooking my chair and drawing it close enough his hand could tease my knee again. "We've had enough conversation to fill at least a dozen dates." 
I didn't answer -- couldn't. He was tracing little circles along my inside knee. The soft touch and repeating pattern did weird things to me, my body's reaction too strong for something as innocent as a hand so far down my leg. My lower body tightened in on itself, my labia sliding together as my nipples tented the bodice of the dress. 
Jack noticed my pointy nipples and the way my legs flexed beneath his touch. His lips parted, his tongue emerging from his mouth to fill the space as he blinked and drew a long breath in. His hand cupped the backside of my knee and started to squeeze before he shook his head and retreated. 
For the first time in six months, I saw Jack blush. He took a gulp of ice water and then another. Putting the glass back down, he asked me about school. 
"State." The word shook as it left me. I stopped, forced my breathing back under control. The rest of my body hadn't settled yet. My hips ached to slide forward in search of his hand. My breasts were swelling beneath the tight bodice, making the hard nipples almost painful. 
My shoulders twitched, drawing Jack's gaze back to my breasts, where it stayed. 
I needed to distract him, to have him look at my face instead of my body. His gaze focused where it was caused my temperature to spike, particularly down between my thighs. A few more seconds of him staring at me and steam would start rising up from my pussy. 
"I -- uh...I'm going back in the fall for my master's degree." 
He nodded and closed his eyes for a second before opening them and looking at my face. "Will you still do the weather for Channel 7?" 
"No, I've got a research grant that will keep me busy." 
I was actually pretty excited about going back and it must have shown. Jack asked question after question, listening intently to my answers with his eyes only occasionally drifting down to my breasts. 
I relaxed a little, asked him a few questions of my own. Sometime before the last of the melon disappeared, I learned that he was one of six kids, something unimaginable to an only child like me. Three boys and three girls. I also learned his parents owned a restaurant, which was where he had learned to cook so well. 
Coffee, strong and black, was brewed after breakfast and we talked some more, mostly about his job at the high school, where he taught history and coached the school soccer team and summer camps. Earnest Jack was new to me and I almost forgot I was half naked, my only reminders being those occasional downward glances when his expression would start to smolder and I felt there was the distinct risk of my being draped across the kitchen table and ravished. 
Little did I know, he was saving the heavy seduction for our second date. 
******************** 
Date two started with a stack of three videos. I reached for them and he stopped me, amusement running through his tone as he explained my options. 
"Ladies choice, but you have to choose 'yes' or 'no' on the first one before seeing the second one, and so on." 
He held the first video up. "Now, this one, my sister's husband proposed to her at the theater during final credits. He hadn't even bought a ring yet, but she still said yes." 
I shook my head, immediately rejecting the movie. I'd watched it already and cried like a baby for the whole of its final thirty minutes. Smiling, he showed me the case for option number two. Another one I'd already seen. It had a good romance in it, but was far too hot. My thighs started to warm just thinking about it. Every time I viewed it alone, I had to take care of myself around the middle of the movie. 
No way in hell was I going to watch it with Jack sitting next to me. 
"No." I could feel my expression going all wide-eyed and panicky. When he gave me a knowing grin, I wanted to slug him. 
He put the second movie to the side, leaving him with a case that was coverless and empty. He reached for the remote and turned on the television and Blu-Ray player. "I didn't think you'd want to watch either of those to, so I put this one in already." 
Damn it. He was sneakier than I realized. 
"What is it?" 
Chuckling, he draped an arm across the back of my shoulders. "You'll see." 
As the previews started, he brushed the back of his fingertips along my bicep. 
"You're cold, baby." He rubbed the flesh more vigorously with his palm to warm me. 
"Because you won't let me wear any real clothes." I shrugged my arm away before his touch had a chance to really mess with my mind. The effect from just sitting next to him was bad enough. The body heat pouring from him could light a small bonfire and he smelled like heaven. The heavy rich spices of his aftershave mixing with his natural scent had me ready to lean back, close my eyes and part my legs. 
Reaching across my chest to grab a stadium blanket, Jack put his lips against my ear. "Can you blame me for wanting to see you dressed like this? You're always hiding beneath pants and long skirts, full sleeves, high necklines." 
He growled and then his lips blazed a trail down my throat. Covering me with the stadium blanket, he kissed my shoulder. "Seeing you on a normal day is like going to an art gallery -- blindfolded." 
His hand slipped under the blanket and wrapped around my knee just as the movie's opening credits started. I recognized the film -- a love story, not a romantic comedy like the first two choices. 
Oh, hell. 
"Evil, Jack." I bit the words out. 
His warm breath curled along my throat as he laughed. "Baby, you said you love this movie." 
I did love it -- the first week I had gotten all misty eyed every time something reminded me of the film. I had mentioned it to Jack during one of his flirting sessions in my front yard. Worse yet, as humid and ready to fuck as the second movie made me, this one was three times as hot. And the lead actor looked too much like Jack. 
They had the same dark hair, warm brown eyes and bodies sculpted from marble. Adding to the resemblance was the same expressive, mobile mouth. Remembering all the things the actor had done to the heroine with his mouth, I felt my eyes start to roll back in my head. It was a miracle the movie only had an R rating. 
"Jack...I...I changed my mind. I want to watch the first one." 
He squeezed my knee. "Too late." 
I tried to calm myself. After all, there was no rule prohibiting me from merely pretending to watch. I could look at a spot just above the television while I recited the periodic table in my head or multiplied pi by each number in the Fibonacci Sequence. I could make it through the movie without dissolving into a heaving, panting puddle of arousal. 
My plan worked -- mostly -- but then Jack started massaging my knee again. 
"You're not actually watching, are you?" 
"I am." I squeaked the lie out and followed it with a guilty swallow. 
"Pretty little liar -- your breathing is too normal for what they're doing onscreen, for what he's doing to her." His hand trailed a little higher up my leg and I gasped. 
If Jack touched any closer to my crotch, I would soak my panties. I'd already been fighting the urge to squirm against the couch for the last half hour when he was just stroking my knee and tracing faint lines up and down my shin. Now his palm rested hot against the inside middle of my thigh, while his fingers and thumb danced lightly over the surrounding flesh. 
Grabbing his wrist, I tried to push his hand away. 
Jack blew softly in my ear and then his tongue came out to trace its edge. "Hand or mouth, baby -- your choice." 
I took another sharp breath in. Certainly he didn't mean his mouth down where his hand was? The mere thought made my hips crest as a whimper escaped me. He kissed my throat, sucked softly at the flesh. 
He planted another kiss, this one just under my ear. "Hmm? Which is it going to be?" 
I let go of his hand, clutched both of mine together and rested them in my lap as a guard again Jack venturing any higher. 
"Eyes on the movie, too." He kept kissing and stroking, his body pressing harder against me. 
"You said hand or mouth." My entire body trembling from the tension running through me, I managed to remind him without stuttering or squeaking again. 
"Did I?" His hand skipped up my thigh to find the path barred. He plucked at my fingers, traced their edges in search of a gap. "You sure you don't want both?" 
Right then, I wanted his mouth on my clit and his hand three-fingers deep in my pussy -- but I would never tell him so. All I could do was repeat what I had already said as if it were a talisman against my complete surrender. 
He chuckled, his head dipping so that his mouth was sedately planted against the end of my shoulder while his hand darted up to tease my breast. 
"You're not watching the movie," I protested. 
"No, baby, I'm watching you." He pushed the blanket off me, the tip of his index finger circling one nipple. "They're so hard, Ursula. Wouldn't you rather have them out?" He brushed the back of his finger against the other one. "I know I would." 
