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Introduction


He looked down at her, taking a moment to admire the view
before him. Long black hair fanned out around her head. The red satin blindfold
standing in stark contrast to her pale skin, only to be offset by the matching
red of her lips. Her mouth was slightly agape, waiting for his next kiss, his
next touch. 


Her hands and feet were bound with black fur cuffs, keeping
her trapped in the spread-eagle position, open to his view, ready to answer his
every desire. Or so he could answer hers. He ran a gentle caress up her side,
keeping his touch feather-light. He saw the goose bumps rise all across her
body, her nipples tightening once again into little pebbles, their color as red
and rosy as her lips. 


She wasn't too skinny. Instead her lush body was curved in
all the right places, offering softness to his hard planes. Supple, giving, her
body drove him to madness. He looked lower, seeing the moisture pooling between
her thighs, a clear signal that she was more than ready to receive him. He
smiled, teasing her again with a little brush here, a touch there. He had kept
her on the brink of orgasm for hours, teasing her, bringing her right to the
edge, then stopping. 


As he climbed up onto the bed, it shifted below her, causing
her to gasp and wiggle her hips in anticipation. But this was his show, he was
in control. 


"Be patient, love. I'm not quite done with you
yet." 


A little whimper escaped her lips, bringing another smile to
his. 


He leaned forward, placing a kiss on her belly, and another
a little lower, stopping to dip his tongue into her belly button. When she
moaned softly, he bit down gently on her stomach, reaching his hand up to
gently squeeze her breast. He moved further down, blowing on her mound, causing
her hips to lift off the bed, seeking his tongue. 


Wanting to startle her, and feeling his own needs beginning
to get the better of him, he pulled his mouth back, roughly thrusting one finger
into her core. She cried out, trying to twist her hips, bring him deeper. 


"Please," she begged. 


"Please what?"


"Please... let me come... I need to come."     


"I know you do... and you will. Soon."


She groaned, twisting and writhing against the sheets. Watching
her, his shaft pulsed, releasing another drop from the already wet tip. He
wasn't going to be able to hold out much longer. He thrust his finger deeper,
again and again, feeling her wet heat contract around his hand. 


Finally unable to withstand it anymore, he sat down onto his
knees, lifting her hips and lining his cock up with her dripping entrance. He
had wanted to spank her, to see her ass red from his hand. He'd wanted to taste
her again.... now it was too late. He had to take her, hard and fast. 


He brushed the tip of his throbbing shaft against her wet
slit, sliding up and down, brushing past her clit as she twisted against him.
With one hard thrust he pushed inside her, burying himself to the hilt. 


At the feel of her wet heat surrounding him he gritted his
teeth, struggling not to come immediately. He raised one hand, pinching her
nipple between his fingertips. She cried out, her sheath pulsing around him. As
he felt her body tightening, on the precipice of the release he'd thus far
denied her, he couldn't stop from thrusting into her. Again and again...
harder, faster. 


The need to fuck her until she screamed overtook him and he
gripped her hips, lifting them so he could drive into her with all his
strength. When he felt her start to milk his shaft, her head thrown back as a
scream tore from her throat, he couldn't stop his own release. He thrust once,
then twice more, his seed shooting from him in hot bursts as he threw his head
back and roared out his pleasure. 



* * * *


His eyes tore open, his hips still grinding against his
cotton pajama bottoms as hot jets streamed from his body, release bringing
enough pleasure to have him gritting his teeth. 


As his breathing began to steady out he realized that his
dreams were getting more and more real, this time pushing him all the way over
the edge. Usually he just woke up hard as stone, but this time he had actually
come, simply from a dream. 


He rubbed his hand across his face, shoving it through his
hair as he took another deep, steadying breath. He looked over at the sleeping
woman next to him. He saw her silky blonde hair, her soft pink lips with her
mouth open slightly in sleep. He wondered how she'd slept through all his
noise, then just decided to be grateful she had. He gently slipped out of bed and
tiptoed to the bathroom to clean up. 


As he washed his face, he looked in the mirror silently
willing himself to forget those fantasies. They could never be a reality. That
just wasn't in the cards for him.            


It was only as he turned to head back to bed that he
realized the woman in the dream had raven black hair, not blonde.        


"Ah, fuck me," he mumbled under his breath before
sneaking back into bed beside his fiancée. 


[bookmark: c1]Chapter 1


Joshua Taylor walked out of the coffee shop on the corner,
hot steaming cup of black coffee all but burning his hand. He felt the sting,
realized he should have gotten one of those silly sleeves, then shrugged it off
and kept walking. The little bite of pain helped him feel something, and right
now he needed the reminder that he was alive, a person with choices, like
burning his hands, and not merely some puppet on a string. Most days he
appreciated his life, realized how truly blessed he was. He had a good family,
a good job, financial freedom, a beautiful home and the love of an amazing
woman. Nobody could possibly ask for more than that. 


Whenever he started to feel the walls closing in on him, he
would run down the list of things in his life he had to be grateful for.
Usually, that was enough to pull him out of his funk. If that didn't work, he
would pull out his dream car and take her for a spin. The rumble of the engine
and the feel of the tires hugging the road as he drove too fast down the
twisting highway were usually more than enough to shake off the blues. Today
not even his 1968 Shelby GT500 had helped. He was still feeling... itchy. Like
his skin was too tight. 


So he walked, letting the coffee burn his hand and his
throat as he sipped it, trying to figure out what to do next. When he saw the
neon sign, he had his answer.


He walked up to the little tattoo parlor, Forever Ink,
stopping to look through the window a moment before heading in. She was there.
He could see her in the back corner, her black hair woven with pink stripes in
a long braid down her back. She wiped at some guy’s shoulder, turning her head
to pull more ink before facing back to her work. He knew that even if he walked
in there she wouldn't look up, not right away. She was too focused on what she
was doing. But he wanted to take another minute here, just to look his fill
before he headed inside. She turned again and he could see little wisps of hair
had escaped the braid to curl around her cheeks. She pursed her lips, blowing
out the side of her mouth trying to get that hair off her face. He smiled as he
finished his coffee, tossing it in the trash before he opened the door. 


When she heard the bell she called out, "Be with you in
a sec."


Just as he'd expected, she never even lifted her head. Josh
sat down in one of the overstuffed Victorian looking chairs in the front of the
shop. After a few more minutes she yelled again. "I'm just about done.
Take a look at the books up front and get an idea of what you want. Black or
color and what type of design."


Just being in here, in this place with her crazy artistic
vibe clearly stamped throughout, Josh felt some of that tightness, that itchy
feeling, beginning to ebb. This was just what the doctor ordered.


It was another ten minutes before he heard the gun stop. She
wiped the guy’s shoulder and stood up, bending her neck side to side,
stretching her back and shoulders, while the customer took a look in the
mirror. The 'guy' was actually not much more than a kid, eighteen or nineteen
at best, and clearly stoked with his first tattoo. He was bouncing around
flexing his muscles to display the new skull on his shoulder. Josh watched as
Gia covered the tat with plastic wrap, giving the kid instructions on how to
care for it and keep it clean while it healed. 


As the kid bounced away, she finally turned to face him, her
ever present smile fading into a look of shock. 


"Let me guess... you just finished snow skiing in hell
and wanted to come and brag about it?" Gia asked by way of a greeting.


"Nope. The last I checked hell hasn't frozen over. Hi
Gia, how are you today?"


"It must have. If hell hasn't frozen over there's no
way you would be standing in my shop. What are you doing here, Josh?"


"Okay, since the pleasantries are over, I want to get a
tattoo."


At Josh's statement Gia proceeded to laugh outright, her
black lipstick framing her stunningly white teeth while she chuckled. He
waited, having expected that response. 


After a good long laugh she finally calmed enough to catch
her breath. At which point she asked, "No, really, why are you here?"


"Really... I want a tattoo."


She smirked at him, the corners of those full lips quirking
up at one corner just as the opposite eyebrow shot straight up in question. The
familiar urge to kiss her rose, and was just as quickly stamped back down.


She stared him down, her hazel eyes boring into his. He
stared back. He'd never been one to walk away from a challenge. Now that he'd
decided to do this, he was not about to let her talk him out of it. After a few
moments, her expression changed, no longer daring him, simply full of humor. 


"Fine, pick a design, black only. I'll go get the
henna."


"Not henna, Gia. I want a tattoo, the permanent
kind."


She rolled her eyes at him, followed it with a sigh, then
finally said, "Fine. There's another shop about ten blocks down. Tell
Frank I said hi."


"No. I want you to do it."


"Okay, Josh, what the hell is this about? You have
never once come in here, ninety percent of the time we're around each other you
don't even speak to me anymore, the other ten percent we're bitching at each
other. I would bet my last dollar that you don't have any other tattoos and
suddenly you show up here all smiles telling me you want me to ink you. I don't
think so. So, what... are you setting me up? Trying to get Deb to kick me out
of the wedding? What's the game?"


"No game Gia. I want a tattoo, plain and simple. And, I
happen to know that you're the best. So, I want you to do it." Josh
crossed his arms, tilted his head to one side and waited. He wasn't lying or
trying to build up her ego. It was plain truth. He had seen some of her work,
both back in college and in the last few years that she had been in business
here. The few people he knew that had tattoos had been to her. Her work was
phenomenal. 


He watched as she thought this through, wishing he could get
inside her head, just once, to know what she was thinking. She was right about
him avoiding her. They could barely manage to be civil to each other, so he
simply stayed out of her way. His mother had forced good manners onto him his
entire life. Since he lost all manners when it came to Gia, he simply took the
chicken shit way out. 


All of a sudden, he got a terrible thought. 


"You're not going to put something horrible on me, are
you? Nothing that says 'I suck cock' or 'I'm a dumbass' right?"


At that she laughed again. "Actually I hadn't thought
of that yet, but it's not a bad idea. Still want me to do this? You really
could go see Frank. He's very good. Not as good as me, but good enough."


"Nope, as long as you promise to stick to the design we
pick, I want you." He let that hang there, fully intending the double
entendre and wondering if she'd catch it.


Of course she did. 


"Awww, that's sweet. Too bad I don't want you. But,
I'll do your ink. Tell me what you're thinking of and where. I'll draw up a
design and we can do the tattoo in a couple of days."


"Why not now? Tonight?"


"Afraid you'll change your mind?" she asked, the
dare dripping off every word. After a brief pause she continued, "That's
actually why I want you to wait. I figure you'll chicken out once you get home
and see Deb. I'm not really sure what's got your panties in a twist there,
lawyer boy, but I'm pretty sure you don't want a permanent reminder of
it."


How is it that he could hide his moods from even his closest
friends and family, yet Gia managed to call him on his bullshit? It wasn't the
first time, either. She'd been able to do that since the day he'd met her.


"I'm not changing my mind Gia. I want it done this
evening because I have time this evening. With my schedule, plus wedding plans,
I'm not entirely sure when I would be able to get back in here. So, since it
doesn't look like you're all that busy, let's draw something up and get it
done."


After another brief stare down, she nodded her head.
"Fine. Where were you looking to do this? The shoulder blade area is a
decent place to start. Not super painful and easily hidden under a shirt."


"Nope, left bicep, big enough to cover most of the
upper arm."


A quick raise of her eyebrows and a little smirk then she
shook her head. "Damn, you never do anything halfway, do you? One
condition... You never tell Deb I did this tattoo. Got it?"


Josh felt the smile light his face, the last little feeling
of tightness easing away. "Deal."



* * * *


God, he looked amazing. He always looked good, in his fancy
suits and ties, but today he was dressed in an old Stanford T-shirt and faded,
worn out jeans. She was pretty sure no one in his family even knew he owned
clothes like these. She liked it so much better than the suits. His blue eyes a
sharp contrast to the messy dark brown hair. She knew he'd been in his Mustang
today, windows and top down, running hell bent for election. She was sure he
had no idea how much attention she paid to these little details, and if her
luck held, he'd never find out.


Gia still had no idea why he was here. Something had clearly
set him off today for him to even think about crossing the threshold of this
building, let alone actually getting inked. She knew that tattoos and piercings
were better than therapy for some people, herself included. Maybe this was his
first foray into that method of finding mental sanity. She should probably warn
him that it could become addictive. Somehow she didn't think Deb was going to
like even one tattoo, let alone covering his body with art work. 


She watched as he flipped through a couple of albums,
looking at some of her work, finding things he liked. He finally decided to go
with a serpent on his left arm. Huge and done in full color. Shaking her head
again, she sat down and started sketching. Wednesday was always one of the
slowest days in the shop. She never even had Jasmine come in and man the desk
on Tuesdays. She usually used it for scheduled appointments when she would be
working on larger tattoos. Somehow, Josh had managed to show up with his odd
request when she had the afternoon wide open. 


Making a snap decision, Gia flipped the sign to closed,
turned off the neon out front and locked the front door.


While she was dropping the blinds, she heard Josh asking,
"What's up? Why'd you lock up?" 


Unable to resist the urge to tease him, she smirked and
asked, "What's the matter Josh, afraid I want to have my wicked way with
you?"


She waited for a response, expecting his face to turn beet
red, a shiver of discomfort, some sort of reaction. When he just stared at her,
his eyes boring into hers, she finally raised one shoulder in a half shrug,
"Just figured this'll take the rest of the day. It's after three now, and
I never do much business on Tuesday anyway. This way, we can do this
right."


She sat down next to him, ignoring the little bump in her
chest. She grabbed her sketch pad and started to draw out the serpent. She
couldn't resist one quick little jab. "A snake tattooed on a lawyer...
it's almost too much of a cliché."


"Okay, smartass."


"Better than being a dumbass." She looked over
just in time to catch the grin he immediately hid behind that annoyingly bland
expression he always wore. 


"Okay, since we're stuck together for several hours,
why don't you tell me why you're here. What happened that brought about the
decision to do this today?" She watched his normally shuttered expression
turn pensive, his eyes squinting, little frown lines appearing beside his full
lips. 


"Nothing."


"Uh huh, sure... nothing."


"Look, if we need to make nice for awhile, let's talk
about something else."


"Sure, so why do you smile when I insult you, then hide
it so I don't see it?"


"What are you talking about?"


"Just now. I said it was better than being a dumbass. You
grinned, then hid it behind that stupid stoic expression you favor so much of
the time. I'm not entirely sure which reaction I find more confusing...
laughing when I insult you or hiding it. So, explain both."


"I don't wear a stoic expression."


"Yes, you do. Constantly. At least around me. You
always look a little constipated."


"I do not look constipated."


His voice was getting a little louder, and even more stuffy
sounding. Good. She was making him angry. She had no idea why she liked making
him mad so much, but she truly enjoyed it. "Well, maybe it's not
constipated so much as looking like you have a giant stick up your ass."


"You know what Gia, if I do look like that, it's
probably because I'm trying not to yell at you. My mother always said if you
can't say anything nice, don't say anything at all. And, I have a very
difficult time thinking of anything nice around you. The 'constipated'
expression you're referring to is me biting my tongue." 


Now he was yelling. Not loudly, but he was clearly angry and
no longer stoic. She stopped sketching and turned to him wearing a huge grin.
"Hi, Josh. It's nice to see the real you finally make an appearance. Much
better than the bland version. So, here is what I was thinking of for your
design. What do you think so far? I still need to add some details, and a
background, but this is the basic shape. Do you like it?"


Josh's glare turned to a quick look of confusion followed by
laughter. A deep, honest belly laugh.


"How do you do that? You infuriate me, insult me, then
make me laugh all in thirty seconds."


She shrugged, "It's a gift. Now, look at the sketch. Is
this what you were looking for?"


Once she got his initial approval she went back to
sketching. Since she was working on the details, she focused on those, leaving
Josh to wander around the shop for awhile. When she got the sketch done, she
made her copy and proceeded to trace it all out in purple ink. 


When she was done, she got everything ready, prepped her
station, new needles, gloves, baggies, wipes, etc. All set up she turned back
to Josh. 


"You really want to go through with this?"


"Absolutely."


"Okay... strip."


[bookmark: c2]Chapter 2


At the command to strip, Josh froze in mid stride. "I'm
sorry, did you say strip?"


He had no idea what his expression was, but it was clearly
amusing her because she laughed again. That deep rich laugh that always drove
him to distraction. 


"Yes Josh, take off your shirt. It would be a little
hard to ink you through cotton. I could shove the sleeve up, but it's easier if
it's just off and out of the way. Granted it's been a while, but I'm sure you
have nothing to be ashamed of and it's just us in here. Let's see it, lawyer
boy. Unless sitting in an office has made you soft."


She was obviously taunting him. He knew she was trying to
get a reaction out of him, just like she always did. And, like always, his ego
made him rise to the bait. He stripped off the old T-shirt and even kicked off
his sandals. The only pair of Birkenstocks he owned. Wearing just his old jeans
made this feel almost intimate despite the fact that they were in her place of
business. 


He wasn't entirely sure what little imp made him ask,
"So, do you have to strip too?"


He eyed her from head to toe. She was also in worn jeans,
faded and ripped from wear not design, black combat boots covered her feet. Her
shirt was a fitted black tank top that seemed to lace up the front. He wondered
if it would actually come apart if he tugged that string. Trying to redirect
his wandering thoughts before they started to manifest in more physical ways,
he finally looked up into her face. 


Her normally cheerful, if somewhat sarcastic, expression had
been replaced with some unreadable look. Was that desire he saw in her eyes?
Whatever it was caused an almost physical sensation in his gut before she shook
it off. The snarky little grin he was used to returned. 


"Yes, in a manner of speaking." She turned to the
table beside her workstation and pulled off all her rings and bracelets. Then,
with a quick glance at him she pulled the laces on her boots, kicking them off
to the side and stuffing her socks down inside them. "Barefoot looked too
tempting to pass up."


She patted the table then looked at him expectantly.
"So, let's get you on the bed."


Josh gulped, trying to remember to breathe. As he climbed up
on the table he told himself that she wasn't really flirting with him, it was
just her natural personality. She was treating him like a client. Trying to
take his mind off what she was about to do, to put him at ease. He started to
mentally run down the list of why she would never actually flirt with him; she
didn't like him, they had nothing in common, they hardly ever even got along,
attraction was based on mutual likes and dislikes, and above all else, he was
engaged to her friend. 


Thinking about Deb brought back that tight feeling. The one
he'd been running from all day. It wasn't her really. He loved Deb, he honestly
did. It was just everything she represented. Marriage, kids, settling down.
Living the life his parents expected. The life they had carved out for him.
He'd known the plan since before he could talk. With a few small exceptions he
had toed the line his entire life, ignoring all his personal wants and desires.
For some reason, lately, the line felt more and more like a noose. He sighed,
mentally shrugging it off. He was just having normal pre-wedding jitters.


He sat patiently while Gia shaved his arm, cleaned his skin
and laid on the outline. He approved the positioning in the mirror and waited
while she loaded the first color. 


After the prolonged silence, he was startled when she asked,
"Are you ready?"


He nodded, settling in for the expected pain. Now that the
work was beginning, she decided to start getting chatty again. 


"So, what were you thinking about? While I got you
ready. You seemed pretty deep in thought."


She was always too observant. He sighed, "Nothing,
really. Nothing I can explain anyway." At least nothing I can tell you. 


"Well, give it a shot. Pretend I'm your local
bartender. Aren't they supposed to be like free therapists or some shit like
that?"


"Yeah, but the local bartender is not someone who is
directly involved in my life."


"Aaaahh, so it's about Deb. Or, your impending
nuptials."


"Nuptials... who even says that anymore?"


Gia laughed, deep and throaty, and Josh felt his body
responding to the sound. Oh yeah. There was absolutely no way he could tell her
about that. Deciding to once again take the chicken shit route, he opted to
tell her about everything else. He would just leave Deb out of it. 


"It's not Deb, not really. It's just been one of those
days. Ya know? The kind that just makes it feel like everything is closing in
around you. You have to do something to break loose, to shake off the
pressure."


"So you thought it would be a good idea to get a
tattoo? There are a lot less permanent ways to express your freedom. You
could've gotten your nipple pierced or something. Then, when you're done
playing the rebel you could simply take it out. Besides, I thought that's what
the Mustang was for... breaking loose."


Josh couldn't help the little chuckle that escaped. "I
forgot you knew about that."


"Seriously Josh? I know you and I don't get along all
that well now, but I was the one that helped you find the damn thing."


She actually sounded hurt by his careless comment.
"That's not what I meant, Gia. I remembered that you helped me track it
down. It's just that I've gotten so used to keeping that part of me a secret
that I forgot anyone knew. Except Blake."


"Except Deb. She knows about it right?"


"I don't think so. At least we've never talked about
it. I keep it at the storage unit. Maybe she does... I've never deliberately
kept it from her. I'm sure she does."


"You should take her for a ride in that car. It is
seriously sexy. I can't imagine it wouldn't be fun all the way around."


Josh looked up just in time to see Gia wiggle her eyebrows
at him with a sexy little twist of her lips, making sure he knew precisely what
'fun' she was talking about. He laughed at her, relaxing despite the pain in
his arm. He had forgotten just how well they could get along, when they weren't
sniping at each other. 


"We have fun sometimes, don't we?"


Gia shrugged, tossing her head from side to side.
"Yeah, when you relax and quit being so uptight."


"You think that's why we argue so much? Because I'm
uptight?" He knew that wasn't why, but he couldn't tell her that either.


"Hell yeah... although I am starting to reconsider what
might be lurking underneath the uptight exterior."


He groaned under his breath. She had no idea what lurked
beneath the exterior. Hell, he wasn't even sure he knew the full extent of it.
Odds were pretty good he'd never find out. But there was a piece of him that
would love nothing more than to just let it all out. Maybe that was why he was
so drawn to Gia. Maybe it had nothing to do with physical attraction, maybe he
just admired her free spirit. That's what he'd been trying to tell himself for
the last eight years anyway. It was a hell of a lot better than facing up to
the one-sided attraction. 


"Trust me when I say you have no idea."


"Well, I gotta say this was one hell of a way to blow
your image, lawyer boy. I think your car is about to become the least of your
worries."


He chuckled again. "Yeah, maybe it is at that."


"You're a natural at this by the way. We've been sitting
here an hour already and you're handling it like a vet."


"Ummm thanks... I think. Let me guess, you were
expecting me to puss out and walk away as soon as you hit me with the
gun."


Now it was her turn to laugh. Damn! That warm, deep,
rumbling sound sent the blood straight to his groin every time. Josh was never
so glad to be lying on his stomach. 


"Yeah, I guess I was. It wouldn't be the first
time."



* * * *


They chatted amicably enough while she finished the tattoo.
Nothing of any real importance, just lighthearted chat and easy banter. 


She kept her tone casual, belying the tension she felt
seeping through every muscle in her body. She'd love to blame it on her hunched
position, leaning over his arm like she was, but she knew better. She'd spent
days in even stranger positions doing some tattoos on less accessible body
parts. It never fazed her before. Sure, her neck got tight, but that was
nothing like this. 


She knew this feeling. This was arousal, plain and simple.
Josh with his rock hard body and six-pack abs was lying on the table in front
of her. That amazingly tight ass with those faded jeans hugging every curve was
within easy reach. Not to mention, she was watching a piece of her art slowly
develop across that broad bicep. It was hotter than hell. And she couldn't do
anything about it. 


So, she ignored it. She shoved it down as far as she could,
sliding into 'work mode' where she made lots of idle chit chat with people she
didn't know. She listened with one ear and focused on her gun and the picture
that was emerging. 


She hadn't been lying when she'd said he was sitting like a
vet. She knew his skin had to be tender. They were almost done with what would
be a good five hour tattoo. She had easily expected him to call it around the
three hour mark. She was doing her best to move around and give him a break
when she could, but that was a hellishly long sitting, especially for a first
timer. 


As she wiped his arm again, she went back through, putting
in finishing touches, checking for detail. She wanted this to be the cleanest
work she'd ever done. If she only got one shot at this man's body, she wanted
to leave her mark and make it perfect. 





When she was finally satisfied she sat back, one last swipe
and she set the gun down, standing to stretch her shoulders. 


"Take a look. Tell me what you think. We're done for
tonight, regardless, but I can always touch it up later if there's something
that doesn't feel right."


Josh walked to the mirror, turning his arm left and right
looking at the detail, squinting his eyes as he took in the finished product.
She couldn't read anything in his expression, so she waited, every nerve in her
body running on high alert. 


He turned to her, his lips finally curving up into a wicked,
heart stopping grin. Her breath caught, despite her best efforts, she found
herself trying to blow it out calmly and instead it hitched out in a deep sigh.



He watched her, seemed to be trying to read her expression.
She forced a small smile, hoping it looked calm, pleased he was happy with her
work. Instead he seemed to decide something. He started toward her with slow,
sure steps. Almost stalking her like prey. She felt like she should run, leave
as fast as she could possibly escape. That desire alone forced her to be still,
to stand her ground. 


Two more steps and he was standing right in front of her,
his body almost touching hers, sending a little sizzle along those sensitive
nerves. 


"It's exactly what I wanted, what I needed, today.
Thank you."


He leaned in, slowly, giving her ample time to pull away
from the kiss she knew was coming. She figured it would be a soft kiss on the
cheek. A thank you, nothing more. He took her right hand in his, squeezing the
fingers softly as he brought his other hand up to her face. He ran his thumb gently
along her jaw line, tracing the edge of her bottom lip. She actually felt her
body melt, her muscles turning into warm butter. There was some niggling
thought in the back of her mind that she needed to stop this, to move before
his lips touched hers, but she couldn't come up with why if her life had
depended on it. 


At last his lips brushed against hers, a feather-light
touch, so soft she thought she imagined it. Until he did it again. And again.
Finally settling his mouth more firmly against her lips, Gia heard the moan,
felt it come from her own throat. She gave in, pressing her body more firmly
against his, exactly where she wanted to be. 


The kiss turned heated, lighting off like fireworks on the
.Fourth of July. The soft tender kiss was gone, replaced by passion. He pressed
back, seeming to try to push their bodies closer together. She barely kept from
lifting a leg and wrapping it around his waist. His hands closed around her,
cruising down her back to settle lower, right on the round globes of her ass,
before pulling her even more tightly against him. 


She could feel his erection pressing against her belly. That
surprised her, as did this whole situation. Josh had never thought of her that
way. She wasn't his type. Deb was. 


That thought sent ice rushing through her with guilt
trailing hot on its heels. She pushed him away, managing only to mutter,
"No" as no other words could get past the restriction of her throat. 


Josh stumbled back, falling against the bed he'd recently
been lying on, sucking in deep gulps of air. After a couple minutes, he started
to mumble.


"I'm sorry. God, I didn't mean... I never meant to...
I'm so sorry Gia. Shit. Fuck. I don't know how that even..."


"Never mind. You've been riled up all day, and the
tattoo caused an adrenaline rush. I'm sure this was a product of that mood.
After all, in eight years you've never once kissed me. I promise not to take it
personally." 


She forced a smile she didn't feel, and stood on still
shaking knees. She grabbed her wipes and cleaned his arm one more time. She
rubbed ointment on it, refusing to look him in the eyes. After she had it
covered, she handed him her standard sheet of paper with aftercare
instructions.


"Call me or come by if you have any questions or wonder
if it's healing right." 


Josh grabbed his shirt, yanking it over his head inside out.
He slipped his Birks back on and walked toward the door where she waited,
trying to keep that pleasant smile in place. 


At the door, he stopped, facing her and waiting until she
finally looked up into his eyes. God, was that a mistake. 


"Gia, I really didn't mean for that to happen. Not
ever."


"I know Josh. I meant what I said. I won't take it to
mean anything. I know it didn't. You love Deb. So, we'll just chalk this up to
a shitty day and forget it ever happened."


She gritted her teeth, forcing one more smile, hoping it was
enough to fool him. It must have worked because he nodded silently, pinched his
lips together and left. Gia locked the door behind him, turned off the lights
and made it all the way to her car before her legs collapsed into so much
jelly.
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Friday night Josh was out walking. He'd had a late meeting,
working until almost nine-thirty and he was exhausted. It had been a long,
strenuous day. Productive, but he was still exhausted. Once again he found
himself thinking about Gia. More specifically about that kiss. He'd wondered,
on many occasions, what it would feel like to kiss her. To feel her curvy body
pressed against his. He'd always suspected that the fire she displayed so
proudly in all other areas of her life would carry over into the bedroom. 


He stopped outside the little tavern in the Village,
debating for all of ten seconds before deciding he didn't want to go in. He
didn't want to go home either. He kept walking, trying to deny the truth. He
wanted to see Gia. 


By the time he made it to her shop, it was after ten and
they were closing up. He watched while the girl who worked at the front desk
cleaned up, flipping the sign to Closed and the neon lights off. He looked in
the door, seeing Gia wave to the other artist that worked in the shop and the
desk girl as they headed out the back. 


She looked amazing, as always. Her hair was purple today.
She must have redone it. The braid was still hanging down her back, but long
pieces swept the sides of her cheeks, escaping their confines. She wore a black
T-shirt with some sort of skull pattern across the front in white. A short
black skirt with silver buckles and those knee high socks she was so fond of
with black and white stripes going around them. Her skirt was short enough to
offer a tantalizing glimpse of bare thigh above the socks. Before he could
think better of it, he opened the door, just as Gia turned heading over to lock
it up for the night. 


She froze mid-stride when she saw him, surprise clear in her
wide hazel eyes. After a moment she gave him that snarky little grin. 


"Twice in four days. To what do I owe the pleasure? Is
something wrong with your arm?"


"Nope, arm's fine."


She waited a beat for him to continue. When he kept silent
she finally asked, "Then why are you here?"


He walked toward her rather than answering, taking slow,
measured steps, giving her a chance to run if she wanted to. Or even to simply
tell him to stop. 


She didn't.


He heard her breath catch as he got closer, felt the sigh
shudder out against his neck as he stopped an inch from touching her. 


"Tell me no, Gia. Tell me that you don't want me and
I'll leave."


She shook her head from side to side, but no words came from
her parted lips.


"Say it. Say you don't want this or I'm going to kiss
you now. And once I start, I don't intend to stop. Not this time."


Instead of words, she grabbed onto his shirt, making little
fists against his chest, and pulled his lips to hers. 


He was lost. All rational thought fled, his mind became
totally focused on the feel of her lush body pressed firmly against his. The
kiss was a battle of wills, a dueling of tongues, both fighting for control.
His shaft strained against his slacks, the dress fabric of his suit doing nothing
to contain his raging erection. 


He wanted her. More than he could remember ever wanting any
woman. All the dominance, the power that Josh fought down on a daily basis
surged to the fore. In this he would not be passive, not with her. He was in
control and he would prove it to her. 


He pulled his head away, scanning quickly for the nearest
hard surface he could find. They were standing right next to one of the tattoo
beds. He spun her around, backing her up until her ass bumped the edge. He met
her mouth, this time more forcefully, nipping and sucking on her lips. When she
whimpered, he took that as agreement. He lifted her slightly, setting her onto
the bed, shoving hard at her shoulders until she lay back. 


Normally he was a gentle, considerate lover, taking time to
prepare his partner, making sure she reached climax before he did. Not tonight,
not with Gia. He needed to take her. Hard and fast. 


He leaned over, sucking her nipples through her shirt,
biting down gently, then a little harder when he found them already erect. 


"Your body says you want this. If I reach between your
legs will I find you wet?"


She moaned, a little whimper escaping her throat. He felt
his cock leap in response. "Answer me, Gia. Are you wet?"


He trailed his hands gently down her legs, past the edge of
her skirt, softly teasing the backs of her knees before sliding them up the
inside of her thighs. She tossed her head from side to side, but still didn't
answer his question. 


He trailed his hands higher, pushing her skirt up as he
went, stopping when his thumbs rested at the apex of her slightly parted
thighs. Pushing them open further and moving to stand between them, he waited.
Still no words. 


"Do you want me to stop?"


Her hips lifted, bumping into the air, her body wiggling,
trying to get closer to his hands. He kept them firmly against her thighs,
letting his thumbs softly tease the silky triangle of red lace between her
legs. 


He could smell her arousal. See it in every move and wiggle.
But he wanted to hear her say the words. 


"Tell me if you're wet, or I will stop. Are you ready
for me? Do you want me inside you?"


After another little whimper, she finally blurted out,
"Yes! God yes. Please, Josh."


He grabbed the strings of her lace panties and pulled,
tugging them down her legs and throwing them off to the side. Finally she was
bare to him. He could see the folds of her sex glistening with moisture. He
wanted to bury his tongue there, taste every delicious inch of her, but he knew
he'd never be able to hold off, and he desperately needed to fuck her. Tasting
would have to wait for another time. 


He slipped one finger inside, finding her soaked and more
than ready. A second finger joined the first, thrusting in and out, three rapid
pumps. Her hips lifted, a little shuddering breath in and out as her fingers
dug into the vinyl of the bed.        


Tugging loose his belt and slacks, he shoved his pants down
to his knees. The cool air against his member did nothing to ease the ache.
This wouldn't last long.


He grabbed her hips, pulling her forward, lining her up with
the edge of the bed, plunging into her in one deep thrust. She cried out, her
voice roughened with arousal. Her little noises of pleasure, combined with the
wet heat of her on his cock, were more than he could stand. He thrust, hard and
fast, driving into her almost violently, his hands leaving bruises on her hips
as he gripped her, holding her still. She wrapped her legs around his waist,
using her muscles to pull him even closer. Meeting his every thrust with one of
her own. 


He leaned forward, changing the angle and adding a little
twist on the upstroke. He was close to the edge and he wanted to see her come
first. He reached up with his left hand to flick and pull at her nipple. Even
through the shirt, it was enough. She shattered, a guttural scream echoing in
the empty shop. He felt her pussy clench, the muscles squeezing him, driving
him over that peak. He felt the zipping sensation start at the base of his
spine, burning a path to his balls as the first spurt shot out. He threw his
head back and roared out his pleasure. 


 


The sound of his own moan woke Josh from his dream. He was
still thrusting his hips against the sheet. He could almost feel her wet heat
against his shaft. As his mind began to wrap around the fact that he was at
home, in his own bed, not at the shop inside Gia, he let out a groan. He was so
fucking hard it hurt. He started to move, to head into the shower to relieve
the pressure, when he realized he'd never make it. His hips were still moving
of their own volition, trying to fuck someone that wasn't even there. Unable to
resist, he flung off the blankets, shoved his boxers down, freeing his aching
erection. He wrapped his fist around his cock, that little contact almost
setting him off. One tug. Two. On the third his orgasm hit, hard and fast,
shooting hot jets of come up his belly and chest. 


He lay there, half passed out as the pleasure subsided. He
should be embarrassed. Getting so turned on by a dream that he couldn't even
wait to get to the bathroom to jack off. 


He should be humiliated, having a wet dream about a woman
that wanted nothing to do with him. She wouldn't even acknowledge that he'd
kissed her, let alone that she'd felt any of the passion that he'd felt. He
hadn't wanted to stop. He'd wanted the dream he'd just had to become a reality.



He should feel guilty. Really guilty. Desiring, dreaming
about, a woman who was not his fiancée. 


What he felt was fucking fantastic. 


He couldn't remember the last time he had been able to
really let go like that. Even when he masturbated it was controlled, calm. He
thought back to the dream, to the feeling of chaos raging through him. He
wanted to lose control, and in his dream he knew he could. Gia would not only
accept that roughness, but would revel in it. She would respond in kind. With
passion and energy. Desire, heat, strength... she would feed the chaos, let him
dominate her, take her. She would use her body not only to sate him, but to
please herself. At least, his dream Gia would. He was pretty sure the real Gia
would simply shove him away, or maybe slap him. 


He knew he should have been dreaming about Deb, but she was
as pristine and controlled in the bedroom as she was everywhere else. Their sex
life was fine, they were compatible and they both managed to orgasm when they
had sex. Like everything else in their life it was pleasant. Easy. But she
would never even want to know about some of his fantasies, let alone act them
out. They would scare the hell out of his soon-to-be wife. 


Shrugging off his thoughts, and the last lingering feelings
of pleasure, Josh turned off the alarm clock and headed into the shower to get
cleaned up. He was meeting his parents and Deb at the club this morning for
tennis and brunch. Rubbing his hand across his jaw, he couldn't help but think
that he'd much rather go down to his basement and beat the shit out of his
punching bag. 
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Gia finished closing up shop, locking the front door and
pulling the blinds. She waved goodbye to Billy as he headed out the back, then
grabbed her purse from behind the counter. She pulled her keys out and headed
out the back door as well, flipping the last of the lights and locking the door.
She thought about grabbing her car, but The Tavern was just a few blocks down.
Deciding to walk, she cut through the alley to the front of the buildings. She
loved night time here in the Village. This was the old section of Fair Oaks.
Its kitschy vibe had called to her immediately. There had never been any doubt
as to where she wanted to open up her shop. When a small clothing store had
decided to close their doors, she had immediately made an offer to buy the
shop. Luckily, being a business major held some weight with the banks. She'd
put together her proposal, had Deb do a quick once-over, and handled as much of
the initial business by phone as possible. By the time she met with the loan
specialist, their reaction to her appearance had been almost negligible. It
probably helped that she'd worn long sleeves, removed the nose ring, and worn
highly subdued makeup for the meeting. She knew how to look professional when
it was warranted. And she had really wanted that loan! 


Now, three years later, she was turning a good business. She
would never be a millionaire, but she made enough to pay her bills, her
employees, and even save a little. That was more than she'd had growing up.
And, she was doing it on her own terms. She was even starting to look for
another artist to come in part time. Billy had another full time job and could
only work weekends. She needed one more part time artist, but she was really
picky and so far she hadn't seen anyone whose work she liked well enough to
hire. 


She reached The Tavern, smiling a little at the number of
people still out and about. It was ten at night. Most places, people were home
in bed by now, but the Village was still hopping. She took a deep breath before
heading into the bar, taking a minute to steady herself before facing Deb and
the others. They were meeting for drinks, to discuss some details about the
wedding. Gia was pretty sure one of those details was going to be an
ass-chewing over Josh's new tattoo. 


Once inside, it took a minute for her eyes to adjust to the
bar's lighting. When she spotted Kelly waving at her, she smiled and headed
that direction. As she got closer, she was surprised to see Shannon's boyfriend
Scott, as well as Josh and Blake. Mentally shrugging her shoulders she marched
over, greeting everyone as she set her purse in the only empty chair. 


"Hey guys. So, no wedding plans?"


Kelly shook her head. "We saved you a seat. The guys
were here when we showed up and we decided that a night of drinking sounded
like a lot more fun. We haven't done this in a while."


Gia smiled, "Works for me. Hey Josh, how's your
shoulder doing?"


Deb looked at Josh, who was making a little grimace at Gia.
"What happened to your shoulder, Josh?" Deb asked.


With a raised eyebrow, Gia waited for the answer. She had no
idea why or how, but clearly Deb knew nothing about the tattoo yet. It occurred
to her then that Josh was wearing a work shirt with the sleeves rolled up,
carefully keeping them at mid forearm. If you didn't know he was hiding
something, you'd probably think nothing of it, since he wore suits most of the
time anyway. 


"Oh, I got hit with a tennis ball at the club on
Tuesday. Nothing major, really. I was still kind of sore and rubbing at it when
I bumped into Gia."


"Oh, bumped into her at the club?" Deb asked.


"Yes, because I frequent the club so regularly,"
Gia popped off sarcastically. 


"No, at the coffee shop here in the .Village. I was
grabbing some coffee before I headed back to the restaurant." Josh was
referring to the original site, and now corporate offices, for the
international restaurant chain his family owned. 


"Oh, well, is it all right now?"


"Probably still sore, by the way it looked Tuesday, but
it should be fine in another few days." Gia said, smirking at Josh. She
grabbed her wallet out of her purse. "I'm going to get a drink. Anyone
else need anything?"


A couple of people tossed out drink orders as Gia made a
mental note of what to get. Josh stood as she turned to go.


"I'll go with you. Help you carry things back. I need a
drink anyway."


Gia shrugged, walking toward the bar. She waited patiently
while they placed the order, laughing when Josh eyed the Amber Bock they had on
tap and then ordered a martini instead. He turned to her with a questioning
look at her laugh.


"I'll take an Amber Bock too, please," she told
the bartender. 


"I thought you didn't drink," Josh said. 


"I don't usually. I figured if I got the beer you could
sneak sips when no one was looking, lawyer boy."


"Huh?"


"Well, I saw you eyeing the tap when he poured the last
one, but you ordered a martini. So, do you hide everything from Deb, or just
the fun stuff?"


"Yeah, about that... thanks for not ratting me out. I
just haven't seen her much the last couple days. It's been hectic at work. I'll
tell her, but not here."


"Not my business. You tell her whatever you want. She's
marrying you, not me. But, I gotta say, you should've ordered the beer, at
least. It's probably going to suck rocks if you can't even come home and enjoy
your guilty pleasure once she moves in permanently." She smirked at him,
watching his discomfort as he shrugged his shoulders and looked away. Served
him right. "I'm betting there's at least a six pack hiding behind the
fifty year old Scotch you keep for Daddy, right?"


Josh turned and glared at her, his blue eyes shooting fire.
She just kept grinning, finally wiggling her eyebrows at him. At last he
laughed. 