His diversion worked -- I raised my hands to cover my breasts. Jack dropped his to cup my mound and squeeze. He started kissing me again, starting at the shoulder and slowly working his way up my neck. One knuckle grazed the center line of my panties, the thin fabric offering little protection against the sensation of him rhythmically stroking my clit. 
"So wet, baby. Stop saying you don't want me." 
"I've never said I don't want you," I whispered. I wanted him so badly I was ready to come. I just didn't think he'd want me for more than a one-night stand, not with the way all those other girls were in and out of his life with their tight bodies and too bright smiles. 
"Then stop resisting, Ursula." He tried to guide me into a reclining position, but I squirmed away. "My chest and balls are so tight right now, baby, I swear I'm going to have a heart attack if you don't let me taste you." 
He hooked the gusset of my underwear with one finger, tugging at it as the back of his hand made direct contact with my flesh. Fighting my own urges, my mouth began to quiver, quickly followed by my entire body. Another stroke, another kiss and I would come. Then there would be no hiding just how much Jack turned me on. 
The disc in the Blu-Ray player started to skip, the screen and sound caught in a loop of the lead actress screaming "Oh, yes" as her own climax slammed through her. I let out a relieved breath. 
"Movie's broken, Jack. Date's over--" 
He shook his head, his gaze boring into the back of my skull as he turned the television off. "It's just starting, baby girl." 
Hands on my hips, he managed to tip me so that my back was flat against the seat cushions. He slid a few inches down my body until his mouth was even with my breasts. "Whatever your brain is saying, tell it to shut up, Ursula." 
He ran his mouth around one nipple where it poked at the fabric. "Your body is so ready to be taken. Lush, swollen." His lips fastened on the nipple, wetting the fabric as he started to suck at my flesh. One hand dipped between my thighs. "So wet, baby. A few licks and you'd be screaming my name." 
"Jack...date two..." My voice shook with the effort of restraining myself, of keeping my hands from wrapping around his head and pushing him down to my drenched pussy to find out just how many licks it really would take before I was writhing and moaning, my climax soaking his face. "It's just date two -- please, Jack." 
He pressed his face against my stomach, his fingers digging into my hips. "Baby, don't you want this just as bad? Months -- we could have..." His voice broke. "Every night, Ursula." 
Not every night -- that was a lie. Not the nights those other women were over. I shook my head, a little angry with myself for being drawn in by his caresses. "Go take a cold shower or something." 
His gaze started to narrow then he closed his eyes completely. Passion, not anger, vibrated in his voice. "You need a cold shower as much as I do." 
To prove his point, he slid further down my body, his face hovering over my mound. He opened his eyes, stared up at me. "Your pussy's so wet and hot, baby, it's steaming." 
He pressed his mouth against the panties and blew hot air through the fabric. My hips jerked, a moan escaping the tight grip of my throat. Pushing at his head, I shimmied up the couch. 
"I'll leave if I have to, Jack." I blinked back frustrated tears. It was no fair I had to fight him and my own desires. I sure as hell didn't want to, but I had to look at myself in the mirror the next morning and all the mornings after. I wouldn't be able to if I slept with him, knowing that my surrender would be just another notch on his belt. 
Jack pulled back, a frown distorting his perfect mouth. He closed his eyes, rubbed at his face. "Fine, a cold shower it is." 
He stood up, his gaze still wistfully devouring my body. "I'll leave the door unlocked in case you decide to join me." 
Tilting my nose up, I turned my head to the side so I didn't have to look at him. "I don't need one." 
That was only half true -- what I needed was an ice-filled tub to cool me down. The space between my thighs was like a kiln that had been burning for hours. Contractions rolled through my cunt, my body still so close to an orgasm I might yet succumb before he cleared the room. 
"Have it your way." He took a step forward, grinning as he trailed a finger along the center of my panties. "That just means you'll still be all hot and bothered when I get out." 
******************** 
I yanked the blanket over my body as soon as I heard the shower start. My hand on the outside of the underwear, I began to stroke the line of my clit. A nice clean climax -- a girl's secret weapon in relieving sexual tension. I'd have two or three rubbed out before he finished adjusting his water temperature. 
When the water cut off fifteen minutes later, I was at a final count of five. I rolled onto my side, my face towards the back of the couch and the blanket wrapped around me. Hearing him leave the bathroom, I pressed my lips tightly together to control the sneaky smirk that threatened to spoil my secret. 
Jack stopped at the edge of the couch, his hand brushing my shoulder. "Sleepy, baby?" 
I mumbled something that I hoped sounded like an affirmation. 
"I think you're faking, but if you're really tired, you can lie down on my bed." 
Hell no. He'd been trying to get me in there since I put the dress on. I answered with another mumble. "...m...kay here." 
Jack stroked the curve of my neck. "Then you're not tired and you can help me cook dinner." 
Opening my eyes, I looked over my shoulder. He was in a loosely fastened bath towel, nothing more. "You can't cook in that." 
He grinned, his hand going to where one edge was tucked in. "That mean you want me naked?" 
I could see the outline of a mouth watering erection straining beneath the towel. If he stripped his covering away, my hands and lips might develop a mind of their own. Even now, my mouth was beginning to water at the idea of tasting his cock. 
I shook my head. "It just doesn't seem very safe." 
He winked at me. "Perfectly safe, you'll see." 
Reaching under the blanket, Jack grabbed my hand and urged me onto my feet. When I was standing, he raised the hand he was holding to his lips, kissing the tips of my fingers before he drew them into his mouth. 
He eyed me, one brow lifted in amusement. "You're grinning, Ursula. What's funny?" 
"Nothing." I forced my mouth into a narrow pucker. He didn't need to know my relief that it was my left hand he was showering attention on. One kiss or lick on my right and he'd know in a heart beat how I had avoided taking a cold shower. 
Eyes glittering, he smiled at me and led me toward the kitchen. "I'll find out. Once you taste my shrimp fra diavolo, you'll spill all your secrets." 
Washing my hands, I continued protesting his state of undress as he set out a cutting board with garlic and onions. Smiling at me over his shoulder, Jack walked to the row of pegs alongside the kitchen door. His back still facing me, he dropped the towel and reached for an apron. 
He nodded at my hand and the knife I held. "Watch your fingers, baby." 
Putting the knife down, I continued to stare at him and his perfectly muscled and bare ass while he pulled the apron over his head and tied the sash. When he turned, a little gurgle of need left me. 
The apron was too thin to hold down what the weight of the towel had kept contained. He was hard, the tip of his cock forcing the front of the apron away from his body. I was sunk no matter which way he faced -- his position presenting me with either a gorgeous ass I wanted to bite into or a visibly thick and ready cock I wanted to lick until he popped. 
Swallowing, I looked away, my hand fumbling for the knife. "I thought you took a cold shower." 
"Yeah...I even..." 
I looked back to find him blushing and gesturing discreetly at his cock. 
"You know, so I wouldn't come the second you finally let me slide into you." 
It was my turn to blush. I tried to chop the garlic, the knife missing my finger by less than a centimeter to send the clove shooting across the counter. Jack stepped behind me, his arms wrapping around my waist as he gently removed the knife from my grasp. 
"Better let me -- you can keep me company, instead." 
I felt the rub of his cock against my backside as he started to chop and dice. I kept my palms flat against my stomach as he expertly finished cutting the garlic and started on the onion. Making the first slice, he kissed my neck, his fingers still flying. 
"You shouldn't kiss me while you're cooking." 