"Yes, I have beer in a small fridge I keep in my
basement. Deb used to drink beer on occasion too, but now it is apparently
'uncivilized'. She knows I have it, but I don't rub it in her face.
Happy?"


"Always. But, I do take great pleasure in breaking your
unshakeable calm, lawyer boy."


At her teasing comment, his eyes got hot, shooting out a
whole different type of fire now. With that one look, she was reminded of that
stupid kiss from the other night. The one she swore she would forget. Yeah
right, like that was going to happen.


Josh leaned closer, his eyes staring straight into hers. He
was doing a damn fine job of convincing her he could actually see into her soul.
With his lips just a couple inches from her ear he whispered, just loud enough
she could barely make out the words. "If anyone could break the calm, Gia,
it would definitely be you."


While she was still trying to recover her breath, he scooped
up three of the drinks and headed back to the table.


She slowly grabbed the rest and turned to follow. She pushed
all thoughts of Josh out of her mind and enjoyed the evening with friends. She
flirted with a couple of cute guys, played a little bit of pool, even danced
with a couple of the single guys there. All in all it was a great evening. She
just had to ignore the fact that she really wanted to kiss her friend’s fiancé.



 


It was after one by the time Gia left the bar. Since it was
so late, Blake walked her home before heading off to his own house across town.
Once she made it into her house, locked the door and crashed on her bed, she
let the barriers fall. She tried to sort out when and why everything had seemed
to change between them. It didn't seem possible that the constant attraction
she'd felt had finally made itself known to Josh after eight years of sniping
at each other. She'd always been able to push his buttons, but not in a sexual
way. Not that she'd ever really tried. Gia was known to be a little bit of a
wild child. She was loud, flamboyant, a ‘do what I want and to hell with you’
kind of girl. Always had been. She'd had her share, or more than her share, of
lovers although not nearly as many as everyone else thought. She had very
deliberately kept her feelings for Josh a secret, buried deep beneath layers of
sarcasm and attitude. Often she was even able to keep them from herself. So,
how had he picked up on her desire for him? 


This had to be about more than just that tattoo. More than
just the kiss. Why had he kissed her in the first place? Was she sending off
some sort of vibe, some pheromone that let him know she wanted him? She
wouldn't do that intentionally, especially not now that he and Deb were
engaged. That made no sense. Never, in all her flirtations had she made a play
for a guy who was taken, let alone by one of her friends. Unless, the fact that
he was engaged, and clearly off limits made him somehow more appealing? No, she
had her issues, but she wasn't that screwed up. So, what was she doing
differently that was making him flirt with her, kiss her, tease her? Whatever
it was, she had to figure it out and put a stop to it. 



* * * *


Josh was losing his mind. He had almost kissed Gia up at the
bar tonight. Again! Right in front of his fiancée and all his friends. What the
hell was wrong with him? 


He scrubbed his hand over his face, feeling the stubble he
hadn't taken time to shave off before heading to the bar. He had planned to go
and play some darts and pool with a couple of his buddies. He hadn't known that
Deb and the girls would be there. How screwed up was that? He hadn't even known
what her plans had been for the evening. The guilt that he should have felt
over that hotter than hell dream of Gia was finally kicking in. He was a bastard.
A selfish, careless bastard. He had been so caught up in his own little pity
party that he hadn't even asked Deb what she was doing tonight. Not that she'd
asked him either. He was beginning to wonder if this was what the marriage
would be like. Two people, living together, yet having totally separate lives. 





A quick flash of coming home to his wife, dressed in black
leather, waiting for him on the sofa with a beer in hand, popped into his head.
He let the scene play out in his mind. She stripped off his tie, yanked the
buttons off his shirt, playing the dominatrix as she shoved him back against
the wall. He let her have her way for a while before spinning her around and
pinning her hands above her head. Long, deep kisses gave way to nips and bites,
rubbing his beard across her neck, leaving a red trail as he marked her. Her
cries of pleasure as he took her right there in the hall, never even removing
her crotchless panties he was in such a hurry to be inside her. When he looked
down into hazel eyes, framed by black and pink streaked hair, Josh knew he was
screwed. He should be seeing Deborah. 


Peeling off his clothes as he headed up to bed, Josh made
himself a promise. Tomorrow he would go see Deb. They would talk, he would
apologize for being so selfish, for not even asking what she was doing. He
couldn't apologize for the dreams he'd been having. To tell her would only hurt
her unnecessarily. But, he promised himself that he would stop. He would work
harder to be a better fiancé. Learn to be a better husband. And he would stop
fantasizing about Gia. 


Unfortunately, the promise his conscious mind made never
made it to his subconscious. Her long black hair, lush breasts, curvy hips and
ass all made an appearance in his dreams again that very night. 
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A couple weeks later it was hot. Steamy, sweaty, raunchy
hot. Sacramento was usually warm this time of year, it was August after all,
but this was a weird hot. It was mid afternoon and it was in the upper nineties
and about sixty percent humidity that felt more like one hundred percent. If
she'd lived in the Midwest, she would have called this tornado weather. 


She'd had very few customers in her shop today, most people
doing something to keep cool rather than heading into town. And if they were
here, they were eating ice cream, not getting a tattoo. She'd already sent
Jasmine and Billy home. So, when Kelly called and said there was a group of
them heading to the river that afternoon, Gia decided to close up shop early
and go with them.  


They all met up at Kelly's. She lived in a townhouse right
on the edge of the Village, two doors down from Gia's. Since Gia really didn't
drink, plus she owned a jeep, she got elected as one of the drivers. Kelly was
the other. They could have walked down to the river from where Gia lived, but
the wider, sandier part they preferred was about fifteen minutes away.


     There were eight of them total. Kelly, Debbie, Shannon
and Gia as well as Blake, Josh, Scott and a friend of Blake and Josh's named
Devon, or Dev. They split into pairs, Kelly and Blake riding with Deb and Josh.
Everyone else piling into Gia's jeep. Gia breathed a sigh of relief that Josh
and Deb were taking the other car. 


Once they loaded up, they were off to the river. By
four-thirty they were there and unloaded. Everyone started peeling off clothes,
slathering on sunscreen and racing into the water. Kicking off her sandals, Gia
was one of the last, still putting her keys away and tucking her purse under
the umbrella. She pulled off her shirt and shorts then turned, surprised to see
Josh standing there with his shirt still on. Since they were the only two left
on the sand, she felt she could speak freely. And, she knew why he wasn't in
the water yet. 


"It's healed enough to go in, ya know. Make sure you
coat it with a layer of sunscreen and wash it really well when you get home,
but it's been over two weeks, you're fine to swim. Besides, it's too fuckin'
hot not to."


"Yeah, I'm not worried about that."


"Then why are you still up here? Want to borrow my
sunscreen?" Gia tossed it over to him then turned and reached for her hat.
At his hiss of breath, she turned and looked at him. He looked... strange. He
stared at her, his eyes roving over her, head to toe. 


"Okay, I know I'm not as skinny as they are, but I've
never had any complaints, so quit staring at me. And I know it's not about the
ink. You've seen most of it before, and now you have one of your own."


"You're not fat, Gia, don't be stupid," he growled
at her.


"I'm not stupid, dumbass." All of a sudden it
dawned on her why he was still standing there. She couldn't stop the laugh that
bubbled up at her realization. "You haven't told her, have you? Deb
doesn't know you have a tat."


Now he glared at her, no longer taking in her body, just
staring straight into her eyes, all pissed off and pouting like a petulant
child.


"No, I haven't shown her yet."


"Now, how the hell did you manage that. I mean, I know
she has her own place still, but seriously, it's not a little tattoo, Josh. How
could she not see it when you're doin' the nasty? Unless, wait, are you a shirt
on kind of guy?"


This time he didn't even bother with words, just growled at
her, a low menacing sound. Which sent Gia off into fits of laughter. 


"So, that's a yes. I don't see why. Having recently
seen that torso, I can easily attest to the fact that you have nothing to be
shy about. Or maybe you guys are a lights off kind of couple. Nobody can see
anything. Am I right?"


His temper finally snapping, Josh stepped up to Gia, leaning
over her in an obvious attempt to seem threatening. "I am not embarrassed,
as I thought I'd already proven when I stripped in your shop. And I don't need
the lights off. I like to see what I'm doing, where I'm touching. See the
reactions I'm causing with my lips and my tongue. See everything, including the
look of pleasure when I bury my cock inside her."


Licking her suddenly dry lips, it took two tries before she
could make her voice work. If she didn't know better, she would swear he was
talking about her, not Deb. Standing up on her toes, bringing her face closer
to level with his, she went nose to nose with him. She refused to be cowed, and
she damn sure wouldn't let him know what his words were doing to her.
"Well then, how is it that she hasn't seen it yet?"


Josh's head snapped back. He took one step, then another
backward, away from Gia. "Because, we haven't exactly done the 'nasty', as
you put it, since I got the work done."


Gia was shocked. Truly, completely stunned. There is no way
she could keep her hands off a man like that for almost three full weeks. Three
full hours seemed like too long. Three days... forget it. 


With a casual shrug and a wicked smirk, she said,
"Well, that explains so much. You're sexually deprived. How long had it
been before the tat? You know, sexual frustration can make you do some very
foolish things. Oh, and I need to make sure to get Deb a really good BOB for
her shower gift. If you're not taking care of business she definitely needs a
battery operated boyfriend. There is no way I could go three weeks without
rubbin' one out. I'm more of an everyday sort of girl." 


Leaving him standing there with his mouth hanging open, Gia
strolled down to the water. She lifted one arm, pushing her hat further down on
her head and added an extra little swing to her hips as she walked. Being hard
up definitely explained the hard on a few weeks ago. Not to mention all the
flirting he'd been doing. She figured the extra wiggle might be just exactly
what he needed. 


As she waded out into the water she grinned, thinking of the
fireworks about to start when Deb caught sight of the tattoo. When she heard
splashing behind her she turned, just in time to see Josh diving at her in a
full body tackle.



* * * *


As she came up sputtering, her hair hanging in wet strands
sticking to her face, Josh felt infinitely better. He'd already been aroused
just by the sight of her in a bikini. Her taunting and his little description
of sex had made him hard as a damn fence post. A situation that was made worse
by the visual he'd had of her 'rubbin' one out'. Since he knew there was no
real way to hide the evidence of his desire, getting into the water as quickly
as possible had seemed like a great idea. Taking her down a peg in the process
had been even better. 


"Josh, damn you! Now I have sunscreen running into my
eyes. And where's my hat?" She yelled all this as she frantically wiped
beneath her eyes, trying to stop her makeup from running. 


Grinning from ear to ear, Josh scooped up her very wet hat,
still full of water, and plopped it unceremoniously onto her head. "There
you go, sweetheart, is that what you wanted?"


The splashing had drawn the attention of their friends, and
the yelling had only made it worse. It finally occurred to Josh that they had
an audience. 


This was confirmed when Deb squealed, "Georgia Ann
McClellan, what on earth did you do to my fiancé?"


In his rush to get into the water, Josh had actually
forgotten about the tattoo. He'd stripped off his shirt, throwing it in the
sand while he ran. Now he looked at Deb, seeing the absolute horror in her
eyes. 


"Now Deb, she didn't..." Josh began only to be
interrupted by Georgia. 


"Nothing he didn't want me to."


"What are you talking about? There is no way that he
would decide to get a tattoo at thirty years old, right before our wedding. He
is just not that type. He's a lawyer, for heaven's sake. Did you get him drunk?
Was this some sort of bet with you and he lost? You two have been griping at
each other for years. I know you did this, Gia. I recognize your handiwork when
I see it." 


Gia opened her mouth to answer but Deb cut her off, continuing
her rant before Gia could get a word in. "Don't you even try to deny that
you did this."


"I wasn't going to deny anything. I was simply going to
say thank you. But this wasn't a bet, sweetie. Josh came into my shop, asked
for a tattoo, and persisted when I called the bullshit card. After a half hour
of convincing me, I finally agreed to do it. That was almost three weeks ago.
So, instead of bitching at me, why don't you have a chat with your man."


With an evil little grin and a small finger wave at Josh,
Gia headed over to talk to Kelly and Scott who had been silently watching the
little scene unfold. Sucking in a deep breath, Josh turned to face a now
furious Deborah.


"I can explain." Josh said as Deborah walked
closer to him. 


"I'm listening." 


Josh searched his brain, trying to find anything that would
make sense to her, trying to find words to explain what he was feeling, without
hurting her feelings. He had nothing. "Okay, I can't explain. But, I
really didn't lose a bet. I asked her to do this, even after she told me she
wouldn't, so don't be mad at Gia. I'm sorry."


"You know, you've been sorry an awful lot lately. It
feels like I never see you, and when I do you're apologizing for something. Why
don't you stop it and just tell me what's really going on?"


Josh hung his head, completely shamed by his own behavior.
She was absolutely right. "I'm sorry for that too, Deb. Look, you're
right, we need to talk. But not here, not today. Let's just try to relax and
enjoy this afternoon with our friends and we'll talk tomorrow. Okay?"


She seemed to consider for a moment, and Josh waited
quietly. He knew she would never cause a scene, not really. The only reason she
had even commented on the tat was out of shock. Finally, she nodded, pasting an
obviously forced smile onto her lips. She leaned in and kissed his cheek.
"Fine, we'll talk tomorrow." 


[bookmark: c6]Chapter 6


Gia had been standing with Kelly, Scott and Dev watching to
see if either member of the unflappable couple finally broke and lost their
temper. When Deb softly kissed his cheek, Kelly echoed her own thoughts.


"Well, that was a bit disappointing. Watching him
tackle you was the highlight of that little show, and you already knew about
the tattoo." With a little shrug of her shoulders Kelly looked at Gia. 


"So, why exactly did he tackle you? Were you being a
bitch again?"


Feeling just a tad bit ashamed of her behavior, Gia simply
turned her ire on her friend, glaring back at her. "I'm never a bitch. I
just refuse to let Mr. Perfect and Proper get away with his holier than thou
behavior."


"Uh huh. So, you were being a bitch."


With a sigh, Gia finally admitted, "Maybe I just poked
at him a little more than I should. He's just always so stuffy. I like him so
much better when he's pissed off and... real."


"You like him better that way, but does Debbie? Or Josh
for that matter. Does he like it better when you push him until he snaps?"


Gia thought about it for a while, trying to be honest with
both Kelly and herself. "Yeah, Kell, I think he does. He's always so
uptight. When I push him, argue with him, prod until he finally breaks, I think
it's a kind of therapy for him. A chance to just be. Without judgment. Everyone
can blame me, not him." 


Kelly tossed her head from side to side, pondering that for
a second. "Maybe. I guess it kind of makes sense. Did he really ask you to
do that tattoo?"


"Yeah. It was totally weird. He just waltzed into my
shop, bold as you please, told me he wanted a tattoo. I thought he was shitting
me, or trying to get me in trouble with Deb. It took him almost thirty minutes
to convince me he was serious." 


"Huh. Well, maybe there's more to the lawyer than meets
the eye," Dev said.


Shannon and Blake walked up behind them, Blake joining in on
the conversation. "Trust me, you have no idea."


"What do you mean?" asked Dev.


"Nothing really. Just that Josh is a prime example of
that expression 'still waters run deep'. There's a lot more going on than
people see."


"That's why I razz him all the time," Gia said.
"He's just... more fun when he's not being so stiff."


"Yeah, he is. But, the stiff is more comfortable for
him. How much do you know about his family? He has been on the same exact path
his entire life. Since he was born, basically. Grow up and attend all the
proper private schools. Go to the best colleges, get a law degree. Come in and
manage the expansion of the company. Marry the right wife, have two point three
children, raise them to follow in your footsteps. He has always been the
perfect son, living up to every expectation." 


Suddenly Gia felt guilty for giving Josh so much grief.
"I always knew he had a life plan. I just never realized it wasn't his
plan. I don't know too much about family pressure, but I can't imagine it's
much fun." With a glance over at Josh and Deb talking quietly on the
beach, she let out a deep sigh. "You'd think after eight years he might've
at least mentioned it. Maybe I should just leave him alone." 


She glanced over at Kelly who just shrugged silently.
Glanced quickly at the rest of the people standing with them. Apparently they
were all in agreement. "Okay, okay. I'll be nice to him. Even when he's
being a stuffed prick."


Kelly laughed, "Yeah, I think that's easier said than
done for you, Gia. But good luck with that."


They all kind of laughed before Dev, who had made his way
back up to the sand while they talked, came back with a blow up beach ball. As
they all spread out, tossing the ball back and forth, even Deb and Josh came
out and joined them. After awhile, the beach ball gave way to chicken fights.
All in all, laughter was the pervading mood.


 


As the sun set, the group, now thoroughly waterlogged and
much cooler, headed back up to the sand. They started a small fire in one of
the rock circles someone had built, pulling out marshmallows and old wire
hangers. S'mores and a few glasses of wine started to mellow everyone out. The
two couples sat framing Gia and Shannon leaving the girls together in a kind of
cluster around the fire. As the wine started to flow more freely, giggles
erupted between Shannon and Kelly. 


Wanting to be in on the joke, Gia elbowed Shannon gently.
"What's so funny? I'm always up for a good laugh."


"Not funny, not really. Just sort of..." Shannon
trailed off into another giggle.


"Okay, now I have to know. It's not often that you
giggle. What are you two talking about?"


Finally Kelly crawled around Shannon to whisper into Gia's
ear. "She was just telling me that she wished she had the nerve to get
nipple rings like you have."


Gia looked at Shannon. Even in the firelight you could tell
her cheeks were beet red. Whether it was the wine or embarrassment, Gia had no
idea. "Come on by my shop anytime and I'll take care of that for
you."


"Oh no. I could never do that. That's the point. I just
wish I could." She waited just a pause before asking quite loudly,
"Didn't it hurt?"



* * * *


The question and Gia's answering laugh was enough to
persuade Josh that he wanted in on the conversation. The others must have
agreed because before he could ask, Blake popped up with, "Didn't what
hurt?"


Kelly, who wasn't particularly shy to begin with, was just
buzzed enough to blurt, "Gia's nipple rings."


"Damn, Kell, find your filter!" Gia shouted.


Of their own accord Josh's eyes glued themselves to Gia's
breasts. Everyone else was laughing, but he was staring, trying to see through
the triangles of her bikini top. He heard the conversation going on around him,
yet he couldn't drag his eyes away.


"You really have nipple rings?" Dev asked. Gia
must have nodded or something because he continued, "That is hot as
hell."


"So, did it hurt?" Shannon asked. At least, he
thought it was Shannon, although he didn't look up to verify.


"Well, yeah, at first. Just like any piercing."
Gia answered. 


Was it his imagination or did her voice sound a little
breathier?


"So, then why'd you do it?" This was definitely
from Blake.


When Gia didn't answer right away Kelly blurted again.
"She says it feels amazing. You know, after it heals."


Were her nipples getting harder? Josh swore he could see
them starting to push against her top. Without lifting his eyes he asked,
"Is that true, Gia?"


Everyone got quiet, waiting for her answer. Now he knew her
nipples were tightening up. He could just see the outline of little rings
starting to take shape under her top. Finally he lifted his head, meeting her
eyes across the fire. "Well, is it?"


Finally she answered. "With the right partner, yes, it
can definitely enhance stimulation." It was a stock answer, one he was
sure she'd given to both women and men considering the piercing for themselves.
But now he was certain he wasn't imagining the change in her voice. It was
deeper, rougher than normal. Gia was aroused. 


Luckily Blake spoke up. "Okay, too much stimulation for
me. I've been single too long, so unless you all want this to get embarrassing
we need to change the subject." 


A low laugh rumbled through the group, giving Josh the incentive
he needed to break eye contact with Gia. He looked over at Deb, saw her
watching him with a quiet, contemplative expression. He tried briefly to
picture her with nipple rings. The image was almost comical, but the humor
worked to help deflate the hard on he'd been sporting. He leaned in, kissing
Deb gently on the lips. When he tried to pull the kiss deeper, to ignite just a
spark of passion, she pulled away. No surprise there. She didn't like PDA's. 


"Josh," she whispered, "not in front of
everyone."


He smiled softly, kissed her nose, then leaned back to
participate in the conversation flowing around him. Deb was predictable.
Comfortable. So why was that damn tight feeling back in his skin?


[bookmark: c7]Chapter 7


A few days later, Josh was down in his basement working off
some excess energy when he heard a shout from his front door. 


"Yo, Josh. You here, man?"


"Yeah, Blake. Basement," he yelled back. 


He unwrapped his gloves, tossing them on the weight bench
and grabbed a towel. He wiped his face and was just reaching for a bottle of
water from the little fridge when Blake made it downstairs. After guzzling
about half the bottle, he nodded his head in greeting. 


"What's up? Want some water or a beer or
anything?"


Blake walked past Josh, grabbed a beer from the fridge and
tossed one to Josh as well.


"So, what the hell is going on with you and Gia?"
Blake asked.


Josh choked on his water, damn near spraying it out his
nose. When he managed to catch his breath again he only managed one word.
"What?"


Blake sighed. "Look, I think I'm the only one that
noticed, although maybe Deb did, I'm not sure. You couldn't take your eyes off
her. And I don't just mean the nipple rings, that's almost understandable
really, but even before that. I saw you looking at her all day. So... what's
going on with you and Gia?"


"Nothing, Blake, I swear." Josh debated for about
a second and a half before blurting out the truth. "Not really. I kissed
her the night she did my tattoo. She said no and pushed me away. That's it. So,
nothing's going on."


"You kissed her?"


Josh ran his hand over his face, shoving it through his
sweaty hair in a gesture of frustration. "Yeah. Stupid, but nothing else
happened. I didn't even know about the nipple rings until the lake the other
night. Proof that it was a kiss and nothing more."


"And she pushed you away?"


Josh nodded.


"Huh. That's not the vibe I was getting. It felt like
there was something more... mutual there."


Josh couldn't stop the tightening in his gut at that
thought.


"Josh, I hate to state the obvious, but you're engaged.
To someone else. Why are you kissing her? I mean, even once is too much. Was
this some latent curiosity or something? Even I can admit to wondering what
kind of fire was under there a time or two myself."


At the thought of Blake kissing Gia his stomach churned. He
wanted to beat the living shit out of his best friend. That was not a good
sign. 


"Hell, Blake." Josh shook his head deciding to
just dump it all on Blake. Maybe talking it out would help him make sense of
the mess he had inside him. "It's not just curiosity. Not even fucking
close. I have wanted her since about the minute I met her, despite the
differences between us. She's just never been interested in me. Then, a few
weeks ago, I'd had a crappy week at work, trying to open a new location in
Australia, permits, paperwork and my dad watching every move I make. I left
early Tuesday afternoon, came home and got my car, drove like a madman for
awhile and ended up right back in the Village staring at the front of
Adriana's. I pulled the car around the corner and started walking. Everything
felt wrong, like it was just squeezing too tight, ya know. I ended up in her
shop asking for a tattoo."


"I get that. You always did have your ways of breaking
loose. But, that still doesn't explain the kissing. The tattoo wasn't
enough?"


"No, it wasn't like that. Just being there I felt
better. Her shop is just like she is. A crazy riot of color everywhere,
chaotic. It should make you dizzy but it doesn't. It's just comfortable. As
soon as the needle hit my skin I felt... great. We talked. She's amazingly
'unsarcastic' when she's working. Unlike the rest of the time. The quiet, the
sound of the gun, the easy chat. It was incredible. Then, when it was done, I
was checking the tat in the mirror, then I turned around and there she was. She
was watching me with this crazy look on her face. I'd never seen it before. I
felt like I had to kiss her if I was going to keep breathing." 


Josh took a deep breath, realizing just how sappy and stupid
he sounded, even to his own ears. "So, I did. And she pushed me away. End
of story."


"And that's it. One measly kiss, one you mistakenly
thought she wanted, and now you stare at her anytime you think you can get away
with it?"


Josh nodded. "Yeah, that's about the size of it."


"I don't buy it Josh. Not unless it was a record
breaking, gut tearing, ball busting kiss. You've kissed lots of women, so have
I for that matter. There had to be more to it."


"Well, it was definitely a record breaking, gut
tearing, ball busting kiss. So damn much that I can't get her out of my mind.
She even makes a nightly appearance in my dreams." At Blake's shocked
expression, Josh laughed. "Guess you didn't expect that, did you?"


"Nightly appearance?"


"Yep, every fucking night. I haven't had Deb stay over
for fear of her hearing something, or worse."


"Damn. Okay... so what now?"


"What do you mean 'what now'?"


"What are you going to do about it?"


"I'm going to see a damn shrink and figure out a way to
get her out of my head. Or at least out of my dreams."


"Okay, that's one way. Here's another idea. Kiss her
again."


"What? I'm engaged as you so kindly reminded me. I'm
not kissing her again. What the hell are you talking about?"


"Hear me out. Look, I love Deb, you know I think the
world of her. She deserves better than this, better than you drooling after
another woman, let alone one of her friends. You said this was an amazing kiss,
better than any you've had. Well, that means one of two things. In my
experience, a great kiss, let alone a ball busting kiss, is felt by both
people. So, either you imagined this reaction and it wasn't really as good as
you think it was. Maybe heightened sensation from the adrenaline rush of the
tat or something. Or, it really was that good. Which means she felt it too.
Which also means, you have no business marrying Deborah."


Josh thought about what Blake said. It sounded insane, but
it actually made sense. In a twisted, ‘I'm dying for any excuse to kiss her
again’, kind of way. Had he imagined his response? Was it due to adrenaline? He
didn't think so. But, he also didn't think that Gia had felt the same thing.
She had pushed him away after all. Then promised to forget it, like it was no
big deal. Yet the other night at the beach, he knew she'd been aroused. Was it
just from talking about those tantalizing nipple rings or was it because she
knew he'd been staring? Was he nuts for even considering this? Undoubtedly. Yet
he was considering it. 


"Do you honestly think I should kiss her again? Blake,
I don't want to hurt Deb. She really does deserve better."


"Yes, I really think you should. Better isn't always
safer, Josh. For once, don't play it safe. Break away from that damn life plan
you have and do something not on the agenda. You and Deb have always seemed
like a perfect couple. If you are, then you should have no feelings for Gia or
anyone else. So, kiss her. See if it was real or imagined."


Josh pondered this for another minute, though it was really
more for show. He had already decided. He'd probably decided the instant Blake
mentioned it, maybe before. Apparently he was just waiting for permission from
someone. 


Pissed at his own weakness, his own need for approval, Josh
growled at Blake. "Fine, you're right. I'll kiss her. Now, get out. I need
to beat up this heavy bag a little while longer."


Without looking to see if he left, Josh wrapped his hands
back up and swung his fist at the bag hanging there. It was at least another
hour before he made it back upstairs to shower. His body was so tired and sore
he thought maybe, just maybe, he could sleep without the erotic dreams. 


He thought wrong.


[bookmark: c8]Chapter 8


Monday afternoon Gia was sitting in her shop, tucked into
the back room doing some necessary paperwork. She had to balance the credit
card sales, calculate tips and figure out what to pay each of her employees.
She also had to pay the bills so they would have power in the shop next week. 


Uugghh! She hated doing bills. She knew it was necessary and
always paid everything on time, she just dreaded it. She had a tendency to put
it off until the absolute last minute. 


Lost in thought, she almost jumped out of her skin when she
heard a knock on the front door of the shop. Wondering how anyone could
possibly know she was even in here, she about lost her footing when she saw
Josh. What the hell is he doing here?


As she opened the door, he answered at least one of her
questions without her having to ask.


"I saw your jeep out front. I know you're closed on
Mondays, so what are you working on in here?"


"Aahh... well, unfortunately, bills don't pay
themselves. Accounts don't balance themselves either, no matter how much I wish
it were so."


Josh laughed. "So, how did you ever get through school
as a business major? I was surprised you didn't do art or at least something
more creative."


"I took as many art classes as I could possibly squeeze
in. Business was a better bet for a degree. I think that's how I convinced the
bank to give me a loan to start this place." 


Turning to the nearest table, Gia hopped up, dangling her
legs over the edge. "So, I know you didn't come here to ask me about my
degree. What's up?"


"Well, I was actually planning to go to your house. I
only stopped here because of the jeep."


"My house? Why?"


"To see you."


"Okay, now you see me. Again I ask, what's up?"


Josh seemed to be considering his answer carefully, weighing
his words before he said them. This was that controlled manner that she hated
so much. Remembering her promise to try and be nicer, Gia did the best she
could. 


"Come on lawyer boy, just spit it out."



* * * *


That was it! He was tired of that damn nickname. He was a
man, not a boy, and he was a lot more than some fucking lawyer. Before he left
here tonight, she would know it.


He walked a step closer, then another. In one final step he
was standing right in front of her. Her legs were no longer swinging, instead
her knees were framing his waist. He saw the shock in her eyes, bringing a
quick grin to his face. Taking advantage of her surprise, he leaned in, his
lips a mere inch away from hers. 


He whispered, "I'm here for this," a millisecond
before closing his lips firmly over hers. He felt her suck in a breath, her body
tensing for just a moment before sinking into the kiss. When her body melted,
her hands cruising up his chest to twine into his hair, he almost crowed with
joy. She wasn't unaffected by his kiss. Whatever it was that made her stop the
first time, she had felt something. 


As a small moan whispered between their mouths, causing
another quick smile. He leaned in and bit her lip before sucking it into his
mouth to soothe the sting. For a moment, Gia went rigid. Then she planted her
mouth against his, pressing hard, nipping his lips then thrusting her tongue
into his mouth. 


He wanted to touch everywhere, kiss every inch of her body.
Josh ran his hands down her sides, hooking his thumbs under her T-shirt.
Tearing his mouth away from hers he tugged, lifting the shirt up above her
breasts. When she raised her arms he kept right on going, tossing the shirt
somewhere across the room. 


She was sitting before him, wearing a satin polka dot bra
that barely contained her full breasts. He leaned in, burying his face in her
cleavage, licking and nipping. "I want to see your nipple rings."


"I'll show you mine if you show me yours." 


She leaned forward unbuttoning his shirt, one button at a
time, kissing each little piece of skin she exposed. His cock jumped, straining
the zipper of his slacks. Desperate to get that bra off her, he yanked his
shirt from his pants, ripping it off, his undershirt following close behind. 


"Your turn," he said on a groan. When she didn't
move fast enough to please him he grabbed the top of the bra, pulling down
until her breasts were free. Then he looked his fill. Her nipples were small
and dark pink in color, contrasting with her pale white skin. The tips were
tight, pointing out, teasing him. And in each tip was a silver ring. 


He needed his mouth on those breasts. Now. Closing his mouth
over one nipple, he sucked hard, pulling her deep. Gia moaned, arching into
him. One more long pull and he let it loose, flicking the ring with his tongue.
He swirled his tongue around the hoop, nipping at the tip with his lips, before
sucking her deep again. 


As her hips twisted, moving her closer to the edge of the
bed, he moved to the left side, giving that breast the same treatment. With the
last deep pull, Gia came unglued. 


She grabbed his head, digging her hands into his scalp
before fisting them in his hair and tugging. She brought his mouth back up to
hers, meeting him with a hard, hungry kiss. He pulled her tight against him,
feeling her softness press against the hard planes of his chest. She twisted her
hips again, grinding against his already aching shaft. His body responded, his
hips thrusting forward to meet her twists without any conscious thought on his
part. 


He could feel the heat of her body even through their
clothing. Pulling back, he shoved her hair off her neck, leaning in to suck and
nibble that sensitive column while he brought his other hand down, cupping her
sex. 


"Ah, fuck. You're wet. I can feel it through your damn
jeans." His already throbbing cock got even harder, silently demanding to
be inside her wet heat. 


"Yes," she moaned, grinding against his hand. 


He moved his lips up, sucking her earlobe into his mouth.
When he pulled away, he whispered, "Do you need me to make you come,
Gia?"


Again she moaned, "Yes. God, please."


At the sound of her plea, Josh pulled back trying to undo
her pants. He got the button loose and the zipper halfway down before she
pulled him against her for another heated battle of tongues.


This time she wrapped her legs around his back, using all
her strength to pull him into her. She writhed against him, pulling tighter,
then releasing a little and he could finally thrust against her. Josh had been
on the edge for days, needing release, needing to fuck her. He couldn't take
any more. Grabbing her hips he shoved against her, pressing his shaft against
her wet core, sliding up and down. The motion was as old as time, his body
didn't seem to care that they were both still clothed. 


He pressed harder, grinding his cock into her. Gia screamed,
throwing her head back as she cried out, twisting faster against him. 


He felt her nails dig into his shoulders, scratching a trail
down his back as she screamed out, "Yes. Oh, hell yeah!"


The little sting of pain as she tore at his back was enough
to bring on his orgasm. He felt the little ripple of pleasure right before the
first jet of come shot from him. He grit his teeth, too lost in his release to
even think about not hurting her, he squeezed her hips, thrusting against her
with all his strength as he rode out the best climax of his life.


     


When the haze of pleasure finally started to pull back, Josh
was surprised to find he was still standing. He'd been fairly certain he'd
blacked out for a minute. Sucking in another deep gulp of air, he leaned
forward resting his forehead against Gia's. He gently kissed her nose, bringing
his hand up to brush the hair off her cheek. 


He needed to say something. Ask her how she was. Get her
water or... something. He opened his mouth to ask if she was okay. What he
actually managed to say was, "Holy shit."


Gia laughed, a deep, rich chuckle that he felt rumble
through her. "Yep. That about sums it up. I don't remember the last time I
got off with my pants still on."


Now it was his turn to laugh. "Yeah, me neither. In
fact, I would go so far as to say never."


"Really? Now that's just sad. Everyone should have some
good sexual craziness in their lives."


"Well, this tops my list."


"So, is this really what you came here for? Cuz' if I'd
known, I might have taken my pants off first. Would've made things a little
easier. And probably less messy for you."


He looked deep into her eyes, trying to figure out if she
was being serious or just blowing this off with sarcasm. "Would you
really? If I'd told you I was coming over because the only thing I could think
about was seeing your nipple rings, would you have simply shown me?"


She cocked her head to one side, giving him a little smirk
and a flip response. "Well, you'll never know now, will you? But, you've
seen them anyway. Satisfied?"


"For now. What about you?"


She pushed him back far enough that she could hop off the
bed. The jiggle of her boobs, still pushed up by the bra underneath them made
his dick stir in the sticky heat of his pants. He almost groaned when she
tugged the bra into place before turning back to face him. 


She smirked at him. "For now. So, Josh. What is this
all about? You show up here, get a tat, kiss me then tell me to forget it. You
flirt with me at the beach, stare at my boobs when you hear I'm pierced then
pop in to kiss me again. Is this some sort of weird sexual experimentation?
Because you're supposed to do this when you're in college, not when you're an
adult and engaged to someone else."


She slipped her shirt over her head, grabbing his and
throwing it back to him while she spoke. He tugged it on, leaving it loose and
still mostly unbuttoned. Rather than answer her, he decided to ask his own
question. "Did it turn you on?" 


She cocked her head to one side and lifted one eyebrow in
answer. 


He chuckled. "Not right now. I already know the answer
to that. At the beach, when I was... flirting with you. When I looked at you.
Did it turn you on?" 


She looked at the wall behind his head, so he pressed.
"I know something did. I watched your nipples tighten and press against
your bikini top. Was that because you were talking about the rings... or
because I was looking."


Suddenly she seemed intent on straightening out her clothes.
He knew she was considering, debating what to tell him. Being a lawyer he knew
enough about stall tactics to recognize one when he saw it. Decision made she
finally looked back at him, meeting his eyes again. 


"You." 


"Good. Then we're even."


"Great... so what now?"


He searched his head for answers, trying to find an
explanation that she would find plausible and coming up short. Instead he said,
"I don't know."


She shrugged her shoulders at him, wearing that little smirk
he was so used to seeing. 


"Well, then let's chalk this up to an impulsive act by
a man driven to distraction by nipple rings."


Hearing the dismissal in her words, Josh turned to go. There
was more to say, lots more, but nothing she would believe, or even understand.
He stopped at the door, still searching for the words. He turned just in time
to see her back disappearing into her office door. Josh spun around and left,
feeling somehow defeated despite what had just happened.  



* * * *


Gia went back to her office. She had paperwork to finish and
she needed the distraction anyway. If she let herself, her mind would simply
replay every kiss, every touch of her little interlude with Josh. Either that
or she would tear herself apart with guilt. 


He was engaged. To one of her good friends. A warm, sweet,
kind hearted woman. And she was sitting here lusting over Deb's man. Awesome...
that was just perfect. 


As much as she wanted to believe that there was a reason
Josh had started seeking her out, started kissing her, started watching her
until she was so hot she soaked through the crotch of her swimsuit, she just
couldn't fathom what it was. She knew from their talk at the river that Josh
and Deb weren't all that sexually active right now. Maybe this was just sexual
frustration and she looked easy. It wouldn't be the first time someone had
mistakenly thought that. 


She rolled her eyes at her own thoughts. After all her years
of acting so brazen, flirting with everyone, dating constantly, was it any
wonder that people thought she was a little bit of a slut. The tattoos,
piercings and less than prudish attire probably didn't help matters. But she
wasn't easy. Not really. She could count on one hand the number of guys she'd
actually slept with. And there were just a few more that she'd been with in
other ways. That wasn't easy, was it? That was just being someone who truly
enjoyed sex. There was nothing wrong with that.


As she silently reassured herself, it finally occurred to
her that in this one case, she was in fact, easy. Josh had kissed her twice.
Sure, there were some pretty intense comments designed to rile a girl up, but
he had actually kissed her exactly twice. And the second time she was grinding
herself against him until they both shot off like horny teenagers. So much for
playing hard to get. And not only was she easy, she was screwing around with a
guy that was completely and totally taken. After all this time, after all the
guys she had turned down, she had just become Josh's dirty little secret. 


That was too much to handle. No matter how hot he was, no
matter how much she wanted to see him really let go, to see that wild side she
just knew was hidden under the surface, she was not going to do this again. 


They were not the type of people that belonged together and
she was not delusional enough to pretend otherwise. Just like she wasn't
masochistic enough to actually risk falling for him. She just wanted to see the
fire underneath the calm. Just to see if she was right. To see what he was like
when he truly let go. That's all it was. 


But even that would be forgetting one absolutely vital
detail. He was engaged. And she was better than that.


[bookmark: c9]Chapter 9


Georgia was cranky. No, she was furious. Or maybe she was
just frustrated. Or just plain horny. Whatever she was, she didn't like it at
all. It had been two weeks since her little incident with Josh. She had done
her level best to avoid him, and the process had meant avoiding most of her
friends as well. She wanted some time to put the whole thing behind her, to
forget about it, before she had to face Josh again. Or Deb. Or anyone else in
the wedding party. 


In her efforts to put him completely out of her mind, she
had done everything she could to keep busy. Including cleaning her house top to
bottom, even going so far as to wipe down the blinds, ceiling fans and the
baseboards. She had done the same to her shop. When she ran out of chores to
do, she even went so far as to join a gym. Yep, a gym! Not the club where all
her friends frequented, of course, but the little one across town where all the
giant muscle heads worked out. She had hoped that maybe a little physical
exercise, along with some new faces, might help to keep her mind occupied. Or
keep her body occupied. Or at least she'd be too tired to think about Josh, or
'ass hat' as she had taken to calling him in her head. 


She had decided that the entire thing had been a simple,
hormonal reaction to being kissed. It had been a very long time since she'd
been kissed, and even longer since she'd had sex. When someone, anyone, kissed
you with that much pent up energy, you couldn't help but respond. Throw in her
celibate status as of late, and she went off like a roman candle. While she did
feel guilty having done that to one of her best friends, she placed most of the
blame on Josh. Hence the name, 'ass hat'. After all, there is only so much
celibacy one woman can take. And he was gorgeous. She couldn't really be blamed
for a natural physical response to a stunning male's touch. Pent up lust did
crazy things to a person. No, not lust... lust implied some sort of feeling for
Josh specifically, and that just wasn't the case. Couldn't be the case. It was
just plain horniness and he'd had good timing. Or rather... bad timing. 


So, since she had decided to join a gym anyway, she figured
that she could also find herself some nice eye candy, and possibly even a new
'friend'. Or, just some easy sex. She didn't want husband material, just
someone casual and fun to hang out with sometimes, and enough chemistry to make
it enjoyable. If she were being honest with herself, she just wanted someone to
replace Josh in the, now almost constant, erotic dreams she was having.
Unfortunately, no luck so far, but she was going to keep trying. 


On the plus side, she had managed to find a new tattoo
artist in the last few weeks. He was definitely easy on the eyes, as well, if
you liked the dark hair, goatee, very buff, inked up type. Aaron, the new
artist, was funny, sarcastic, and great company to have in the shop. If
business kept increasing, she would even bring him in on a more full time
basis. His work was terrific and the customers seemed to love him as well. 


Gia had even gone out with him a couple times after work.
They got along really well, yet as gorgeous as he was, there was nothing there.
No sparks at all. However, since he was willing to man the shop tonight, she
was going to change up her routine and go to the gym this evening, rather than
in the morning. Maybe, with a different crowd, she could find someone that
might at least intrigue her enough to flirt with. And, with any luck, she could
burn off this bout of cranky she seemed stuck in. 