He sucked at my ear lobe, his hips and cock gently rocking against my ass. "You mean I shouldn't cook while I'm kissing you." 
I took the knife from him, put it on the counter and turned in his arms. Ignoring the soft jousting of his cock against my mound, I forced his hands off my hips. "In the interest of kitchen safety, I'm going to wait in the living room." 
"I'll be careful, baby." He tried to kiss me again, but I evaded him. 
I glanced at the clock. "You've got enough time before sunset to cook and try to seduce me." 
He wiggled a finger at me. "Sunset plus thirty--" 
"It wasn't thirty--" 
"Forty--" 
I threw my hands up. It would be sunset plus another hour if I kept arguing with him. "Okay, thirty -- point is, you've got plenty of time." 
His mouth twitched, but he relented with a quick nod. 
Leaving the kitchen, I prowled the living room. A door at the far end opened onto a study. Papers were divided into two tidy stacks, one on each side of a closed laptop. Trophies and soccer pictures were set along the bookshelves. 
Back in the living room, I looked for any family pictures or photo albums. Jack came out to turn on the gas fireplace, catching me in the act. 
"See anything interesting?" 
Examining the hem of my dress, I shrugged. "Just wondering where all the family pictures are." 
"On the walls at my parent's house." Finished with the fire, he crossed the room, his hands winding around my waist to trap me against him. "I'm sure my mom would love to show them to you." 
I shrugged the suggestion off, wondering if he'd offered to take those other women to his mother's house, too. 
He kissed one side of my throat, his hands crossing over my stomach and molding to the underside of my breasts. "She won't let me have any of them until I'm settled." He kissed the opposite side of my neck. "Which is momspeak for married." 
"Mmm...I'm sure she knows best." I tried to unthread his hands while I ignored the erection swelling against my bottom. "You're going to change before dinner, right?" 
"You want me to put something on?" He was still kissing me, his hands gently kneading my flesh. 
I nodded. "Please." 
Jack sighed and then disappeared into his bedroom to emerge a minute later in loose running pants, his chest and feet still bare. He left the bedroom door open, revealing a king-size bed covered with a dark brown shantung duvet. I could picture him wrapped in it, his skin infused with a bronze glow. 
"You're staring awfully hard at my bed, Ursula." His smile trailing after him, he walked into the kitchen. 
He returned a few minutes later with a bottle of wine and glasses. Another trip into the kitchen and he came out with a tray loaded with two plates, salad and toasted garlic bread straight from the oven. 
The food smelled divine and I drifted over to the low table he had surrounded with cushions. I went down on my knees and carefully positioned the hem of the dress before I sat. Jack had spooned the shrimp and sauce over ziti. Spearing a noodle with a fork, he offered me a bite. Spicy. Delicious. I let the flavor spill over my tongue before I swallowed. 
"You're really good at his." 
"Cooking?" He smiled. "I know." 
I shook my head. "Seducing women." 
Jack looked away, his third blush of the day coloring his cheeks. "I don't know, baby. I never tried before." 
Only because he didn't have to, not with the way he looked. Half the women I knew would walk over their best friends in running spikes for a night with Jack. More than one female visitor to my home had inquired after his availability. 
I told every last one of them that he had a boyfriend. 
"You're grinning again." He broke off a piece of bread and offered it to me. "That's got to be good, right?" 
I gave a noncommittal lift of one shoulder and bit into the bread. I glanced at the clock. Ninety minutes and I could put the day and the bet behind me. Jack touched a fingertip to my chin and pulled my gaze back to him. He pushed a wine glass towards me, lifted the bottle and filled it. I took a sip, followed by a forkful of salad and another glance at the clock. 
"Baby, you're just reminding me how little time I have left to convince you to stay the night." Moving closer, he brushed his fingers along my shoulder, pushing my hair out of the way so his hand could curl around the back of my neck. 
He moved in to kiss me and I brought the wine glass to my lips. I took a slow, long drink knowing I had ninety minutes of stalling to get through. 
Hooking a finger beneath one of the dress's thin shoulder straps, Jack pulled it to the side. His head angled down, his lips brushed the edge of my collarbone. His other hand gently cupped my breast, his touch fragile as it explored the curve of my flesh. 
Closing his eyes, Jack buried his face against my neck. Sightless, he reached around me and pulled the other strap down. 
I didn't have the will power to fix the dress. I just blinked at him, my breathing becoming jagged as he stroked my back, his fingers tracing the line of the concealed zipper. 
"Aren't you going to eat?" My hands were shaking as badly as my voice, the wine sloshing in the glass to spill a few drops on my exposed thigh. 
He nodded slowly, his hand following the hem of the dress to dip one finger in the wine on my leg. He brought the finger to his mouth and licked its tip. His hand descended to my lap again. He pushed the dress higher along thighs, his fingers smearing the wine in a line up to my panties. 
"Jack...no..." Trying to put distance between our bodies, I slid off the cushion. 
He moved with me, lowering himself onto his stomach, his tongue curling along my flesh to lick the rest of the wine from it. My back brushed against the side chair's ottoman, leaving me no avenue of retreat. He pushed the ottoman out of the way, his other hand on my chest as he slowly forced me down until my back was flat against the floor. 
"No, really?" He massaged my hip, his body half covering mine. He kissed the side of my face and again along my temple. "Why?" 
I shook my head. I couldn't explain it. My body wanted him. I was starting to move with him, my hips lifting. Why say no? I didn't want a one night stand. I didn't want to be like those women he slept with one night then flirted with someone new the next day. 
"It's just not a good idea -- we have to live next door to one another." 
He stopped kissing me long enough to quirk a confused brow. "Ursula, you sleep in my bed, you won't be living a house away ever again." 
I closed my eyes, ignoring what he'd just implied. "See what I mean? You want to move already." 
Jack growled. He peeled the rest of the bodice down my torso, exposing my breasts. He held them with both hands, gently toying with them, squeezing and pulling. "So beautiful." 
He sucked at my nipple, twisting it with his lips before covering it completely. His mouth was warm, slick with saliva. Reaching under me, he unzipped the dress. Rising up on his arms, his hips pressed against mine, he gazed down at me. "I mean it. You're not going home." 
I looked away, not ready to relent. I'd thought his patience all these months was indifference, that he hadn't cared one way or another whether I accepted his invitations. Looking at him now, he was anything but indifferent. His pupils had expanded to all but eclipse his irises, his cheeks were flushed, his nostrils flared. Peeking out at me from the waistband on his pants was a full blown erection, the top curve of his aroused cock fighting against its elastic restraint as a translucent pearl of cream sparkled in its slit. 
"Baby, you're killing me." He lowered his weight until he was close enough to kiss me, his lips and tongue taking command of my mouth. "I want you naked, open, riding my cock with that sweet pussy." 
I peeled my lips back, screwed my eyes shut and turned my head away from the kiss. Every inch of my body ached -- hard contractions of need twisted my cunt, my nipples were tight and swollen. My chest ached most of all, its center hollowed with fear. 
What if I gave in but he really was just playing me? 
"Baby, tell me what you're thinking." 
I shook my head. I could feel tears leaking from my closed eyes. I opened them, looked at the clock. An exasperated growl vibrated low in his chest. He moved down my body. 
Having danced near it half the day with his hands, Jack pressed his lips against my mound, the barely there panties still separating us. Grabbing my hips, he rubbed his mouth up and down, the fabric sucked against his lips and nose whenever he breathed in. 
I tried to grip his head, push him away but he wrapped his fingers around my wrists and held my hands down at my sides. He took small, painless bites at my flesh, my inner thighs, the plump, swollen labia. Using his teeth, he took hold of the top band of the panties and stripped them down over my mound. 
"Jack -- it's sunset. Let me go..." 
He cast his gaze up, his hard glare reminding me the bet didn't end with the sun going down. That was when he took his first slurping, sucking lick of my clit. 
"J-jack..." 
He shook his head, his mouth still suctioned to my pussy. Another lick and then another before he took a relentless hold on the small dangle of flesh, his tongue curling up under the hood to delicately manipulate the small pearl within. 
I struggled against him, tried to roll onto my side, to clamp my thighs and force him away. I fought until my wrists went slack and my arms and thighs started trembling. He knew he had me then -- that I was mere seconds from complete surrender. 
Jack groaned. His hands grabbed my hips, tugged me closer while his mouth pressed hard against my pussy. I answered with a whimper and the slow curling of my fingers in his hair. 
Emboldened, he moved one hand between my thighs, the tips of his fingers lightly stroking the folds of my labia. I lifted my hips, gave a short, swiveling thrust as I moaned my approval. With two fingers, he parted my lower lips, a third dipping down around the opening to my cunt. 
Gaze clouded, he looked up at me, watching my reaction as he pushed first one, then two, fingers into me. My pelvis started to vibrate, the day's layers of tension quaking like loose sand over an ancient, dried lake bed. I tightened my grip on his hair, my pussy tingling as the skin on my clit grew impossibly taut. 
Three fingers wide, he buried them down to his base knuckle, gently twisting and flexing inside me. 
"Jack..." I nodded, unable to draw in another breath and tell him I was coming. He stroked harder, deeper, his mouth rougher against my clit as the second wave of my climax slammed through me and raised my hips up off the floor. 
My ass lowered back to the ground in jagged convulsions, accompanied by deep moans torn from my throat. So fucking good and I didn't even have his cock in me. 
Yet. 
On his knees, Jack reached into his pants and pulled out a condom. Tearing the wrapper open with one hand, he pushed his pants down over his hips with the other. He rolled the condom on, the thick head and throbbing shaft disappearing beneath a semi-opaque latex. A few more fluid jerks of his legs and he was naked, his body poised over mine, his hips wedging my thighs apart. 
The dress was still knotted around my waist. He tugged it down my hips, along my thighs, where I assisted him by lifting my legs, my knees up by my stomach. Dropping the dress, he fastened his hands around my shins, spreading me wide. 
He caressed my outer thighs, gripped them and pulled me close. My hand between my legs, I trailed my fingers down the length of his cock. Long, thick, with a network of veins bulging beneath the condom. A shiver ran through him with each stroke of my hand. 
"Baby, let me in." 
I pushed against the shaft, guiding him down to the wet pulse of my cunt, my thighs flexing against his hips. He pushed into me, my pussy gripping and squeezing at his cock. Swollen, he was bigger than any man or toy I'd ever had inside me, his dick stretching me wider with each thrust. 
He lowered his body until he rested on me, his forearms flat against the floor to support most of his weight. His kisses started slowly, matching pace with his thrusts. In and out, a little moan shared between us each time he was fully seated inside me. 
"So very tight, baby." 
His lips traced the line of my jaw, his strokes elongating, pushing deeper, the flared head of his cock hooking and dragging along my cervix. I curled my arms around his shoulders, my nails lightly biting into his flesh as he hit my sweet spot over and over. 
"Jack--" My hips levitated off the floor, pushing into him, grinding. 
His tongue teased my mouth open, curling along the inside of my top lip and sucking it in. I bit at him, a gentle nip as he lodged his cock high up inside my cunt, sharp contractions rolling through me. He slipped one hand beneath my bottom, grabbing the flesh and cinching me to him. 
Jack took a sharp breath in, his muscles locking down with the first twitch of his cock in climax. I trembled beneath him, my eyes rolling back in extreme pleasure, little pants of air leaving me as the sweet sensations became too intense to control. He groaned, another twitch filling the condom with his release. 
"Ursula, baby." He lowered me back to the floor, kissing my throat as his hands massaged all along my body. "Sweet, sweet, Ursula. I can't believe I'm holding you, kissing you." 
I blinked back tears, trying not to squeeze him to me. I bit at my lip to stop the quiver that threatened. 
Laughing, Jack shook his head at me. "Baby, you better not be thinking about looking at that clock. I was serious about not letting you go once I had you." 
I frowned and he offered another one of his soft growls. "Why do you still think I'm playing you?" 
I didn't want to accuse him of lying. I'd already called him a flirt and a player and, the way my month was going, I probably was wrong. My shoulders made a little upward dip as I returned to chewing at the inside of my mouth. "All those women in and out of your house--" 
"You mean my sisters?" He was grinning with his whole face, those deep brown eyes crinkling at the corners, his mouth a squiggle that quirked at the edges as he tried to contain his amusement. 
I scrunched my nose at him. "C'mon, Jack. Overnight bags, sneaking out before the crack of dawn. One of them even has a key." 
He rolled his eyes and then he kissed my collarbone. "Yeah, I mean who gives their family a key to their house? Especially when one of them is a stewardess who doesn't keep a place of her own?" 
I blinked, mentally retreating as doubt crept in. "Why did the blonde glare that time you waved at me." 
He laughed, shaking his head. "Camille is nearsighted and won't admit it. Baby, really, you thought I was sleeping with them?" 
I closed my eyes, blushing. "Yes." 
"And now?" 
I gave a slight shrug. "I guess not." 
"Fine." He rose up onto his knees, capturing both of my hands and standing. "What's the weather next week?" 
He was leading me into his bedroom and I gave his shoulder a soft slug. "Stop teasing, Jack." 
"I won the bet, baby, I don't have to." He took a quick side trip into the bathroom and then guided me onto the bed. "Seriously, rain or sun?" 
I let him slide into bed next to me and draw the duvet across our naked bodies before I answered. "There's no way I'm going to wager that far out -- and what do you expect if I lose?" 
He draped an arm and one leg over me, his face nuzzling my throat, his answer sealing the bet. "Dinner -- with my entire family."
 


Spanked by the Vet 
 
Stepping into the apartment of my long-time crush Cayce Gerard, I slipped my three-inch heels from my aching feet and glared at him as I tried to catch my breath. As much energy as I had expended climbing three flights of stairs, I could have almost walked home if he hadn't insisted on driving me. Of course, the trek up the stairs wouldn't have been necessary if my now ex-boyfriend Howard hadn't dumped a bucket of ice water over Cayce's head, necessitating a change of clothes.
Catching my hard stare, Cayce wrinkled his nose. "I don't need you shooting daggers at me, little girl."
Little girl!
I suppressed a snarl. If my body was anything approaching petite, I wouldn't have been dating a jerk like Howard.
I wrinkled my nose right back at Cayce before looking away and pretending an interest in the few pieces of furniture that filled his combination living/dining room. I had visited the apartment just once before, a little more than a year ago. It had been a dark time in my life. Remembering that day, a knot formed in my throat so thick I almost choked swallowing it down.
Serving as a delivery girl, I had brought Cayce a contract for the transfer of my dying father's animal clinic. Cayce was buying it, which seemed appropriate since he had worked at the clinic all through high school and college and again, as a vet, for two years after he finished graduate school and got his license. Daddy had loved those last two years, working side by side with Cayce.
Rolling my lips inward, I closed my eyes. The evening had already been painful enough without thinking about daddy passing and how lonely the last year had been.