"Hey Aaron, if you've got everything here, I'm going to
run out to the gym for awhile. I'll be back in an hour or two."


"Sure thing, boss. I've gotcha covered." 


Aaron, looked up from his drawing and let out a wolf
whistle. Gia was dressed for working out in a spandex tank sports bra and yoga
pants. She looked down at herself, then back up at Aaron and laughed.
"Yeah, okay. Thanks for the confidence boost. I'll be back in a bit."



She shook her head as she walked to her jeep, wishing she
could feel even the littlest bit of attraction to him. Unfortunately, though
she could list his attributes, and even appreciate the package as a whole,
there was just no chemistry. Oh well, maybe tonight!



* * * *


As Josh finally got his luggage, he turned and trudged
outside, never so glad to see the town car as he was right now. He always hired
a driver to take him to and from the airport. He hated leaving his car in the
long term parking. The driver opened the door for him and he slid into the
seat, feeling bone weary. 


Melbourne, Australia was seventeen hours ahead of
Sacramento, which meant that he was now seventeen hours behind. He should be
feeling wide awake at eight o'clock since it was only about one in the
afternoon according to his body. Unfortunately he hadn't slept much in the last
few weeks, and he hadn't slept at all last night. 


After his night with Gia, he had immediately called Deb.
She'd come over the next night, and a simple conversation had ended their
engagement. Not too surprisingly, she had felt the same lack of enthusiasm he'd
been feeling. He was a little more restless about it than she was, but even she
admitted that their relationship had gotten stale, and wasn't it a blessing
they had discovered this before they had gotten married and not after. Even
their break up had been relatively peaceful and emotionless. Somehow he found
that more disturbing than tears would've been.


After they'd talked, they'd immediately gone and told their
respective parents that it was over. Standing together, to display a united
front, they had diligently explained that there were no hard feelings, it just
simply wasn't meant to be between them. 


Though Deb was standing right beside him, clear eyed with no
sign of tears or hostility, his father had obviously thought it was a lie. He'd
decided then and there to send him to Australia on the first flight out the
following morning. Over a week earlier than he'd been scheduled to leave. His
father's version of punishment was apparently time away from Deb. Knowing his
dad, Josh was sure this was intended to make him 'see reason'. 


And it had been a punishment of sorts. Only, it hadn't been
Deb he'd been missing. It had been Gia. He was beginning to think it had always
been Gia. He had no idea how he'd ignored it for so long, but he couldn't
ignore it any more. He'd thought that maybe it was just physical, that he had a
need to sate some secret desires, things he'd tried to keep hidden even from
himself, but lately he was coming to realize it was more. She had always pushed
him, driven him to the point where his control over himself snapped. While that
should scare him, and to some extent it did if he were honest, it was also
incredibly freeing. With Gia, he could finally be himself, the person he truly
was, not the image he projected. 


Now, he was a free man. And he just needed to convince
Georgia Ann McClellan that everything she thought she knew about him, about
them, was wrong. As daunting as that task sounded, he was still excited about
the prospect. Excited enough that he hadn't slept a wink in thirty six hours. 


He should go straight home and go to bed. He was tired,
wrinkled, sweaty and probably stinky. He should at least go and shower first. 
But first, he needed to see Gia.  


After two weeks... with no communication... there was
probably a good chance she was less than pleased with him. 


He knew it was his own fault. He shouldn't have left like he
did after what happened between them. He should have at least called her first
thing the next day. Told her how much that night had meant to him. He had
wanted to wait until he'd had a chance to talk to Deb, to break things off.
That way, when he next spoke to Gia he was a free man. The best laid plans...


When he'd found out he was leaving the next morning, he'd
had to go home and pack. He had tried calling her that night, at least five
times, but he got her damn voicemail every single time. This wasn't a conversation
he wanted to have with her voicemail, so he'd simply hung up. So, instead of
heading home like he should, he was going to have the driver stop at her shop. 


Since it was only Thursday, Josh was hoping that it wasn't
too busy in there. Maybe he could even talk her into closing up early. He knew
the weekends were always busiest for her, so if he didn't get to talk to her
tonight, he might have to wait until Monday, and he couldn't wait that long. He
needed to make things right with her, apologize for not calling. Hell, he'd
grovel if he had to. He also needed to tell her the wedding was off. Then he
needed to kiss her again. God, how he needed to kiss her. He had been plagued
by the hottest and most erotic dreams of his life for two, very long, weeks.
Even the ridiculously long hours he'd been working hadn't been enough to
completely take his mind off  her. Her lips, her crazy hair, her firm, round
breasts with those fucking hot rings in the nipples. 


He groaned, feeling his shaft jump to life at just the
thought of sucking those nipples again. When he realized they were in the
Village, he tried to think of sweat socks and wrinkled, naked grandmas to try
and stop the raging hard-on he already had. He needed to talk to her before he
could touch her. Better get his body back in control. 


As they pulled up to the curb in front of the shop, Josh
jumped out before the driver had a chance to even completely stop, let alone
get the door for him. 


"I may be a while. Just park and take a break, please.
"


Josh almost ran to the door, throwing it open, excited to
see Gia again. What he saw instead was some guy he didn't know drawing
something at the front desk. Gia was nowhere to be seen. 


"Hi there, can I help you with something?" the man
asked. 


"No, not really. Where's Gia?" Josh knew it was
rude, but he was too tired to make small talk. 


"She's out right now, but I can help you. I'm Aaron.
Are you looking for a tattoo or a piercing?"


"No, I'm looking for Gia." His tone sounded a
little snide even to his own ears. 


"And you are?"


"Josh," he said, like that would explain
everything. 


Aaron stood up, giving Josh a better look at just how
massive this guy was. 


"Well, Josh, Georgia is not here right now, as I've
already said. If there is work you need done, I'll be happy to do it another
time. However, I think you need to go now. Right now."


Knowing it was stupid, but too tired to care, Josh decided
to push his luck. Maybe he just hadn't made it clear that he was a friend of
Gia's, and he wanted to know where she was. 'Out' wasn't working for him. 


"Well, Aaron, I'm a friend of Gia's and I would like to
know where she is, or at least when she'll be back. Now. I've been gone for
over two weeks and I want to see her. Tonight."


Aaron's stance relaxed somewhat, although he still looked
like a giant, tattooed guard dog. 


"You're a friend?" At Josh's nod, Aaron continued.
"You're not some crazy stalker who got a tattoo from her and now you think
you're friends."


Josh growled. "Look, I just got off a plane, I haven't
slept in like thirty six hours, I just want to say hello. Where the fuck is
Gia?"


Aaron seemed to relax even further, a small smirk making him
look a little less intimidating. Then he asked, "You do know I could kill
you with my bare hands, right?"


Surprised, Josh started speaking without thinking.
"Maybe. But I'm stronger than I look. And I'm fast."


Aaron chuckled a little, but didn't back down. "Maybe
you are. It really doesn't matter. Gia's not here, I don't know when she'll be
back, and you're leaving."


Exhaustion was pulling hard at Josh, making him fuzzy. The
dickhead that wouldn't let him see Gia was only making it worse. Taking a deep
breath to calm himself down, Josh finally sighed. "Fine. I'm leaving. But
I will be back, and I will see Gia." 


Josh turned and left before he changed his mind and decided
to try his luck against fuckhead guard dog Gia had apparently hired. 


[bookmark: d10]Chapter 10


The next afternoon, Gia was still cranky. She had spent two
hours at the gym last night before coming back to the shop. She hadn't seen
anyone worth writing home about, no one that had sent even the faintest glimmer
of a shiver up her spine. 


If she was honest with herself, she knew why she was cranky.
She was horny, frustrated and she couldn't get Josh off her mind no matter what
she tried, including ice cream and even one good drunk. She had practically
fallen into her bed face first one night and she'd still dreamed of him. Yep,
he had managed to go from a mild itch that she couldn't quite scratch to a
painful rash, all in one earth-shattering orgasm. 


It obviously hadn't been that earth-shattering for him. He
had only tried to call her once. Well, okay, five times, but all in one day, so
it really only counted as once. He hadn't even called enough to realize that
she was deliberately avoiding his calls. Ass hat! 


She turned when she heard the back door open, seeing Aaron
walking in. Maybe she should make more of an effort to fall for him. He was
sweet, funny, into the same things she was, not to mention all kinds of gorgeous.
He smiled at her, his blue eyes twinkling, and she couldn't help but grin back.



"What are you thinking?" he asked as he set down
his backpack. 


She shrugged her shoulders a bit, "I'm thinking you are
incredibly hot."


"Feeling's mutual, sexy. Want to do something about
it?" He wiggled his eyebrows, leering at her like the wolf in an old
cartoon. 


She laughed outright, feeling moderately better, at least
better than she had in the last few days. "And what would you do if I said
yes? Run the other way?"


He leaned against one of the tables and crossed his arms
over his rather substantial chest, giving her a great view of bulging biceps.
"Hell no! I would take you up on that yes in a heartbeat. However, I feel
it's only fair to mention that some guy stopped by to see you last night. I
think he said his name was Josh. Do you know him? He said he was a
friend." 


She felt her heart stop, the breath whoosh out of her lungs,
despite her best efforts. Forcing a nonchalance she didn't feel, she managed a
quick shrug. "Yeah, I know him."


Those blue eyes were watching her, seeing things she was
sure she'd rather he didn't know. 


"Still want to take me up on the offer? We could go
upstairs right now. I guarantee it'll do more to relax you than the gym did
last night, and it's infinitely more enjoyable."


She smiled softly. "What would you say to a rain
check?"


Aaron nodded. "Sure. You let me know whenever you
decide you're ready." 


And just that easily he turned and started setting up for
work. 


Gia couldn't help but think about Josh. There is no way that
he would have been that casual about an offer of sex. At least not with her.
She thought about the heat in his eyes when he'd heard about the nipple rings,
the way she could feel his eyes on her breasts. She remembered the power, the
passion he had shown when he'd pressed against her. He'd desired her enough
that he'd come in his pants. And he hadn't even seemed the least bit
embarrassed by it.  


But that passion was wrong. Even though he'd given into it
once, Josh obviously knew it was wrong. That's why he had barely tried to
contact her since it happened. She understood that and even agreed. In fact,
she really needed to find someone else, someone safe... someone available.
Someone she had more in common with. Passion wasn't enough. Chemistry only
carried you so far and then you needed common ground. And they had none. If
there had been any real connection, other than a little physical reaction, they
would have gotten together years ago, not just one little slip when he was
stressed over his future. 


And none of that mattered anyway. Gia didn't want a
relationship. Never had, never would. She just wanted to feel that kind of heat
again. Since Josh was off the table, she needed another option. So, she would
find one... come hell or high water. 


She glanced back toward Aaron. Maybe she would take him up
on that offer. Just as soon as she found out why Josh had come by last night.  


 


Gia had just finished with her last customer of the day and
headed into the back to wash up when she heard Aaron talking much louder than
necessary from the front desk. 


"Well, if it isn't the over tired, dumber than dog
shit, friend of Gia's."


Gia was just about to head back up front when she heard
Josh's rich voice answer back, "Yes, I guess so. And you must be the
muscle bound, tatted up, walking advertisement for anabolic steroids that Gia
hired to act as a guard dog. Tell me, is it true what they say about steroids
shrinking your dick? Or do they start small and all the muscles are just a way
to over compensate for the inferiority complex?" 


Just as Gia came running around the corner, fearing for
Josh's safety, she heard Aaron laughing. Not a pity laugh for the poor chump he
was about to kill, but an actual, full on laugh. 


"So, I see you're a little quicker with the repartee
when you're not dead on your feet. Still not too bright, though. I could still
kill you."


"Maybe, but I'm stronger than I look. And I'm
fast." Now Josh was laughing. He stuck his hand out to Aaron, "Hi,
I'm Josh Taylor. I'm a long time friend of Gia's. I was hoping to see her
today, is she around?"


"Now see, if you had tried that last night I might have
told you she was at the gym." 


"I'm sorry, did you say gym? Gia... at a..."


Gia had been standing there staring at the two men. She had
no idea what was said last night, but it must not have gone well based on the
greeting she'd just witnessed. Clearing her throat, she stepped forward,
effectively ending their conversation before Josh could ask about the gym. Or
manage to say something that actually pissed Aaron off. Better to keep things
cheerful and amused before Aaron decided to get insulted and kill Josh after
all. Although she wasn't entirely sure why she even cared. 


"Josh," she said by way of greeting. "I heard
you came by last night. Is there something I can help you with?"


If Josh was surprised by her cool demeanor he didn't show
it. All that lawyerly training had served him well. 


"Yes, there is. I would like to take you to dinner
tonight. I've been out of town for the last couple weeks and we need to
talk."


She tried to process the information that he had been gone,
finally deciding it didn't really matter. Phones worked pretty much anywhere in
the world these days. They definitely worked anywhere he might have been on
business. Unless of course he was traveling for pleasure not business, in which
case it might have been a little awkward to call with Deb sitting beside him. 


"What do we need to talk about that would involve
dinner? We can talk here. There are obviously no customers right now and we're
getting ready to close for the night anyway."


Apparently thinking that was a hint, Aaron walked by Josh to
lock the front door and turn off the signs, then grabbed his backpack like he
was planning to leave. He turned and said, "Goodnight" and walked
towards the back. 


Josh said, "Goodnight," at the same time Gia
called out, "No, Aaron, you don't need to go." 


She glared at Josh then turned back to Aaron. "Really,
you can stay. I can't imagine this will take all that long, then we can go over
the new designs you've made."


Looking a little unsure, Aaron leaned against the table at
the far back to wait this out. 


Gia turned back to Josh. "Say whatever it is you came
to say, please."


He glanced back at Aaron, mumbling under his breath, then
shrugged and started talking. "I wanted to apologize for not calling. And
to explain. My father decided that as punishment I should go to Australia
earlier than planned. I've been there for the last two weeks. With the time
difference, by the time I was done working, it was the middle of the night
here. I really am sorry, Gia. I did try to call before I left."


She was trying to wrap her head around what he was saying,
when a thought occurred to her. Punishment? Did his parents somehow find out
about their little 'indiscretion' and send him away before she could do any
real damage? "Punishment for what?"


Josh looked confused by her question. "For Deb." 


"Your parents found out about us?"


"No, Deb and I told them the engagement was off and Dad
decided I should just leave the next morning."


"Wait, what? Your engagement is off? When? Why? Oh my
God, is this because of what happened with us? Does Deb know? That was just a
mistake, Josh. You're all stressed about this wedding, feeling nervous about
the future, and nipple rings seemed like a welcome break from that, but that's
all it was. A stupid, foolish, one time mistake!"


"You didn't know about me and Deb? Haven't you talked
to anyone in the last couple weeks? How is that possible? Deb knows I kissed
you, but that's all. And that isn't why we broke up. It just... wait... a one
time mistake? Seriously? That's what you think that was?"


"Well, yeah. What would you call it? It's not like we
have a future or anything. We have nothing in common, we don't get along, and
you wanna talk punishment? Just imagine the business trips Daddy would send you
on if you ever brought me home."


"I thought it was... more. I thought there was
something there."


"Yeah, I could tell. One phone call in three weeks
really makes a girl feel special. "She shrugged, trying to appear more
casual than she felt. One little orgasm didn't deserve this much stress.
"Go home, Josh. It was just a stupid mistake. Hormones run amok. Go call
Deb and patch things up with her. You guys belong together." 


She turned and walked past Aaron and back to her office,
shutting the door behind her. A few minutes later she heard the bell ring over
the front door and the lock click back into place. 


When Aaron knocked on her door, Gia expected questions.
Instead he simply said, "Let me walk you to your car."


She wished again that she could feel some spark for him. He
was not only gorgeous, but an incredibly nice guy. She gave him a soft smile
and followed him out.  


[bookmark: d11]Chapter 11


It had been six days and he still hadn't been able to get
Gia to talk to him. He had tried calling, even swung by the shop again. She was
always busy and she was dodging his calls. He still hadn't come up with any
sort of a plan to change the status quo. Not in six days.      


Six long, painful, frustrating days. 


He swung again, feeling his bare fist connect with the bag.
And again, this time there was a little sting of pain as his knuckles opened
up. He welcomed it, hitting again and again, harder with each swing. He'd known
he'd made a mistake by not calling her, he just hadn't known how big of a
mistake it had really been. He should have stopped by before going to the
airport, made more of an effort to see her. Called her immediately, or at the
very least the next day. Instead he had waited until he'd had a chance to talk
to Deb. 


He'd simply fucked up. And he still had no idea how to fix
it. 


So he swung again, and again, welcoming the pain and the
sweat, the burning in his arms as he beat at the heavy bag. Maybe if he was
tired enough, hurting enough physically, he would forget about her. At least
for a night. 


After another two and a half hours, he was physically
exhausted, lying on the mat in his basement staring at the ceiling. Between the
heavy bag, the free weights and the ten miles he'd logged on the treadmill, he
was bruised, sore and almost too tired to get back up the stairs. When he heard
his phone ring, he gave thought to ignoring it. Only the thought that it could,
possibly, be Gia had him reaching for the cell phone. 


Answering without looking at the caller ID he barked out,
"'Lo" by way of a greeting. 


"I'm sure I taught you the proper way to answer a phone
when you were a child, dear, and that is not it."


"I apologize. Hello, Mother. What can I do for
you?"


"Mmmmm. Better, if a bit sarcastic. You can come to
dinner tonight. Your father and I wish to see you outside of work."


"Not tonight, Mom. I just finished working out and I'm
sweaty and exhausted. I'm in no mood to be suitable company for anyone."


"Yes, well, that is what we wish to talk with you about.
Since you and Deborah separated, you haven't really seemed yourself. We feel
that you and she should reconsider this split."


With a deep sigh he tried hard to keep silent, Josh waited a
beat, then two, before answering. "Mom, we told you weeks ago. Things with
Deb and I have been over for a long time. We just made it official. There is no
split, no separation... we're through. I realize that's not what you wish to
hear, but it is final."


"If that were true, I hardly think you would be as
distressed as you seem to be, Joshua Taylor. You should really
reconsider."


"No, Mom. I'm not going to reconsider." He debated
briefly whether to tell her there was someone else, then decided there was
really nothing to tell. As of right now Gia wanted nothing to do with him. It
was just as well to let them think this was all because of Deb. "Look, I
have to go. You and Dad have a good evening."


Without waiting for her to even say goodbye, Josh hung up.
He was certain he would catch hell for that tomorrow morning at work. Fanny
Taylor was never anything less than courteous. Manners, she believed, could
make even the largest disagreements a more peaceful affair. Josh had always
thought his mother was certain she could stop a war if everyone just used
proper manners. 


When his phone rang again, he figured she was calling back
to chastise him tonight rather than wait until morning. This time he answered
with, "I'm sorry I was rude." 


He heard Blake laughing on the other end. "Well, okay.
Although you haven't been rude yet. Just say you'll join us tomorrow night and
I'll let it slide."


"Tomorrow night where? And who's 'us'?" 


"The Tavern, of course and everybody. At least, I think
so. Kelly, Scott, Shannon, Dev, and I'm pretty sure Deb will be there too. Is
that going to be a problem?"


"You know it won't, Blake." Blake had hesitated
before running down the list of names, so Josh already knew the answer, but he
asked anyway. "What about Gia?"


On a long sigh, Blake answered, "I honestly don't know.
No one said her name specifically, but I'd be surprised if she weren't at least
invited. Unless... did you tell Deb about the kiss? Is that why you guys broke
up?"


"Damn, Deb is being really tight-lipped about this
isn't she? She really didn't say anything to anyone while I was out of town?"


"Not about that. Not to me, anyway. But you seem a
little more... upset, than she does. We're all kind of thinkin' she dumped you.
Although nobody else has a clue as to why."


Josh laughed, a little self pityingly, but it was the best
he could manage. "She didn't dump me, she knows about the kiss, and I'm
not upset about Deb."


"Uh huh... then why are you being an ass?"


Josh scrubbed his hand up his face and into his hair.
"My mom called, just before you did, asking me the same question.
Although, not in quite those words."


Blake laughed, long and loud. "Yeah, somehow I don't
see Mrs. Taylor calling you an ass."


"No, but she thinks I should get back with Deb. That it
was a mistake for us to 'separate' as she calls it."


"Well.... was it?"


"No. It was absolutely the right choice."


"So then, the ass-ish behavior is because of Gia?"


"Yeah, I guess it is."


"So, then come tomorrow night. If she's there, it will
give you a chance to fix whatever you screwed up."