I missed my father more than anything, but I missed Cayce, too. He had pretty much disappeared from my life after the funeral. Once a month, I got a small check from his account signed by his bookkeeper. The payments under his contract with daddy were based on a percent of profits. Judging by the checks, either a narrow definition applied to profits or things weren't going too well at the clinic.
So now I had no living relatives, a crappy job, very little money, and, after the scene in the restaurant, no boyfriend.
I shook my head, trying not to think about Howard and the fiasco of the last few hours. The night had started out as a celebration -- one I mistakenly thought included a proposal and an engagement ring. Howard had taken me to Uchi's, after all. Everybody who is anybody in Austin knows that all the single, middle-aged rich guys go to Uchi's to get laid or woo their future brides.
It's not like I'm delusional, just a little naïve, I guess. Howard really did have a proposal in mind. It even came with a diamond ring. Smaller, I imagine, than the one his wife wears.
Yeah -- Howard has a wife. He wanted to fly me to Saint Martin for a weekend "commitment" ceremony. He'd taken me to Uchi to offer me the grand honor of becoming his mistress, which is three letters too many for what he really meant. I told him no, of course, I wouldn't do that to myself or another woman. I don't care who she is or who the guy is.
I should have slapped Howard and walked out, but I was embarrassed as hell to discover I had slept with a married man. I wanted to quietly slip away and nurse my wounded pride. But every time I stood to go, Howard grabbed my arm, poured himself more champagne and continued trying to sell me on the idea.
When I finally asked the waitress to call a cab, Howard became belligerent.
"What's the big deal, baby?" Finishing off the last drop of an expensive magnum of Bollinger Brut Rose, Howard had leaned in close and roughly squeezed my breast, treating me like the whore he obviously thought I was. "All your expenses will be covered. And you couldn't really believe I could take you to the country club with all this."
He gave my plump arm a little pinch and jiggle.
One of the tears I'd been fighting to hold back since his so-called proposal finally slid down my cheek.
"Didn't peg you for a prude." He tried sliding a hand down my skirt until he ran into the pointy end of my strategically placed fork. "Come on, Ashley. It's not like we haven't fucked already--"
Those words were almost his last. Cayce appeared out of nowhere and lifted Howard by his collar.
Mortified, I sank lower in my chair. Cayce's apartment is just five blocks away from the restaurant, so I shouldn't have been completely surprised. But he hates sushi. Not to mention, a dinner for two at Uchi's along with the champagne probably matched a month's rent for his third-floor walk-up.
Somehow, a full out fist fight failed to materialize. Lucky for Howard because Cayce would have creamed him. Cayce spends his day lifting Mastiffs and wrestling farm animals. There's isn't an inch on him that isn't sculpted muscle.
I licked my lips, remembering all the summers I'd seen Cayce shirtless, his skin bronzed by the sun and darker angel kisses freckling the surface. I don't know how to describe his body except to say that there are mountains, there are oaks and then there is Cayce. Which was probably exactly what Howard had been thinking when he picked up the metal ice bucket and tried to hit Cayce.
Howard's wimp-ass sucker punch move tripled my embarrassment. I had really scored a trifecta with him -- married, a coward and, in the end, just another guy who wanted to ride the fat girl for a time. Whatever humiliation I felt, it paled against the anger blazing across Cayce's face as he deflected the bucket before it could slam into his head.
Lucky for Howard, Cayce learned how to control his emotions long ago. Some days, I wasn't even sure he had any. He would be smiling one minute and the next minute I couldn't squeeze so much as a blink out of him. So his anger evaporated before the water could even begin to drip and he settled for locking one of his meat hooks around my wrist and dragging me back to his apartment to change before driving me home.
Home -- where I would be alone all over again.
Thinking about the house I grew up in and how empty it was now, I heard the dryer door shut, then the sound of the cylinder turning. A broad, shirtless chest slid into view two feet in front of me a second later. The wet jeans were gone, too, but he had apparently pulled a pair of gym shorts from the hamper.
"That loser isn't worth pouting over, little girl."
Ignoring the need to lick my lips again, I let my gaze crawl over the valley and peaks of his abdominals and the hard plates of his chest with its dark red nipples. When I finally reached Cayce's face, I found him scowling at me.
He thought I was upset about Howard. Yeah, I was pissed at Howard, but the emotion shaping my mouth was something more. This last year, I had lost the two most important men in my life -- one to kidney failure and the other for no known reason. 
Indifference, I guessed.
I scowled back and slitted my eyes at Cayce. It was fine by me if he wanted to think I was being a baby and lamenting my lost lover. The oversized jerk had been all but invisible this last year. A couple of visits the first few months, a couple more calls after that and the monthly checks signed by someone else. I could have been dead for all he knew!
Clearly, Cayce Gerard didn't give a damn about me and probably never had. All the little acts of kindness over the years, the shoulder to cry on when some boy hurt my feelings -- all of that had been exposed as a sham since daddy died.
Cayce moved toward his bedroom for fresh clothes. Spoiling for a fight, I followed after him. I couldn't face Howard again, at least not without going to jail. I wanted to cut that man's balls off. Since I don't think I'd do very well in prison, Cayce was the next best target for my anger.
He deserved it, too.
I crossed my arms over my chest. "I'll pout if I want to."
"Frank spoiled you." Bending down, Cayce slid the bottom drawer of his dresser open. Water still clung to his torso from the wet shirt, making him look like he'd just stepped out of the shower and into the clingy gym shorts that molded so enticingly to his muscular ass when he reached down like that.
A shiver of appreciation ran through me before I forced myself to look away. "Leave daddy out of this. He only did right by you."
"True, princess. But did he do right by you?" Taking out a clean t-shirt, he tossed it onto the bed and started for the bathroom. "I mean, why else do you always pick these whiners with wallets? You've been like that since high school, but that guy tonight was the worst. What did you see in him, Ashley?"
Cayce looked at me. I cocked an angry brow at him. He didn't deserve an answer and he wouldn't like the one I had to give him. That much was clear from his prolonged absence.
He slapped a towel over his shoulder and growled. "Answer me, little girl."
I pressed my lips tighter. There was no way to tell Cayce that I picked guys like Howard because they were the exact opposite of Cayce. Or that all my ex-boyfriends didn't mind dating fat girls, which was not something I had ever seen Cayce do. All the girls who had hung on his arm during high school were cheerleaders or pretty and thin enough to be on the team.
I didn't want to admit my fat girl insecurities, but, far more than that, I didn't want to even think about that first reason -- my feelings for Cayce. Just talking to him on the phone made my knees weak. Actually looking at him left me wet and struggling to breathe. Every year my body's reaction to Cayce grew worse, but the attraction remained a one-way street. From cleaning my skinned knees when I was in junior high right up to the scene at the restaurant and the lecture-filled, patronizing walk to his apartment, Cayce had treated me like his little sister.
I ached and yearned and I didn't want a husband or a boyfriend with that kind of power over me. All Cayce had to do was scowl at me and I felt my heart grinding to dust like dried butterfly wings.
How was I supposed to tell the big jerk that I had it really, really bad for him?
"You're pushing my patience, Ash." Slowly drawing the towel from his shoulder, he exited the bathroom.
Crossing my arms, I forced myself to look at him. Well, I looked at his left ear. My pussy was tingling too much to risk anything more. His face is as overwhelming as his body. Pale gray eyes, dark lashes, a heavy brow and that mouth. It's the easiest thing in the world for me to get lost looking at that mouth of his -- expressive, full, the lips a brownish red like his nipples, with a faint part at their center showing a hint of teeth. Just watching him eat an apple is nearly orgasmic.
The things I had imagined him doing with those lips and teeth and tongue would make a seasoned hooker blush.
"We're not leaving until you answer me, princess."
Showing me he had all the time in the world, Cayce started drying off. My pulse kicked into high gear at the sight of the cloth caressing his arms and chest. A fresh twinge of need rippled through my pussy. I wanted to take the towel and rub it all over the chiseled abs and thick biceps before I stripped his shorts away.
I shook my head, trying to dislodge the image of my touching him so intimately. "It's none of your damn business who I go out with or why."
"Yes, it is." Cayce dropped the towel to the floor and walked slowly across the room in my direction. "I promised Frank I'd look after you -- that I wouldn't let anyone hurt you, Ashley. Anyone."
"Some promise!" I backed closer to the wall as he kept moving toward me. "Daddy's been dead a year and you've been by maybe four times. And all those were at the beginning."
He stopped, blinked once, and I knew that I had finally hit a nerve. He shrugged it off and continued walking until I was backed all the way against the bedroom wall and he was less than two feet from me.
"Little girl, your daddy was a great vet, but a really lousy businessman. I've been through the books and he wasn't even drawing a salary the last three years." More than half a foot taller, Cayce had to tilt his head down to glare at me. "For almost a year, I've worked morning, noon and night -- all so half of the patients' owners can pay me in eggs and sides of beef. But I've been there every time you needed me."
"Like you'd have any clue when I need you." I shot back.
"I knew tonight."
I couldn't argue with that. I still had no idea how he knew Howard had gotten drunk and warped into a complete asshole. Still, I come equipped with ovaries, so I don't feel compelled to argue rationally. And with all the things Cayce's presence was doing to my body, I was in no shape to try. My nipples were too hard to think. My clit ached. My pussy dripped. I didn't have a single neuron available to process any kind of logic.
Physical sensations. Emotions. Those were all I had left.
"If you really meant to keep your promise to daddy, you wouldn't have stayed away." I pushed at his chest, trying to force him to step away. I might as well have been playing pat-a-cake with a concrete wall. "He treated you like a son, same as if you were his flesh and blood."
With a growl, Cayce closed the rest of the distance between us. He pressed his palms flat against the wall behind me, his nails scraping at the paint as tension curled his fingers. "But we're not blood, little girl. And that's not something you want me thinking about right now."
His face surged closer and then he snapped his teeth at me. "Believe it."
Tears stung my eyes. Whatever love Cayce once had for my father clearly didn't extend to me. His words told me as much. We weren't blood. I was Frank's daughter and Frank was dead. Ergo, I no longer meant anything to Cayce.
My hand flew up before I had a chance to realize what I was doing. My fingers clenched into a fist half a second before I connected with Cayce's chin, the diamond ring Howard had put on my finger that night cutting into his skin.
"I..." Gasping, I shook my head. I hadn't meant to strike. It all just hurt too bad to keep listening or feeling him against me. "Cayce...I--"
Cayce didn't give me a chance to apologize. He grabbed my wrist, yanked the ring off and tossed it across the room.
"Hey, that's--"
"Shut it, princess." Cayce scooped me up, tossed me on his bed, then sat down and dragged me across his knees before I could scamper away. He lifted my skirt. Cold air caressed my ass and then I felt the sharp sting of his open palm across my butt.
Lord how I wanted him to touch me, but not like that!
"Cayce Gerard, you let me up this instant!"
His only response was another sharp smack to my ass. It hurt like hell, but, worse than that, I realized as the sting subsided that I was aroused by what he had done. My flesh was exposed to his view, and -- no matter how briefly -- he had touched me someplace that only a lover could claim access to.
Another two smacks turned my pussy into an inferno, squeezing in on itself to make my clit pull up tight and begin to ache with an unbearable sweetness I had never experienced. When the next smack came, I knew I had to stop him before I embarrassed myself.
"You're hurting me!" I glared at him over my shoulder as I struggled to free myself from his iron hold.
Cayce froze for a second, his attention on my face. Then he hiked my skirt up higher and returned his gaze to my bottom. He traced the visible outline of his palm print with one fingertip. "Yeah, I am."
I bit down on my lower lip. Feeling the slow slide of his skin over the enflamed area, I wanted Cayce to trace the entire outline, to have his fingers move under my panties and follow the curve of my plump flesh down to my equally achy pussy.
Starting to shake with a desperate need, I grew more frantic. "Let me up!"
"No, princess. You need this." He shook his head, his gaze never leaving my exposed flesh. "We both do."
We both do?
Down his hand came. My hips jerked, my pussy tightened. I bit out a cry as another twitch ran through my cunt. Another spank, every bit as hard, and the sound in my throat twisted into something else. Something that didn't sound anything like a protest.
Faster than he'd laid me over his knees, Cayce tossed me on my back. His face an inch from mine, his gray eyes drilled into me. "Was that a moan?"
No fucking way would I admit that or how close his so-called lesson had me to coming. "You're a brute!" I cried out. "An absolute beast!"
Eyes smoldering, he gave me a little shake. "Was-that-a-moan?"
"It doesn't matter what it was!" I pushed at him, desperate to get him off me before I did something stupid like wrap my legs around his hips and start pumping against his crotch. He didn't want anything to do with me as it was. How much more poorly would he think of me if he knew I was beyond turned on?
Cayce started to move and I thought for a second he would relent. Instead, he slid down my body, pushed my skirt up and my legs wide apart. His shoulders filling the space between my thighs, he focused his attention on the silk front of my panties. "It matters, Ash."
Hooking his thumbs under the sides of my waist band, Cayce tugged my panties up until they molded against my flesh. I didn't want to think about the image presented to him. It wasn't just the ample flesh that always made me uncomfortable with my lovers tearing at my heart. With his intense gaze on me, my muscles jumped, my thighs flexed, and my labia twitched as lust relentlessly squeezed my pussy. With all that hot, wet rolling and squeezing, I knew the fabric of my panties would be dark with my juices.
Horrified by my body's betrayal, I lowered my trembling hands to cover my mound, my fingertips instantly finding the cloth warm and soaked through. Unable to control the quiver in my mouth, I closed my eyes.
Why was Cayce doing this?
To embarrass me?
I couldn't believe that was it. He may have ignored me for most of the last year, but I hadn't known Cayce to be cruel to anyone.
Could he have secretly loathed me all those years? Had every kindness been an act?
His lips brushed my knuckles. I cracked my eyes open the tiniest bit, afraid to meet his gaze. It was a needless worry, his eyes were closed. He gnawed gently at my fingers, pulling the tip of one into his mouth to chew and suck.
Pleasure spiked through my pussy, spreading like wildfire and tweaking my nipples to rock hard points. For the second time that night, I moaned.
He didn't seem to hear. Opening his eyes, he pulled the front panel of my panties to the side and stared down a second before his thumb stroked along one edge of my parted labia. My heart stopped while he traced up the other edge then started down the middle.
Hitting that center line, my clit felt like Cayce had just touched a live wire against it.
My heart lurched then thumped wildly at the knowledge Cayce was touching me. Not just anywhere, but down there. He had kissed my fingers, sucked at them. This wasn't a mere smack or four on the ass anymore. If Cayce didn't stop immediately, his actions were a prelude to sex. The kind of sex I'd been dreaming about for a good many years. The kind of sex I had to pretend I was having with Howard so I could climax.
"We...we need to talk about this." Lifting my head, I looked across the swell of my clenched stomach and saw Cayce Gerard dumbstruck for the first time in all the years I've known him.