Josh knew there was more to it than that. If Gia was there,
and if she would talk to him, there still wasn't much that could be said or
done in a bar surrounded by music and people. Especially since one of those
people was his ex-fiancée and her best friend. Figuring that he would at least
get a chance to see her, Josh finally answered, "Yeah. I'll be
there."



* * * *


Josh walked into the bar, waited a second for his eyes to
adjust to the dim lighting, then headed to the table where the group was
sitting. He had swung by the house and changed, rather than coming directly
from work, so he was comfortable in a pair of old jeans, a T-shirt and some
slip on Birks he had just bought. Since this was not the norm for him, he was
expecting some smart ass comments. 


He walked over to the table, waved 'hi' to the girls, shook
hands with the guys, and when he reached Deb, he leaned down and kissed her
cheek in greeting. 


Deb smiled softly as she said, "It's nice to see you,
Josh."


He was pretty sure he was the only one that heard the gentle
emphasis she placed on the word 'you'. He was hoping to use this evening not
just to make some headway with Gia, but also to show their little group of
friends that he and Deb really were still friendly, that they had parted on
good terms. Maybe then everyone would quit walking on eggshells when it came to
group events. These people had all been friends for far too long to cause any
rifts over a completely amicable break up. 


He chose a seat next to Blake and Dev on the far side of the
table, that way he had a perfect view of the door. They all ordered more drinks
from the waitress and the normal chit chat resumed.


When the drinks came, Josh picked up his beer to take his
first sip just as Blake lifted his chin and nodded towards the door. 


Gia was here. 


He stopped with the glass halfway to his lips, looking her
up and down. Her black hair was in its traditional braid, her highlights
glowing in purple streaks woven through it. Purple... just like his dream. She
was wearing one of those skirts that damn near killed him. A black and white
plaid, school girl skirt that was short enough it barely covered her ass. She
had on thigh high black tights with a tight red T-shirt that hugged every
curve. The front of the shirt said "PEACE" with little skeletal
fingers in a peace sign below it. Her shiny red Doc Martins completed the look.
Josh was pretty sure this particular outfit had been chosen specifically to
drive him out of his mind.


When Blake elbowed him, he cleared his throat and took a
long, deep pull of his beer, wishing it was something stronger. 



* * * *


Making her way to the table where her friends sat, Gia
couldn't seem to stop her racing pulse. She didn't know if it was from nerves
or excitement, or maybe some blend of the two. She saw Josh, dressed in a
T-shirt rather than work clothes, and her heart rate sped up a little more. Her
mind immediately jumped to stripping it off and admiring what she now knew was
underneath. Then she saw Deb watching her and her heart damn near stopped
completely.


Taking a big deep breath, she forced a smile on her face and
took the only remaining chair at their table. Right next to Deb, with Dev on
the other side and Josh next to him. No, this wouldn't be awkward at all. 


Once seated, she looked at Deb, watching her face to see if
there was any anger or blame. Deb smiled in greeting and seemed to be fine.
Maybe she didn't know about the kiss after all.


"The waitress was just here, but she seems to be moving
pretty quickly, if you want to wait. Otherwise, I would go to the bar to get
your drink, Gia," Deb said. 


Deciding that was a good idea, Gia headed to the bar. She
definitely needed a drink tonight. When the bartender made it over to her, she
ordered a vodka tonic. 


She felt Josh beside her before he ever spoke. 


"Vodka tonic, huh? I thought you didn't drink? Or wait,
is this one for me too, so I can sneak sips when no one is looking? In case you
didn't notice, I ordered my own beer tonight."


His voice was right by her ear, she could feel his breath
tickling her neck. Afraid to turn her head, she stayed frozen exactly where she
was. 


"Nope, this one's for me. I don't usually drink, but
tonight it sounded good. I'm walking home, Josh, so no need to worry I'll be
drinking and driving. I will not be calling you to bail me out of jail, lawyer
boy."


Now his front pressed up against her back and he brought one
arm down beside hers, effectively pinning her against the bar. "I wasn't
worried about that at all Gia. Just wondering why. Are you a little nervous,
tonight? Or stressed about something?"


Gia tried to ignore the effect his nearness was having on
her body. She could feel the little shivers tingling from her neck all the way
down her spine, her nipples tightening and wetness pooling between her legs.
Her reaction made her angry. As if her body was somehow betraying her mind. 


As the bartender placed her drink in front of her, she
plopped down a ten mumbling, "Keep the change."


Just as she was about to turn and tell him off, Josh
whispered, "You look amazing, by the way." 


Suddenly his heat was gone. She spun around just in time to
see Josh sauntering back to the table. Yes, sauntering... cocky bastard! 


Taking in a deep breath, Gia grabbed her drink and followed
him. She still wasn't sure if she was going to cuss him out, ignore his
presence completely, or beg him to kiss her. When she caught sight of Deb, she
decided ignoring him was probably the best course of action. 
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One hour and two drinks later, Gia was happily
congratulating herself on her ability to ignore Josh. She had been chatting
with everyone, relaxing, laughing and having an all around great time despite
him sitting only one seat away. She still wasn't entirely sure what Deb knew or
didn't know, but she didn't seem to be upset with Gia either way, so she was
pretty sure their friendship would survive this. And she was glad. She really
liked Deb, regardless of their polar opposite personalities, and despite her
behavior to the contrary. She was also determined to stay away from Josh, just
to prove to Deb that she was worth the friendship. Gia didn't have a lot of
friends, so she valued the few she did have all the more. 


As she ordered her third drink, she had a brief thought that
she should stop at two. Since she rarely drank alcohol, her tolerance was next
to nothing. Just as she was about to go find the waitress and cancel the order,
Josh leaned behind Dev and said, "Do you think maybe you've had enough to
drink, Gia?"


Having him ask that just plain pissed her off. She knew it
was a childish reaction, but she couldn't seem to help it. "No, Josh, I
don't think I've had enough. And I'm fairly certain that is not your call to
make." 


Josh opened his mouth to say more, just as Dev leaned back
in his chair, effectively cutting him off. Gia couldn't help the little smile
that lit her face. She was still smiling when Dev turned to her and asked,
"Hey, Gia, how about a dance?"


Letting the smile get bigger she nodded, "Absolutely.
Let's go."


As she got to her feet, she felt a little wobbly, falling
sideways into Dev. 


"You okay?" Dev asked. 


"Yep, I'm good. Those vodka tonics pack more of a punch
than I thought they did." Shaking her head a little to clear it, she
smiled again. "I've got it now. Let's go." 



* * * *


Josh watched them go, jealousy settling like a fist in his
gut. 


Not only was she dancing with Dev, but she was drunk and
dancing with Dev. Dev, who seemed to flirt shamelessly with every female within
his line of vision. 


He managed to grunt out a few comments, even laughed at
something Kelly said, but he couldn't seem to drag his eyes away from Gia.
After awhile, Blake must have noticed, because he leaned over to say, "Why
don't you just go out there and cut in. Dev won't mind. He's just having
fun."


Josh turned to look at his long-time friend. "That's right...
Dev being here is all your fault, isn't it. And here I thought you said he was
a nice guy."


Blake laughed, "He is a nice guy."


"Then why hell does he have his hands all over Gia?
He's a nice guy that's never heard of the bro code?"


Blake laughed again. "His hands aren't all over her
dude, they're just dancing. And, it's not like you have any claim on Gia. Until
a few weeks ago you were engaged to Deb, remember?"


Josh rubbed his hands over his face and straight through his
hair. "Damn it. Yes, I know. I just can't seem to get my head on straight
right now. Watching him dance with her, I just want to rip his damn arms off
his body." 


"So, why don't you go dance with her yourself? It would
be just the two of you. Might give you a chance to talk to her alone. Or, kind
of alone anyway."


Josh tossed his head to the side, indicating Deb. "I
don't think it's a good idea. I'll go try to catch Gia at work again tomorrow.
See if her guard dog is off duty."


"Her guard dog?"


"Oh yeah. Trust me, it's an appropriate description.
He's a new artist she hired for the shop. He's this giant, muscle bound tank
that seems inclined to keep me away from Gia."


"Guard dog, huh? Well, in that case you should
definitely go dance with her. Might be the only chance you get."


When a slower song began, and he saw Dev's hands cruising
south toward her ass, Josh was out of his seat like a shot, heading over to
break up the 'happy couple'. 


"May I cut in?"


When Gia looked up and saw it was him, she answered
"No", at the same time Dev said, "Sure." 


Grabbing her before she could walk away, he pulled her
close, pressing her body tightly against his. When he felt her start to pull
away, struggling against the hold of his arms, he leaned forward and whispered,
"It's just a dance, Gia. Where's the harm?"


The squirming stopped, replaced by stiffness. But at least
she wasn't trying to escape any more. 


"I wanted a chance to talk to you. I want to
apologize... again... for not calling. I can't say enough how sorry I am."



"Yes, you mentioned that the other day."


"I know. I just wasn't sure if you actually listened. I
meant to call, Gia. I just needed to clear the air with Deb first. After what
happened between us, I needed to officially end it with her."


"No, Josh, you didn't. What happened with us should
never have happened. It was stupid, and I'm sorry I let it go that far. It's
been a while since I've been with someone, that's all. It was a simple reaction
to being touched. A mistake. It won't happen again."


"So, you're actually saying that it was just a heat of
the moment thing? A one time, never to be repeated mistake. You feel no
attraction to me whatsoever?"


"That's right. That's what I'm saying."


Her voice was breathy even through the noise of the bar. He
took one hand and lifted her chin, forcing her to meet his eyes. 


"Bullshit."


A quick look of shock registered just before her gasp. He
saw her open her mouth to argue, and knew he had mere seconds before she left
to go back to the table.


"Just give me one dance, Gia. One slow song, and if you
still feel nothing, I'll let it go. We'll just go back to being friends.
Deal?"


"One dance, and that will convince you there's nothing
between us?"


He nodded and stood waiting for her answer. Josh didn't even
realize he was holding his breath until he saw her silent nod and it whooshed
out on a sigh. He quickly danced his way to the other side of the floor, away
from the prying eyes of their friends. As the next song began, he was thrilled
to hear it was another slow song. 


Josh pulled her closer, thrilling to the feel of her body
against his. Until he realized she was still standing rigid, holding herself
stiff as a board. 


"Come on Gia, if you're going to prove there's nothing
between us, you have to relax." 


Slowly, as the music played, she loosened up. After another
few seconds, she was warm and soft, their steps beginning to merge into a
gentle sway more than a dance. Her arms came up and around his shoulders,
pressing her even more firmly against him. He could feel her little nipples
pushing into his chest, reminding him of the tiny silver rings she wore under
that shirt. 


He couldn't have stopped either the groan or his growing
erection if his life had depended on it. Wrapping his arms even tighter around
her waist, he leaned down to whisper in her ear. "I meant what I said at
the bar. You look incredible tonight. You can't even imagine what kind of ideas
that little skirt is giving me. I keep thinking about what you might be
wearing, or not wearing, underneath it."


He felt more than heard her sharp intake of breath. He
nipped her ear, sliding his thigh a little further forward, pushing it between
her legs. "Are you going to tell me what's under there? Or should I check
for myself?"


He knew she was getting aroused when she didn't step away
from his leg, but rather pushed a tiny bit closer to him. His shaft jumped,
throbbing and pushing against his zipper almost to the point of pain.  


Someone bumped his elbow, a quick reminder that they were in
public. It briefly crossed his mind to back away, to end this before he pushed
it too far. To hell with it, he didn't care. He wedged his leg a little further
between hers, making sure it was pressed firmly against the juncture of her
thighs. 


When she gasped again, rubbing ever so slightly against his
leg, he couldn't stop from asking, "If I slipped my hand under this skirt,
would I find you wet?"
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Gia gasped, the sound escaping despite her best efforts. She
could feel Josh's hard shaft pressing against her belly. Combined with his
closeness, his warmth, and that damn thigh pressing against her mound, Gia was
going crazy. 


She had been ignoring him all night, but her traitorous body
had other ideas. From the moment she walked in and saw him, then having his hot
breath on her neck at the bar, she had been aroused. Almost painfully so. Now,
with his thigh pressed between hers, she couldn't stop the tiny little wiggles
as she rubbed against him, her body seeking what it needed despite the turmoil
in her mind. She'd had just enough alcohol that her thoughts were slow and
soft. She was sure it was the alcohol...it couldn't be desire. Whatever it was,
the thought that she should stop this was fuzzy and distant, being overwhelmed
by the need she felt. 


When his hands slipped down from her back to settle on her
ass, the heat searing through the thin cotton of her skirt, she moaned,
grinding against his leg. 


"Josh, stop. Someone could see us."


He leaned into her ear again, "There's nothing to see
Gia. We're just dancing. Relax and enjoy." 


He nipped again, the little bite on her neck sending another
round of tingles through her body, heat zipping right behind it to settle
between her legs. 


This time, the rush of wetness was enough she was sure it
would soak through her panties.  His hands gripped harder, pulling her slightly
up and tighter against his leg. The extra pressure against her already engorged
clitoris dragged another moan from her lips. 


"Fuck Gia, you are wet. I can feel the heat against my
leg, even through my jeans." 


She rubbed her breasts side to side, creating a delicious
friction against them, the gentle tug of her nipple rings only added to the
sensation. She twisted her hips again, giving up on subtlety, simply needing
the release her body was craving. 


With a little whimper, she twisted faster, pressing even
tighter against him. 


Hearing the groan from Josh, his hands gripped her tighter,
using his strength to slide her up and then back down his thigh. He nipped her
ear again, this time biting down a little harder, his hot breath panting out
against her. 


"Gia, come for me. I need to see it." 


She gasped, his words bringing her even closer to that edge.




* * * *


Josh heard the song starting to wind down and knew he was
almost out of time. To anyone watching he knew they would simply look like a
couple locked together in an intimate dance. Their friends may ask questions,
but hopefully they couldn't really see anything. No one else would be any the
wiser. Not that he cared, because there was no way in hell he was letting her
go right now.


He pulled again, lifting her slightly as he moved his leg
side to side against her. He was so damn hard he'd be lucky if he didn't come
with her, but he had to see her orgasm. He needed to know that she was as out
of control as he was, that he wasn't alone in this. 


He leaned again, whispering in her other ear this time,
"Just imagine my fingers inside you, rubbing that perfect little spot, my
cock thrusting into you, fucking you until you shatter." 


He felt her body go taut, so he bit down right where her
neck met her shoulder. When he felt her nails digging into his shoulders, he
stilled his leg, pressing firmly against her while she rode out her release.
His cock hurt, the zipper digging into his shaft. He breathed in deep,
struggling to remember where they were when he really wanted nothing more than
to bend her over the nearest table and shove into her. 


Her body relaxed against his just as the song ended and a
faster one began to play. Slowly releasing her, he tilted her chin up one more
time. 


"I will see you tomorrow night. I'm coming over to your
house after you close up and we are going to talk." 


He turned and strode off to the bathroom without waiting for
her response. He needed a minute to cool down. No, actually he needed a cold
shower.  Or a bag of ice for his groin. Regardless, he needed to get away from
her tempting little body, before he did something that would embarrass them
both. 


By the time he came out of the bathroom, Gia was gone.
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Gia woke the next morning, not quite hung over, but not
feeling quite right either. She refused to believe that the headache and queasy
stomach was in any way related to anything but her overindulgence in vodka and
tonics. It had absolutely nothing to do with the horrifying guilt she felt over
her 'dance' with Josh last night.


After he'd left her on the dance floor, she had thrown her
braid over her shoulder to hide his bite mark, grabbed her bag from the table
and all but run out of the bar, mumbling something about too much alcohol. 


It was the first time in the three years she'd owned her
business that she had been utterly grateful that she did not work banker's
hours. She didn't even open until noon today. Thank God. She rolled over and
decided that a little more sleep would be just the ticket to making her feel
human again. 


As her eyes drifted shut her doorbell rang. She ignored it
the first time, and the second. When the third ring was followed by a
persistent knocking she finally threw back the covers and screamed out,
"I'm coming!"


"Fuck." Yelling made her head hurt. She stumbled
to the door, sure she knew who was on the other side. 


She swung open the door muttering, "You weren't supposed
to be by until tonight, Josh..." 


It wasn't Josh, but rather Kelly standing on the other side
of the door. Holding a cup of coffee out towards Gia, she asked, "So, we
were expecting someone else I take it? And he's coming over tonight,
hmmmm?"


"What, no... I just figured... after last night...
never mind. What are you doing here, Kell?" Gia knew she sounded grumpy,
but damn it she was grumpy, and the temptation of coffee only did a tiny bit
towards changing that. 


"Awww, well good morning to you too, sunshine. I just
thought I'd come on over and bring you some coffee. See how you were feeling
this morning. You know, since you drank so much you had to run home last night.
Without even saying goodbye. After you and Josh danced. Really, really close
together."       


Grimacing and trying to hide her guilt behind the cup of
coffee, Gia took a giant gulp, only to gasp and choke on the coffee. "Holy
fuck, it's hot!"    


"Well, duh. I just walked to the coffee house and came
straight over here. So, take a deep breath and spill, Gia. What's going on with
you and Josh?"


Catching her breath, and taking another, smaller sip of the
coffee, she tried to stall until she could figure out what to say. Finally, she
decided on, "Nothing."


With a short barked out laugh, Kelly said, "Sure, it
totally looked like nothing last night."


"What? It was just a... dance."


"Uh huh, a really, really, really close, sexy dance.
Sexy enough that I could feel the steam coming off of the two of you."


All of a sudden Gia was light headed, falling backwards onto
the sofa as her knees gave out. "Oh hell... you saw us? Could everyone see
us?"


"If by everyone you mean Deb... then no. I happened to
pick that particular moment to head to the bathroom and I caught the little
show on my way by. You guys were pretty well hidden from the table."


"Oh... good. I just wouldn't want Deb to have seen
us..."


"Dancing? Are we still going to go with dancing or can
we both acknowledge that's a euphemism for sex in public?"


Gia gasped, choking on her coffee again, this time actually
spitting some of it out of her mouth and down the front of her shirt. She
coughed, trying to get air as she breathed the coffee into her lungs. 


Kelly got up from the table and rushed over to Gia's side.
"You okay?" she asked, patting her on the back. 


After a minute she caught her breath, and answered,
"Yeah. I'm good." 


"Okay then... since I know you're not shy about sex,
what's with the choking?"


"Did it actually look like we were having sex...
really?"


"What? No, not literally, you were just dancing...
there was just this vibe coming off you guys... Wait, you weren't... aaahhh...
were you? Is that even possible?"


Gia, who was never embarrassed by anything, felt her cheeks
heating up. Before she could even respond, Kelly continued. 


"Gia, did you and Josh actually have sex on the dance
floor?"


"No!" Gia yelled, taking a deep breath before she
continued a little more calmly. "No, we did not have sex. I have never had
sex with him, and I never will, let alone on a dance floor."


"Okay, then why the red-faced thing you've got going on
right now? I don't think I've ever seen you blush before."


When Gia didn't answer right away, Kelly kept prodding.
"Come on Gia, just spit it out. You obviously need to talk to someone, and
I'm not leaving here until I find out what's going on. Don't make me keep
guessing."


"All right! Damn, Kell you can be really pushy
sometimes, you know that?"


"Yes, yes, I know... Now stop deflecting."


On a sigh Gia finally decided to just spit it all out and
let the chips fall where they may. She figured she was about to lose her
friends over this, but Kelly was like a dog with a bone... she was not going to
let this go. 


"Josh... kissed me." On another deep sigh, she
blurted out, "And I kissed him back."


"Last night? At the bar?"


"No, at my shop.... when he got his tattoo."


Gia watched as Kelly did some mental math. "So, like
almost two months ago?"


Gia nodded, waiting for the look of judgment, the disgust
she was sure was forthcoming. Instead Kelly just looked like she'd solved a riddle
of some sort. 


"Well, that explains a lot."


"It does?"


"Yes, it definitely does. I even told Shannon there was
something... different with you two at the lake that day, and at the Tavern.
When I saw the tattoo, I just chocked it up to that, like some little secret
you guys shared or something, but this makes a lot more sense."


"And you don't hate me... or think I'm the worst person
in the world?"


Kelly laughed, "No... why would I hate y.... Ahhh,
because of Deb. You think I'll hate you because of Deb."


Gia started to nod, then ended on a shrug. "Yeah,
maybe. Or because, there was more than a kiss." 


"Damn it Gia, just spill it... all of it. I promise I'm
not going to judge you, or hate you, or anything else. We're friends. So, you
have had sex with him?"


"No... well, yes... no. Aahh, hell. No, not sex. But,
we've messed around, kind of. Once. But it was before he and Deb broke up.
Maybe that's why they broke up. I ruined a perfectly good relationship because
I couldn't keep my damn shirt on, or stop my body's reaction to his
amazing..."