His expression lasted half a heartbeat before he gave a dismissive shake of his head and refocused his gaze on my throbbing wet pussy. "Love, a hungry man doesn't talk about eating -- he eats."
I had less than a second to register Cayce calling me love before his mouth descended onto my sex. His lips and tongue catching and sucking at my clit, he explored the perimeter of my pulsing cunt with his thumb. Each contraction found me wetter and tighter than the last. I sucked a ragged breath in -- sucked and sucked and sucked to keep from exploding all over Cayce in a creamy mess of excitement.
The air released with a sharp cry.
Cayce froze then he lifted his head. His gray gaze darkened as tears slid down my cheeks. Hastily, he lowered my skirt then surged up my body.
"Ash, love. Shh." He smoothed his hand along my arm, trying to calm me. "I'm sorry, baby. I stopped. I won't touch you again--"
"Don't you dare..." He had no idea why I was crying or that he'd stopped just a few licks shy of my climax.
"I won't, baby, I promise." His hand cradled my head, his thumb stroking my cheek as he buried his face against my neck. His breath blew hot against my throat, his voice issuing raw and cracked as he tried to reassure me. "I love you. I promised your dad I'd look after you, not do something like this...I just lost it thinking you might get engaged to another man tonight."
"Just how did you know where I would be?"
"Your post." Lapsing in his promise not to touch me, he lightly nipped the side of my jaw and growled. "You put your status as 'Ice at Uchi's?' What the hell else could that mean?"
"The post was supposed to go to Carol," I whispered. "Not to my entire timeline."
"I wish to hell it had." He buried his face against my neck again. "You would have decked that jackass all on your own and I wouldn't have..."
He swallowed hard, the motion detectible against my flesh, and then he roughly squeezed my shoulder as his body started to vibrate with tension. "I'll take you home, baby girl. You don't have to worry about my doing something like that again."
I curled my arms around his head and knotted my fingers in his hair. I couldn't believe he was trembling against me. Cayce, who topped six feet and was packed with muscle. Cayce, who had once wrestled a sick bull to the ground because no one could land a tranquilizer dart in the beast's thick hide.
Shaking.
Because of me.
"You don't understand girls very well, do you?" I teased with a broken laugh, still unable to control my breathing.
"Just parts." He lifted his head, his gaze dead serious.
Smiling, I blinked away fresh tears. "I was saying, don't you dare stop."
Understanding crept across his face. His cheeks flushed. Nostrils flared and pupils dilated to crowd the gray irises. Sucking his bottom lip in, Cayce blinked once…twice.
"You mean..."
"Yeah," I whispered, my body starting to shake again from so much male arousal hovering on top of me. "Please continue."
He blinked again, more slowly this time, as if he was the one surrendering. His mouth came down on mine in a fierce kiss that sucked the last bit of oxygen from my lungs. Deft fingers unbuttoned my blouse. The kiss grew more languid. His lips sucked at mine. His tongue traced the edge of my teeth.
Cayce hooked my blouse's collar and bra straps to ease them down my arms. Reaching the bra's front closure, he groaned and unsnapped it.
Sucking at his lower lip, he pushed the cups to the side to expose my breasts.
I held my breath. With full Ds, I was at least two cups larger than any woman I had ever seen Cayce with. The two large globes reminded me all over again that his past lovers were petite women and I was…
"Perfect." Groaning, Cayce wrapped a hand around each breast and gave a gentle squeeze before he mashed them together. He nosed the line where they met, his breath leaving him in a shaky moan. "Just perfect."
Nuzzling my flesh, his eyes drifted shut. "I tried so hard not to want you, Ash. Picked women who looked nothing like you so I could forget. But I can't keep you out of my head."
His mouth slid left, found a nipple and sucked it in. He pulled it taut. The achy bud escaped with a wet pop before he covered it again. A few more drawn out sucks were followed by a kiss along its side.
"Monday." Smiling, he moved to the other breast and ghosted a circle around the nipple with his top lip. "Tuesday."
As reverent as he sounded, I had to giggle. "You're naming them? Seriously?"
Cayce shook his head. "No, love. I'm taking Doc Bailey up on his offer and calling in sick."
He took the nipple gently between his teeth, the look on his face so intense it made me shiver. "Taking the whole week off and not getting out of bed except to feed and bathe you."
He swirled and flicked his tongue at the swollen tip, his hands squeezing and tugging at both breasts. His gaze hooking mine, he slid down my belly and pushed my thighs apart. "Wednesday..."
He covered my clit, his tongue warm and wet against my flesh. He trailed his fingers up the inside of my thighs to find and pinch my labia apart. He laved the length of my clit and then his tongue pushed inside my pussy. One hand moved up to stroke the top split of my mound. The other moved lower until the rough pad of his thumb brushed against the quiver of my ass.
A soft whimper of "yes" escaped me and Cayce groaned.
"Two weeks, love. I definitely need two."
It was a long time before either of us spoke again. We descended into noises, moist smacking sounds. The slurp of his tongue along my clit. Sucking. The wet pop of release. Moans, mostly mine, salted the air. Gasps and deep-throated mewls – all mine -- joined them. I knotted my fingers in his short hair, my hips lifting and grinding as his tongue moved along and inside me.
Cayce wouldn't let me come, not as quickly as my body begged him for it. He was intent on teasing -- exploring my tight hole first with his lips and tongue then with his fingers. One sluiced inside me to caress the front wall of my cunt. His mouth worked the other side of my flesh. Lipping my clit, his tongue coaxed the small pearl out from where it hid buried within the hood.
Squirming along the mattress, I tried to control his head, to tug him harder against my pussy in search of the perfect level of pressure to send me bursting into orgasm. He grabbed my wrists and held them tight, showing me who was in control.
Not me -- not with his tongue taking those delicate licks, gently pushing that little pearl around, stroking on its sensitive underside. Helpless and panting, every inch of my flesh aroused, I whimpered, wordlessly begging him to finish me off.
He wouldn't. Pulling the clit's hood back, he continued tonguing its recesses with feathery, wet strokes. Intensely sensual, his licking felt like molasses dripping down a tree trunk, only it kept moving up, deliciously deliberate. I sucked in air, my body arching and my eyes opening wider and wider as, climaxing, I started to vibrate uncontrollably.
My moans sharpened to grunts and still Cayce licked -- licked and licked until I went limp, my juices spilling from me to wet the mattress.
Eyes locked on my pussy, Cayce stood. Wrapping his hands around my calves, he dragged me down the bed and stripped my skirt from me. He reached for his shorts. I sat up, wanting to pull them down his powerful body. Seeing the sideways bulge that ran a hard, diagonal line almost to his hip, my fingers froze.
Big, big, big.
A few of his girlfriends had bragged about it, giggling behind their hands when they were sure he was out of hearing range. One of them had even whinnied at me. Looking at the bulge, I could see she hadn't exaggerated by much. His cock jutted thick, hard and long, just like the rest of him.
The aftershocks running through my pussy deepened as I watched him push his shorts to the floor. He straightened, his hands moving to frame his beautiful cock.
Like his arms, the veins in his cock stood out in sharp relief along the shaft's length. Infused with blood, the top third was a burnished red. Heavy balls and a thick mat of fur I wanted to bury my face balanced out the bottom.
Cayce stroked his shaft once then put his hands on my shoulders to push me onto the mattress. I turned sideways, evading him so I could grab hold of his cock. I wanted to lick all up and down it. I needed to hear him moan and feel him quiver from my touch. It was only fair – I had dissolved into a hot puddle of satisfaction under his touch. I wanted him to feel the same way. I wanted to wield the same power.
"Love." Using gentle pressure against my forehead, he tried to push me away.
I dodged again then pressed my lips against the thick head. Pre-cum filled the slit. I tongued it.
"Ashley, I'll pop if you do that." He threaded his fingers in my hair and forced me back a fraction. "I want to be buried inside you when I come."
I cupped his balls, wrapped my other hand around his shaft and tried to reel him back within sucking distance.
"Don't make me lay you over my lap again, little girl."
My pussy twitched at the threat. I looked up, challenging him to do just that as I took another lick of pre-cum and spread it around the head.
"Behave." Growling, he pushed me onto my back. "You're killing me. I need to fuck this sweet pussy now."
I couldn't argue with him, not when he had my legs kneed apart, my ass hanging at the edge of the mattress and one of his strong hands over my stomach to pin me in place.
Cayce slid the head of his cock between my labia, slicking it in my cream and then rubbing the tip up and down my clit. Ecstasy flowed through me. A twinge of need ran from the floor of my cunt all the way up to my navel. I desperately needed him in me, uncovered, flesh on flesh, his seed filling me. My hips flexed, my ass rolled and lifted. My hands traveled up and down my torso, stopping and squeezing at every knob of flesh my ample body offered. I pinched and molded my breasts, bruising the tips when he teased me too long.
"Cayce, please!"
"Baby, you're so tight." He rimmed the threshold of my pussy with three fingers. "I need you wetter."
"I'm drenched." I reached down, dipped my fingers in my juices and smeared them against the head of his dick. "Please. Now."
Gaze locked on my cunt, he nodded. He pushed my hand away then cupped the back of each of my knees. Lifting my legs, he placed my calves flat along his chest and my ankles up around his neck. Reaching between us, he positioned his cock and gently pushed in.
Cayce had kept his legs bent while pushing into me. I didn't realize it until he was all the way in and straightened. The new angle flipped my center of balance, forcing all the exquisite tension running through my cunt to eddy around the head of his cock.
I bit at my lip, pleasure radiating in all directions. When he started to rock his hips, I was certain I would faint from the heavy drag and push of his cock and the way the fat, flared head hooked and tugged my pussy.
"Love...don't pass out..."
I offered a weak smile and closed my eyes before they could roll back in my head from the aching perfection of his fucking. I felt every detail of his cock, all the veiny ridges, the broad base and the thick-thick crown knocking against my cervix. He was going to make me come, really really come. Not that rocking sweet climax of a few minutes before but mind splitting, bone shattering nirvana. I could feel the tension mounting beyond anything I could control.
Cayce pulled out.
My eyes flew open. "Cayce…"
"Little girl, I'm going to unload before I can pull out if you come right now."
"That's okay." I rubbed at his arms. I didn't want him pulling out, I wanted him to come inside me.
"You're twenty two, Ash." Leaning over me, Cayce kissed the side of my mouth. His big hand covered my mound and gently squeezed. "You have a lot of living to do before you think about babies."
It hit me hard that I wanted to do all that living with Cayce. The last few years of fantasizing had been about more than his hot body. It had been about his tender concern, his steadfastness. Even with the way things had been between us this last year, I wanted to spend the rest of my life with him, especially now that I realized why he had stayed away.
I wrapped my arms around his neck. "I want you in me."
Cayce shushed me, ignoring my quivering mouth long enough to untangle my arms and find a condom in the top drawer of his nightstand. He placed it on the pillow then wrapped his hands around my face. Bending down, he nibbled at my lips, his hands moving to coax me further up the bed.
Climbing onto the mattress, he straddled my legs and guided me onto my back, his mouth never leaving mine. Lifted by his soulful kisses, my mind floated, the sensation dizzying. I curled my hands around the sides of his waist, waves of needs washing through me, my breasts and mound rolling to push against him, retreat, and surge upward again.
Grabbing my hips, he pinned me to the mattress. His head and mouth moved lower, kissing, licking and sucking until he reached my pussy. His nose against the soft fur of my sex, he inhaled. He sealed his lips against my clit and released the air that had been heating inside him. My stomach tightened, my mound pushed up.
All was forgiven and he knew it, my moans and gentle squirming communicating my readiness.
Groaning, Cayce moved up my body and rolled the condom on. "I need all of you, love. Every last inch of this sweet, luscious body."
He pushed my thighs apart then lightly rested his torso against mine. Wrapping a hand around his cock, he teased me with just the tip. The head dipped into my pussy, retreated. His fingers entered me, drawing my cream out to lubricate his cock.
His torso against mine, he pressed his face at the curve of my neck. A light nip, then a slow sucking kiss as the head of his cock pushed forward. His lips moved up my throat. His cock pushed a little deeper. His teeth grazed my chin and then his mouth claimed mine as he sank deep into my cunt.
"Damn, baby." He knotted one hand in my hair, his fingers tugging as Cayce gasped, drew back and thrust. Again, both hands wrapped around my head and his weight supported on his elbows. He stared into my eyes, kissed sharply at my mouth. A thrust, another.
I couldn't breathe. Every last molecule of oxygen raced to fuel the muscles of my cunt. My body twisted, knotted, sucked and swallowed at his cock. I met his thrusts, felt the hard pummel of him inside me. My fingers dented his flesh. My pussy contracted wildly. I gasped, groaned, the thick head continuing to batter my swollen flesh.
His gaze seared my skin, marked my body as his. His hips dipped and rolled, grinding against my mound, plundering me more deeply. My nails dug at his flesh as I fought to control the contractions rippling through my cunt.
I wrapped my legs around his hips, locked my ankles behind his back and forced him to drive deeper and harder with his thick cock.
"Ash...baby." He dipped his head, sucked a nipple into his mouth as I began to moan deep in the back of my throat. "So fucking tight."
And only getting tighter. My pussy clamped down, locking him in place as another sharp contraction gripped me.
"Yes, baby--" He froze then drove hard, all the way, then pulled so far back he popped free before plunging back into me and holding.
I bucked against him, every muscle squeezed tight as I cried out in climax. He stayed frozen, his body vibrating with strain as I lifted and rode his cock. I arched, slid, hips knocking hips, my pussy a wet, quivering vise.
Spent, I collapsed onto the mattress. Cayce dropped next to me, dragging me to him and burying his face against my throat. I could feel his heart pounding, feel my own trying to break free from my chest.
His hands roamed my body, soothing my flesh as he molded me in place. My back against his broad chest, my butt against his hips, the back of my thighs along the front of his. Stretching one arm across me, he turned the bedside lamp off, plunging the room into darkness.
The red LED display on his alarm clock told me it was a quarter past ten. Relaxing deeper into his embrace, I closed my eyes, opening them again at the whisper of his lips along my neck. Looking at the clock, I saw that fifteen minutes had elapsed in the blink of an eye.
Hearing me sigh, Cayce gave me a squeeze and nipped lightly at my ear. I felt the thick press of his cock nestled against my bottom. I reached behind me to stroke it, finding it as hard as when he'd first claimed me.
"Fast recovery." Another sigh slid towards a moan as my pussy started to heat.
Cayce chuckled, the sound soft and contemplative.
"What's so funny?"
He pushed me a little more onto my stomach. His hand dipped between my legs, his thumb entering my cunt while his palm rested flat against my mound. He tugged me closer like he was lifting a bowling ball. He shifted his hips and his dick rubbed between my ass cheeks while his thumb danced circles within my pussy.
Whatever he wanted, I wouldn't say "no."
His thumb emerged, sliding wet with my juices to the pucker of my ass. He circled it, a soft growl in his voice as he answered. "Just thinking about Friday, love."
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