She looked up into Kelly's face, and she still saw no anger,
only... humor? Was that a little smirk she saw? 


"His amazing... what? Ass, shoulders, abs, kisses, or
did we just go straight to the package?"


"Kell!"


Now Kelly did laugh, long and loud. "Come on Gia, I've
known the guy for the better part of a decade, same as you. It hasn't escaped
my notice that he is well put together. I'm just trying to figure out how I
didn't see this before."


"See what before?"


"You and Josh... it actually makes sense, really.
Almost more sense than he and Deb."


"Huh... bullshit. It makes no sense whatsoever. That's
why I kept it to myself all these years," Gia mumbled under her breath. 


"Years, huh? How many years, exactly?"


"Shit, if I'm confessing my sins, I guess I may as well
confess all of them... probably about eight years."


"So, since you met him?" At Gia's nod, she
continued, "He and Deb have only been together for like four or so years,
why didn't you say anything before that?"


Gia cocked her head to one side and raised her eyebrow.


"Don't give me that look... answer the question."


"Same reason that nothing else is going to happen now.
It won't work, it can't work. Not then, not now, not ever."


"Okay... so then what's with the 'dancing'?"


Gia sighed again, "That would be my body betraying my
mind. I'm blaming it on vodka."


They talked for awhile longer, until Gia was actually
convinced that Kelly didn't hate her. After awhile they moved on to different
topics, including some things happening at Kelly's work. Specifically a cute
guy that had recently been hired. When Gia looked at the clock and realized she
needed to shower and get ready for work herself, Kelly headed for the door. 


"Kell, let's not mention anything to anyone else please?
About my... rather indiscreet behavior. It's over... it won't happen again. I
promise."


Kelly nodded. "Sure thing. But Gia, just so we're
clear, if it did happen again, or if you wanted a relationship with him or
something, I still wouldn't think less of you. He and Deb are done, regardless
of why they're done, they are. And I don't think it was because of you and a
kiss, regardless of how amazing it was. There has been something... off...
between them for a while now. Or at least, nothing seemed exactly right. So, if
you want to, then go for it. He is a free man."


Gia smiled, "Thanks. But no, it's not going to
happen."


Kelly shrugged, then smirked at Gia. "Well then, I'll
keep it to myself. But, you may want to put some makeup on that giant hickey you're
sporting."


She turned and left, shutting the door behind her, leaving
Gia gaping after her, stunned right down to her toes. 


Hickey? She had a hickey?


Damn that man!
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Gia's day had sucked. It turned out that her morning coffee
with Kelly, blended with the inquisition and the grueling admissions, had
actually been the highlight of her day. Her constant trips to the restroom to
make sure her makeup was still hiding the bite mark on her neck had done
nothing to improve her mood. So, by the time nine o'clock rolled around Gia was
more than ready to close up early and go home. 


As soon as Aaron was done with his last customer Gia sent
everyone home. Her mood was apparently bad enough that no one even questioned
her, simply grabbed their things and headed out the back. Gia turned off the
lights, dropped the blinds and locked the front door behind her. 


She turned to see Josh sitting in his Shelby, watching her,
a predatory look in his eyes. Despite her best efforts, she couldn't stop the
little shiver of pleasure that ran over her skin. 


"Josh," she said by way of a greeting. She flipped
her keys around, finding the key to her jeep and walking toward her car. Which
just happened to be parked right next to Josh's. Something she had no doubt had
been intentional on his part. 


When she didn't say anything else, he jumped out of his car,
over the side not through the door, and walked over to her, pressing up against
her back as she tried to open the door. 


"So, you really think that you can just ignore me?
Ignore this? That will make it all go away?"


Gia took a deep breath, trying to ignore his body heat, his
chest, his groin, all brushing against her back. Apparently she didn't respond
quickly enough, because Josh continued. 


"I told you I was going to come over tonight. I wasn't
entirely sure what time you were going to close up, so I thought I would wait
for you. I'm guessing you're done for the night?" 


She nodded, not trusting her voice.


"Good, then I'll drive you home."


"My car is right here and I only live a couple blocks
away, lawyer boy. I'm fairly certain I can get myself home."


Now he pushed harder against her, bringing his hands up to
rest against the side of her jeep, effectively trapping her with his body. She
could feel his breath against her ear when he answered, "I'm sure you can.
But I'm not letting you out of my sight until we talk about this, Gia." 


He nipped her neck, reminding her of the bite mark she had
spent all day hiding. She may still have chills running through her body, but
she was done with his overbearing attitude. Done with his assumptions that she
was simply going to give him his way. 





She bumped her hips back...hard. Hard enough to cause a
quick intake of breath as she slammed into his already obvious erection. The
shock, and probably a little twinge of pain, caused him to move his hands and
back up a step. 


"I happen to agree that we need to talk Josh, but I
will drive my car home. You may follow me and we can discuss this... behavior
of yours somewhere more private." 


Her body may give in to him, but she'd be damned if her will
would. 


Without saying another word, Josh turned and walked back to
his car, starting it up as she climbed into hers. 


She must have been mistaken, but she could have sworn she
heard him chuckle as he walked away.


 


The drive to Gia's house took less than five minutes, even
when driving cautiously to avoid hitting any of the pedestrian traffic. The
Village was hopping... pretty standard for a Saturday night. She would bet that
she could walk into The Tavern and find any number of her friends there. As she
passed, she gave thought to a detour, but quickly decided against it. If she
was reading Josh correctly, they were having this conversation whether she
wanted to or not, and she wasn't kidding that she'd rather do it in private. 


She parked in her garage, letting Josh park in the driveway.
She closed the garage door behind her then headed inside and upstairs to open
the front door and let him in. A small childish piece of her wanted to let him
stand there while she went to hide in her room. Trying to ignore her inner
whiner, she took a deep breath and opened the door.


He stood there, one arm resting beside the door, the other
on his hip. He was in black combat boots, faded old jeans that fit like a
glove, and a tight black T-shirt. His windblown hair looked somehow even darker
than normal, a stray lock hanging just over his left eye. And his eyes... those
incredibly blue eyes, were looking back at her with some blend of humor and
something darker. Desire? 


He looked absolutely freakin' amazing. She wanted to slam
the door in his face. She wanted to jump up and kiss him. She wanted to screw
him senseless.


She invited him in with a small hand gesture, stepping back
to give him room. And to give herself a little distance from him. She stopped
when she hit the edge of her sofa, leaning against the arm rather than sitting
down. 


He closed the door behind him, turning back to face her, the
amusement starting to overpower the darker edge to his eyes.


"So, how long did you debate before deciding to open
the door?"         


She would never admit to that. "Why would I debate
anything? It's not like you've never been here before."


He smirked. "True. But, I've never been here to discuss
sex before."


Swallowing hard to push the saliva past the lump in her
throat, Gia finally found the breath to answer. 


"Is that what you think we are going to be discussing?
I was figuring we'd chat about your sudden need to explore your latent interest
in the 'other' half. Or maybe your sudden need to grope me in public. To stare
at my breasts in front of all of our friends. Or how about your foolish
assumption that there is something going on between us other than a few mistakes.
Or even your absolute stupidity in breaking up with your fiancé because of
those stupid lapses in judgment. Shall we talk about that?"


"Right... the mistakes. The 'one time' mistake that you
swore would never happen again. Is that the one you mean? Or, maybe the mistake
was you coming against my thigh last night. Is that the mistake you wanted to
talk about?"


He was walking towards her, one slow step at a time. She
quickly stood, folding her arms across her chest as if she could somehow shield
herself from him.


Finally, at a loss for words, Gia just gave in. "What
do you want from me?"



* * * *


Josh stopped where he was. She looked... defeated? Was that
possible? Gia was never at a loss for anything, let alone at a loss for words.
And she was never defeated. 


His brain finally managed to wrap around her last question.
A difficult task since his head was clouded with anger and lust. Why did she
keep denying what was between them? It couldn't be one sided. Even if he had
believed that before, last night had proved that she felt something too. 


So, what did he want from her...?


"I want you to just admit that there is something here,
Gia. Just admit that this wasn't a 'one time mistake never to be repeated'.
Admit that you're attracted to me."


"Attracted to you. A stuffy, uptight lawyer, who until
recently was engaged to one of my best friends. Why in the hell would I be
attracted to you?"


That stung. He knew it was a defense mechanism on her part,
but it still stung. Willing himself to calm down before he did something
stupid, he took a deep breath, sighing it out long and slow.


"If you're not attracted to me then explain what you
think is going on here. Explain the night in your tattoo shop, explain why your
nipples get hard when you know I'm watching, despite the fact that our friends
are sitting right there. And then, explain last night." 


He took another step toward her, somehow compelled to be
closer to her, to physically prove her wrong.


She backed up another step. So he took another. And she went
backward. Another, and another step back. Finally she hit the wall, shock
registering in her eyes. There was a mere three feet between them. A distance
he could close with one long stride. So, he waited, unable to stop the smile
that flitted across his lips at seeing her so... nervous. Gia was nervous, and
it was because of him. 


He loved it. 


"Fine, I'll explain it, although you're not going to
like the answer. It really has nothing to do with you, Josh. It is simply a
physical thing. I haven't had sex in a while... a long while if I'm being
honest. And you came onto me pretty hard and fast, stirring up a response
before I had time to really even think about who I was kissing. It is a simple
physical reaction. Just like my nipples getting hard when I know someone is
looking at them. Plus, everyone was looking, not just you. And we were all
talking about how they feel, do they enhance pleasure and what not. Everyone
was feeling a little spark of something, which is why Blake put a stop to the
conversation. See, it really has nothing to do with you personally, like I have
already told you."


Josh took another small step toward her and watched as her
hands made little fists against the wall. Another little smile before he asked,
"And last night. How do you explain that away, Gia? It was just me and
you, no one else looking, no hard and fast attack from me. We were just
dancing. So, what made you hot enough to orgasm, on a dance floor, surrounded
by people, if it has nothing to do with me?"


He took one more step, raising his arms beside her head as
he finished speaking. He watched as her breathing accelerated, her chest
started to heave in small, shallow breaths. He took a quick glance at her
nipples, delighted to see them pushing into tight little points against her shirt,
before looking up into her emerald green eyes. Eyes that were watching him,
warily. 


"What is this new thing you have with trying to pen me
in, Josh. Back up and give me some breathing room."


"No. Answer the question. What about last night?"


She pushed at his chest, trying to get space... space he had
no intention of allowing her. 


"Answer the damn question, Gia."


"I was just drunk," she blurted out. 


He smiled again, knowing it was a lie. "Drunk. So, did
you have an orgasm with Dev, too?"


"No!"


She actually seemed upset that he would even think that. 


"So, then why with me?"


She shrugged her shoulders dismissively. "Better
angle."


He leaned in, bringing his face within inches of hers, not
close enough for their lips to touch, but close enough that he could feel her
breath hot against his mouth. 


"Do you want me to prove you wrong? Right here, right
now... stone cold sober."


"It still wouldn't prove anything, Josh. I told you
it's been a long time for me. You've known me long enough to know that I like
men, and I like sex, and I haven't had any of either. I just need to get off,
to scratch an itch."


"I thought you did get off. Want me to try again?"


"No! Yes... no, that's not... I mean... it will take
more than once."


Now Josh let the smile show. He was sure it looked as
predatory as he felt, and just a little smug as he felt the first little
glimmer of triumph begin to run through his veins. 


"I accept your challenge."
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"What? What challenge?" Gia asked, her voice
sounding breathless even to her own ears. Why was he standing so damn close?
She couldn't think with him right in her face like this. God was it hot in
here. She pushed at his chest again, trying in vain to get away from him. 


"You need sex, or at least a few good orgasms. I accept
the challenge of giving them to you. So, how many? Two? Four? Six?"


"How many?"


"Yes. Give me a number. How many times do you need to
come in, say, the next forty eight hours, for you to be satisfied? What's it
going to take for you to realize that it is not just physical desire, but
rather desire for me?"


Deciding that she would just name a random number, a number
he couldn't possible achieve, she blurted out "Ten."


He raised his eyebrows, but didn't seem even a little bit
worried. "You're feeling greedy I see."


"Well, if you can't take the heat, get out of the
kitchen."


"Deal."


"Deal? What deal?" She was confused. What had they
just agreed to?


"I give you ten orgasms in the next forty eight hours
and you admit that there is something between us worth exploring."


She froze. Had she actually just agreed to that? She agreed
to have sex with him, just to prove she didn't want to have sex with him? How
was that possible? He must have played some stupid lawyer trick on her. 


"Just a sec there, lawyer boy. You think you just won
something, I can tell by your eyes, but I think you misunderstood. I want ten
orgasms... without us having sex."


"And by sex you mean..."


He just left the question hanging there, waiting for her to
fill in the details. She took a deep breath and started setting parameters for
this little deal. Something to make it impossible for him to succeed. 


"I mean no actual sex. And no toys. It has to be all
manual. If I wanted a vibrator I could handle it myself."


"So, manual stimulation, without intercourse. What
about fingers?" 


As he asked, he ran the tip of one finger gently from her
ear down to her collarbone, then back up her cheek, outlining her lips until
she gasped for air. 


"Fin... fingers are fine."


Now he leaned in, trailing the same path with his lips, his
hot tongue peeking out occasionally to taste her skin. He traced the edge of
her ear with that tongue before whispering, "And mouths... what about
mouths?"


"Mouths are... good... good too." She wanted to
grab his head and force his mouth to hers. Now. Right. Fucking. Now. 


Just as she was sure she was going to melt into a puddle
right here in her living room, Josh stood up straight, taking his heat and
support with him. 


He casually looked at his watch, then looked back at her
with a grin. "So, let's make sure I have this correct, shall we? I can
touch, taste, kiss, lick, suck... anything and everything... as long as I don't
use a vibrator or any other toys. I have forty eight hours, which gives us
until..." another quick glance, "ten p.m. on Monday night, to make
you come ten times. But, no sex... which I am understanding to mean no actual
intercourse, since this is all a form of sex. Does that sound about right to
you?"





Gia stood against the wall, her traitorous body still
humming just from his closeness, from his measly little lick of her ear. She
nodded mutely, unable to form words around the visions playing in her head of
all that touching, and tasting, and licking...


"Good. Then I guess we'd better get started."


Josh grabbed Gia and throwing her over his shoulder in a
fireman's carry, he turned and stomped up the stairs toward her room. 



* * * *


Josh couldn't believe what had just happened. He had come
over here, desperate for a way to make Gia at least consider the possibility
that there was something between them, and she had just handed him his answer.
Not only was he going to prove to her that this was not just a hormonal need,
but he was going to have one hell of a good time doing it. 


He smiled as he found her bedroom, walking in and tossing
her rather unceremoniously on the bed. She huffed out air as she landed,
clearly still shocked by everything that had just taken place. He had expected
her to be pounding on his back and ass as he carried her up here. Possibly even
biting if she'd had the chance. In an effort to keep her off balance, he dove
forward landing over her and catching his weight on his arms. Without giving
her time to think about... anything, he went straight for her mouth. 


He needed to kiss her. He hadn't been able to kiss her, or
even touch her, the way he'd wanted to last night. Here was his chance. 


His cock jumped, doing a little happy dance of its own in
his jeans. Knowing there was no way he was going to get inside Gia's hot little
body tonight, he willed his shaft to calm down. This was about her... her body,
her pleasure, her release. If he did it right, he would get a hell of a lot
more than forty eight hours with her. 


Slowing his pace, he laid on top of her, pressing her into
the mattress, letting her slowly adjust to his weight while he kissed her. She
gasped into his mouth when his erection pressed against her thigh. Using her
open mouth to his advantage, he licked, grazing her tongue with his. 


When her body relaxed into his, her hands sneaking up around
his neck, Josh finally pulled away, dipping down to sip and nibble at her neck.



God he loved the way she smelled. Some blend of vanilla and
spices, mixed with a smell that was all Gia. As he licked her ear, nibbling the
edges before trailing his lips down the column of her throat, she let out a
small quiet moan. When she wiggled her hips against him, her body already
seeking what it needed, he groaned. He was pretty damn sure he was going to end
up coming in his pants again. 


He sat up, pulling her up with him. He grabbed the hem of
her T-shirt and tugged it quickly over her head. When he saw a purple satin bra
holding her breasts, barely concealing her erect nipples, he groaned a little
louder. 


"God, you're sexy, Gia. You cannot imagine how hard it
was for me to walk away from you last night." 


He trailed one finger gently across her breast, just above
the line of satin that was tormenting him. He let one finger dip under the
fabric, gently brushing her nipple, teasing the point. He watched as goose
bumps broke out across her skin, her nipples pebbling and straining against the
fabric. 


"Josh..." 


Her voice was breathy, telling him all he needed to know.
She was already very aroused. 


"Let's get those jeans off you, Gia. I'll be damned if
we're going to do this fully dressed again." 


He pulled the button and tugged down her zipper. She helped,
kicking off her shoes and shimmying out of the jeans as soon as they were
undone. He bit back another groan as he saw the barely there purple satin
panties she was wearing. 


He needed to see the back of them. He spun her around,
pushing her forward onto the mattress this time. When he saw her ass,
completely exposed with a tiny purple string going right up the middle, he
couldn't resist bending down to lick and taste the exposed flesh. 


Her ass was a thing of beauty. Round and firm, with just
enough softness to give it a nice jiggle. He would love to see her walking
around completely naked, just to watch all her girly parts wiggle so nicely. Or
to see her ass shake as she was bouncing up and down on his cock. 


That thought had him giving her a little slap, just to see
that shake he was dreaming of. When she cried out, he thought he might have
hurt her, and leaned over to kiss the cheek he'd just spanked. As he got closer,
he could smell her arousal, the scent coming up to tease his nostrils. 


His dick jumped again. Had she enjoyed that? 


"Did you like that, Gia? Did you like the feel of my
hand smacking your ass?"


She moaned, but said nothing, wiggling her hips against the
bed. 


"Answer me. Would you enjoy me spanking you?" He
ran his hand along the crease of her ass, moving down until he found the
undeniable proof of her desire dampening her panties. "You're so damned
wet. Is that all for me, or because you're imagining another good swat?"
This time, when she didn't say anything, he stopped moving his fingers.
"Tell me or I will stop."


"Yes... you asshole. I liked it. A lot, okay?"


He smiled. 


"That's good, baby. I'm glad you like a little kink.
We'll have to explore that more another day. For right now..." 


He roughly pulled her underwear aside, thrusting his finger
inside her only to find her wet and ready. Fuck... he needed to be inside that
heat. 


She cried out, thrusting her hips back toward him, meeting
his hand. He could feel her muscles already starting to tighten around his
finger so he pulled out, adding another finger, and then another. 


He thrust all three fingers once, twice, on the third push
she broke apart, screaming her pleasure into her bed. 


Josh couldn't help but smile as he rolled her over, leaning
in to kiss her cheeks, then her neck. As he lined up their lips, he looked into
her eyes. "One down... nine to go."


[bookmark: d17]Chapter 17


As Josh kissed her senseless, she was still trying to figure
out what the hell had just happened. She had just had an orgasm, a massive
orgasm, from a couple of kisses and a little smack. Sure, the fingers shoving
into her had probably helped, but still. That was way too fast. 


She had to stop responding to him like this or he was going
to manage ten orgasms tonight, never mind two days. Hell, she was still wearing
her underwear for God's sake. 


When Josh let go of her lips, bending and kissing her neck,
her collarbone, and moving his way down to her breasts, Gia couldn't stop the
sigh that escaped her. Maybe she should just go with this. Maybe if she quit
fighting her body, she could just burn him out of her system. Kind of like a
fever fights off a cold. Seriously, nothing could burn this hot for long,
right? 


So she let go. She quit trying to play it cool and decided
to simply take what he was offering. Take what she wanted so badly. 


When his hands reached behind her to try and unhook her bra,
she leaned to the side to give him better access. When he had it loose, she
pulled it off her arms tossing it somewhere across the room. 


She wanted to feel his chest pressing into her bare breasts
again. Skin to skin. Heat to heat. 


"You're still dressed." 


He smiled. "Nice of you to notice."


She knew she was pouting, could feel her face settling into
the frown. "Why don't you get undressed?"


Now he laughed, the little smirk she loved settling in to a
huge grin. "I'm not entirely sure that's a good idea. I'm going to have
a... hard... enough time keeping to the rules as it is."


Now she scowled, her brow furrowing to match the frown.
"But I want to touch your body. At least take off the shirt, and the
shoes... and the pants."


Another laugh. But at least he stood and removed the shirt
and the shoes. 


"That will have to suffice, baby."


That was the second time he'd called her baby. She found
that she liked it, at least coming from him. She looked over his chest,
surprised once again by just how incredible he was. "You know, for a
thirty year old lawyer, you still have a damn fine body."


"Why, thank you, ma'am. And may I say, your body is a
sight more than damn fine. It's so fine, in fact, that I am going to spend the
next several hours enjoying every single inch of it. Starting right here."


He pushed her backwards again, following her body with his.
As she bounced from the impact, she heard him groan, just before his lips
closed firmly over her right nipple. No gentle nibbles or licks. No, he just
latched on and suckled, hard and deep, pulling an answering groan from her. 


The wonderful heat of his mouth set off a tingle that shot
straight through her abdomen and into her core. Her already wet core leaked out
even more fluid, the still tingling tissue ready and waiting for more
stimulation. 


Gia ran her hands through Josh's hair, letting her fingers
dig into his scalp, her hands fist and even pull a little. She didn't know if
she was trying to pull him away, or make sure he stayed put. 


When he released her breast and let out a purely masculine
chuckle, she'd had enough of this waiting around for an orgasm crap. After all,
she had decided to just relax and enjoy this. 


She lifted her hips, tossing him off her, then continued in
her roll until he was on his back and she was lying on top. She knew she'd only
managed it because she had surprised him, but she reveled in the small victory
anyway. 


"What are you doing, Gia? I thought this was about
you..."


She shut him up by kissing him, rubbing from side to side to
feel her tight peaks brushing across the coarse hair on his chest. He wasn't
particularly hairy, just enough to cause a little friction which felt amazing.
Amazing enough to bring an answering pulse between her legs. 


His erection was pressed right against her core. The heat
was tangible even through his jeans, and her satin panties did little to act as
a barrier. She could feel his stiff length teasing her clit, bringing the
little bundle of nerves to even greater attention. 


So she rubbed there too, twisting her hips, grinding against
him. Riding his cock as if he were buried inside her. 


When Josh's hands landed hard on her bare ass, pulling her
against him even more tightly, she moaned into his mouth. 


He thrust against her, those hot hands gripping her cheeks,
pulling her up and down as she continued her twisting motions. Finally, she
lifted her head, breaking the kiss and gulping in much needed oxygen. He took
that opportunity to latch onto her other nipple, this time using his tongue to
twist and tease the little ring she wore. 


Her breasts were so sensitive, always had been, and the
rings made them more so. When he took his teeth and pulled the ring, just hard
enough to give her a little jolt without causing any real pain, the whole
combination was just too much for Gia. 


She came, hard and wet, screaming his name as her body
convulsed over his. She collapsed forward, her head landing in the crook of his
neck. 


As she drifted in and out of her hazy state of pleasure, she
heard him mumble, "That makes two."


Was it her imagination, or did his voice seem rougher now?



* * * *


Josh let her lay on him as she recovered a little. He should
have simply flipped her over, ripped off her underwear and buried his mouth in
her wet heat, driving her immediately back up to another climax. That's what he
wanted to do. That's what he would have done. Except he was already on the
verge of exploding himself. He also needed the break, to calm his cock into
something a little less painful. He was fairly certain he already had a
permanent zipper indentation on the front of his shaft as hard as it was
pushing against the fabric, trying to escape and bury inside of Gia. 


As soon as he could even think of catching his breath, he
tossed her off of his chest and flipped her back onto her back. He quickly
moved off the bed, dropping to his knees beside it. He grabbed her thighs and
pulled, scooting Gia forward until her glorious ass was right on the edge. 


He tugged her panties, removing the last barrier between him
and heaven. Then he parted her legs.


She gasped, lifting her head and watching him. 


"You're so fucking beautiful. I've imagined this, too
many times, but the reality is so much better." 


As much as he craved the taste of her, wanted to dive right
in and lick and suck for hours on end, he also wanted to take some time to burn
this into memory. He carefully reached one hand out, gently ran his finger from
bottom to top, stopping to dip into her moisture and drag it up to her clit. He
took his first and middle finger, separating her folds, opening her so he could
finally taste. 


"Jesus, baby, you are so wet. It's just killing me. I
want to be inside you so... holy fuck! Is that a..." 


Not believing what he was seeing, he took a deep calming
breath before looking to Gia for confirmation. "Your clit is pierced too?"



When she offered him a smug little smile and a nod, Josh
almost came in his pants. Right fucking there, with no physical contact. 


That was it, his control snapped. He bent forward, burying
his face in her sex, grabbing her ass with both hands and lifting her to get a
better angle. Somewhere in the back of his mind he knew he was supposed to be
proving something to her, pleasing her, but he just didn't care. He had to
taste, to lick, to bite. To feel her come against his tongue and swallow down
her pleasure. 


He ran his tongue up and down her soft fold, dipping in to
taste her fully, before finally settling in to that little silver bar that was
driving him so crazy. He licked, nipped, and finally sucked pulling it into his
mouth, teasing it with his tongue. He thought he heard Gia cry out, but he
couldn't be certain over the blood rushing through his head. 


It could have been minutes or days and he wouldn't have
cared. He couldn't seem to get enough of her. When he finally felt her muscles
start to tighten, her thighs start to squeeze his head, he buried two fingers
deep inside her, curling them until he found the cluster of nerves he was
looking for. When her wet heat started to clench around his fingers he sucked
her clit, hard, pulling at the little piercing with his tongue. She exploded,
her muscles contracting around his hand. He kept the pressure, letting her ride
through the waves. 


As soon as it stopped, he separated her legs again, shoving
her backwards before joining her on the bed. He kissed her with all the pent up
desire he had. He needed her. He needed to lose himself in her body, to fuck
her until this wildness he felt had calmed somewhat. He kissed her, thrusting
his tongue into her mouth the way he wanted to shove his cock in her tight little
passage. 


He knew she would be able to taste herself on his lips and
tongue. He kissed anyway, half expecting her to shove him away. 


She didn't. She buried her hands in his hair and pulled him
in deeper, matching his pressure, her tongue battling with his. When she sucked
his lower lip into her mouth, he couldn't help but thrust his hips against
hers. 


He pushed again, grinding against her heat, seeking the
release his body craved. When he felt his sac start to tighten, that little
zing telling him his orgasm was near, he pushed back, her teeth nipping his lip
as she tried to hold him there. 


"God damn it, Gia. I will not fuckin' come in my pants
again, like some dumbass kid."


He pulled down his zipper, shoved down his jeans and boxers
all in one swift move. Wrapping his hand around his cock he watched as Gia's
eyes widened. "I said I wouldn't fuck you, and I won't. But, I am going to
get some release tonight, too."


Her eyes got even bigger, and not for the first time, Josh
wished to hell he knew what she was thinking. He may have just ruined
everything. 


And he would care. Be sorry for it. After his dick quit
aching. 


"Lay back." She didn't hesitate, just rushed to do
as she was told. 


"Move your hips to the edge of the bed so I can reach
you."


Again she scrambled to do as she was bid. 


Once again he took his shaft into his own hand, wrapping it
tight and beginning the pace he would need to find his own pleasure. "I'm
going to masturbate, and you're going to watch me. I'm also going to slide my
fingers into you, and you're going to imagine it's my cock inside you."     


She didn't say anything, but her breathing got faster and
her little tongue peeked out to lick her lips. He took that as consent. 


Josh buried three fingers into her, unable to find even a
shred of gentleness. He was so far gone. He pulled his shaft and thrust into
her, keeping their pace even. When he needed to speed up, he sped her pace too.
It wasn't long before they were both coming. 


Josh let go with a roar as her muscles clenched his fingers
again, the little spasms were the final push he needed to find his own release.
He turned, watching as his seed flew out and landed on her chest and stomach
before he collapsed on the bed next to her. 


Just before he drifted off to sleep, his only thought was at
least he'd marked her. If he couldn't lose himself inside her, at least he had
spilled onto her, leaving his mark the only way he could. 


     


Some time later Josh woke up. He took a moment to admire the
woman sleeping next to him before rising to clean up. He removed his pants and
pulled his underwear back up, then he went in search of a clean washcloth. He
cleaned her up with warm water then lifted her and placed her under the covers.



He should get dressed and go home, let her sleep alone. They
hadn't talked about him staying here tonight. 


As he watched her snuggle into the pillow, he felt a strange
little tug at his chest. He didn't want to leave.


Besides, he knew she had to work tomorrow and he only had a
small window of time to bring her six more orgasms. It was probably wise to
stay here, that way he could make the most of the morning. Smiling like a kid
on Christmas Eve, Josh climbed back in the bed and pulled Gia's warm naked body
next to his. She snuggled into him like he'd slept with her every night of
their lives. 


Damn... there was that little tug again. 
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By the time Gia got into work on Sunday, she breathed a deep
sigh of relief. She was running away and she damn well knew it. But she had
needed to get away from him. Away from her own desires.    


What she had started as a way to prove him wrong, naming a
number she would have considered impossible, was merely proving him right and
her weak. Six times... that man had made her come six times in less than twelve
hours. 


She had awakened this morning to feel his fingers tweak her
nipples. His lips nibbled her neck and ears. His warm, naked chest had pressed
against her equally naked back. His fingers teasing and probing between her
legs. His heat, his drugging kisses and his gentle touch had brought her off
again before she was even completely awake. 


After a gentle, rolling rise to orgasm, he had slipped down
under the covers to taste the fruits of his labor, so to speak. His mouth had
wrought another rush to pleasure, leaving her breathless and sated while he
jumped out of bed and into the shower. 


It wasn't until he had walked back into her room, dressed
and looking ridiculously handsome, that it occurred to her she should be angry.
The man had spent the night in her bed, without even asking her first. 


Sure, it could be argued that she had not exactly been up to
chatting since he had pretty much knocked her unconscious with pleasure last
night. Or that he had woken her in the most pleasurable way possible. Or that
she was the one that had put a time limit on this... thing... between them in
the first place. And she hadn't actually said he couldn't stay the night. 


But none of that had seemed to matter as he stood there,
fully clothed and smirking at her, all showered and clean with a day's growth
of beard on that annoyingly perfect face of his. So, she had growled at him and
thrown the nearest thing she could find; her pillow. 


And he'd laughed. The asshole had actually laughed at her. 


So, she did what any sensible woman would do. She'd called
him names, stormed past him, and locked the bathroom door behind her. 


By the time she'd gotten out of the shower, he'd been gone.
As she had headed down to the kitchen, trying to convince herself she was happy
about that fact, she had smelled freshly brewed coffee. 


He'd made coffee. The damn man had made her coffee. 


So, here she was, hiding in her office trying to sort
through her feelings. 


As much as she physically enjoyed this, it could never be
anything more than that. A strictly physical relationship. And physical
relationships did not involve him making her coffee in the morning, let alone
staying the night in her bed. No one ever stayed the night at her house, and
she rarely stayed at theirs.             


If she were honest with herself, she hadn't really minded
him being there this morning. It had felt normal... wonderful actually. Which
was the problem in a nutshell. 


Again, trying to be honest and face the facts as they were,
she was fairly certain he was going to win this little wager they had going.
Six in less than twelve hours was a pretty good indicator that another four orgasms
in the next thirty six hours were almost guaranteed. So, he was going to try to
force the issue. Try to get her to admit that there was something between them.
And there was. There always had been. 


It didn't mean she had any intention of doing anything about
it. Not now, not ever. Josh, it seemed, had other ideas. 


If you had asked her two months ago she would have said
there was no way he would ever pursue that little spark. She had fully expected
that he would bury it, along with everything else he felt. He was on one path
and she was on another. 


Then he had walked into her shop and asked for a tattoo. No,
demanded a tattoo. And he kissed her. Kissed her with enough passion to ignite
a fire in her. A fire she had banked as she pushed him away. Since then, Josh
had been anything but predictable. She had always known there was a lot hidden
beneath his shiny, polished, lawyer veneer. Now, she was starting to wonder
just exactly how much he really buried in that perfect, all American image of
his. He seemed so... different, lately. More demanding. Stronger. More
controlling. More... dominant. 


And, God help her, she loved it. 


She was clearly a masochist. 


Rolling her eyes at her own thoughts, she tried again to
focus on work.


Epic fail. She couldn't think of anything but his lips, his
hands, his kisses... and the next thirty six hours. 


If she was already so ridiculously focused on him, what
would happen if she let this go on? If she admitted that she was drawn to him,
admitted that it was more than simply unfulfilled desire, would she be able to
have a physical relationship with him and still keep her distance? Could she
possibly enjoy what he was offering without wanting more? 


It had never been a problem before. She'd had many
relationships. Probably more than her fair share, if she were continuing with
this honesty crap. And she had always been able to enjoy the relationship, both
the physical and companionship aspects, without ever wanting it to be more. 


So, why was she so worried about this one being different?
Just because she had known Josh a lot longer, because they had been friends for
so many years? Or was it because he was just so different from anyone she'd
ever dated before? 


Whatever her issue, she had better figure it out before
tomorrow night. Somehow, she didn't think this new, less docile version of Josh
was going to let her get away with saying, "Thanks for the fun. See you
later, 'gater." 



* * * *


Josh went home, changed his clothes and headed over to the
club. He was supposed to be meeting his parents to play a few matches of
tennis. Not exactly top on his list of fun things to do on a Sunday. 


But, he hadn't had any time to see them outside of work
since he and Deb had told him it was over. He was hoping that seeing him, alive
and well and not moping, would get them off his case about Deb. 


Needing a partner, he had called Kelly and asked her to play
with them today. Their families had been friends for generations. Literally.
His grandfather had gone to school with hers. When his family had relocated to
the west coast, her family had followed a few years later. 


He was actually surprised that his parents had never pushed
the issue of him and Kelly becoming an item. Maybe they would have if he hadn't
started dating Deb during college. Kelly and Gia had been friends in high
school, although Josh still had no idea how they had met. Kelly and Deb had
gone to school together, although they hadn't been more than passing
acquaintances until college. In fact, Kelly had introduced Josh to both Gia and
Deb at a party one evening. 


Josh had been attracted to Gia even then. Even went so far
as to flirt a little and test the waters. Unfortunately, he'd already had a
girlfriend then, so it was always harmless flirting. They hadn't lasted long,
but by the time they'd broken up, Josh had been firmly entrenched in the
'friend' category with Georgia. And that's where he'd stayed. 


Though he had turned to Gia for a few things over the years,
like getting her help to pick up his car, there had always been an edge, even
to their friendship. They had never been the soft and cuddly, confession type
of friends. She had always seemed to delight in riling him up. Making him
angry, or pushing him until he admitted something he didn't want to. Something
he wanted to keep hidden, even if only from himself. 


She made him crazy. She viewed the world in a whole
different way than he did. While he always did what was expected, played the
part he was born into, she had always been free. A little wild, a little
dangerous, always different and always true to herself. She never seemed to
care what anyone thought. For years, he had tried to blame his attraction to
her on that very fact. Tried to see it as more envy than attraction. After all,
they argued more than they agreed. He convinced himself that he couldn't
possibly be attracted to her, not really. Rather, he just wanted the freedom
she had, to do as she pleased and damn the consequences. 


It had been total bullshit. He really had no idea how he'd
managed to ignore it for so long. And now, he had one chance to get it right.
One chance to convince this amazing, beautiful, free-spirited woman that she
could be happy in a relationship with a stuffy, uptight lawyer. That was going
to be no small task. 


Was he up to the challenge? Two months ago, he would have
said no. Now... yeah, maybe he was. 


Something about breaking up with Deb, giving in to impulse
and kissing Gia, taking chances he never would have taken before... it seemed
to have set something loose inside him. Something he didn't want to put back.
Something that seemed like it had been lurking there in the shadows his whole
life. 


And he liked it. 


Now, he just had to hope he could put the veneer back in
place when necessary. Like now...


He turned just as Kelly walked up and tapped him on the
shoulder. 


"Hey there," she said. "You looked a little
lost in thought? Anything you'd like to tell me about?"


The smirk on her face left little doubt that she was up to
something. Or that she knew something he didn't. 


"Nope. Just waiting on you. You ready?"


She shrugged, the smirk still firmly in place. "Sure.
Let's go beat the pants off your parents."


 


After tennis, they were all sitting and enjoying a nice
lunch. They had played two games, each pair winning one, so the atmosphere was
relaxed and everyone was in good humor. Josh included. As lunch was wrapping
up, his mom finally asked about his good humor. 


"Josh, it's so nice to see you smiling again,"
Fanny commented. 


"Thanks, Mom. I feel pretty good. This was fun. I'd
forgotten how much I like tennis. The sunshine, the fresh air, and some
exercise, all rolled into one." 


"Glad to hear it. And the company was very pleasant as
well," Fanny continued. When Kelly just nodded and smiled politely, Fanny
kept right on talking. "So, Kelly, it was unexpected to see you here
today? Will we be seeing more of you?"


Again Kelly nodded, apparently oblivious to where Fanny was
heading, but Josh wasn't fooled. He thought about butting in, correcting her
assumptions, but waited. He wondered just how deeply his mother would pry. And,
when Kelly would catch on. 


"Probably. Now that Josh and Deb have broken up, he
mentioned he needed a partner for tennis. I know he plays with Blake when it's
just the two of them, but that would hardly be a fair team for you guys. Being
as Blake played in college and what not."


"Oh, only for tennis? What a shame. We were hoping we
would see more of you socially. Maybe at Sunday night dinners?" 


Kelly looked puzzled for a moment, before the light finally
clicked. "Ooohhh... No, we're not... I mean, it's not... well, we
don't..."


Laughing Josh finally came to her rescue. "We're not
dating, Mother. Although I admire your subtle attempts at nosiness."


Now Fanny had the decency to look a little chagrined.
"I'm sorry. You just seem so much happier the last few days. I thought at
first that you and Deb had managed to patch things up, but then when you
brought Kelly, I thought, maybe..."


"Oh, no Mrs. Taylor. We're just friends. He called me
last night specifically to come play tennis this morning. There's nothing like
that between us," Kelly said.


Josh's father, who had remained silent through all of this,
finally chimed in. "Fanny, that's enough. Leave them alone. Josh will tell
us if he's seeing someone new when there's something to tell." 


Josh squinted his eyes, surprised by his father's support.
He figured his dad was still upset he'd broken it off with Deb. "Thanks,
Dad. Mom, there's nothing to tell."


"Well, then why the good mood all of a sudden?" 


Josh casually shrugged his shoulders. "Just enjoying
the day, that's all. And you're right, it has been good company." Pushing
his chair back Josh rose, pulling some cash out to cover lunch. "And on
that note, I think it's time Kelly and I hit the road. Thank you for the
tennis, and I will see you both this evening for dinner. Alone, in case you're
wondering." He winked at Kelly, then smiled at his parents as he helped
her from her chair. 


Kelly stayed quiet until they were outside the club, but as
Josh walked her to her car, she finally turned and asked, "So, your
parents thought we were..."


"Apparently. I never thought they would go there, not
since you and I basically were in diapers together. Sorry if they embarrassed
you." 


She laughed, "Not embarrassed, just surprised.
Although, since your mom mentioned it, you do seem to be in a much better mood
the last couple of days." 


"I do? Hmmmm, well how about that." Josh smirked
at her. 


"Yes, you do. Since Friday night at The Tavern, your
mood has improved dramatically. I wonder, could there be a correlation?"


"Maybe I just needed a few good drinks with
friends."


Now it was Kelly's turn to smirk. "Friends? Or maybe it
was seeing ex-girlfriends again? Or dancing. Could it be dancing that has put
you in such a happy state?"


Josh was a little shocked. "Dancing? Now why would you
say that?"


Kelly punched him in the shoulder, laughing at the slightly
dumbfounded expression he knew he wore. "I saw you dancing with Gia,
doofus. And I know you were supposed to go see her last night."


He narrowed his eyes, trying to gauge just what she thought
of that. "And, so what if I did? Go see her, I mean."


"You know, she seemed just as hesitant to talk about it
as you do. So, let me just lay it out there for you... I can't speak for anyone
else, but if you and Gia have something going, and by the way you two were
clinging together on that dance floor I would guess you do, then I say go for
it."


Now Josh was floored. He hadn't expected that from Kelly,
not knowing how close she and Deb were. He knew she was close to Gia as well,
but wasn't there some sort of girl thing, kind of like the 'bro code'?


"You really wouldn't mind if I started seeing Gia? Even
though Deb and I broke up less than two months ago."


"Nope," she grinned again. "I actually think
it would be great. She would be good for you. And there's been something there
between you guys for forever. She's the only one that's ever really riled you
up. You're always so calm and collected, and yet she has managed to get under
your skin for years." She paused a beat, apparently thinking over her next
words. "I don't think Deb would mind either, Josh. I can't say for
certain, but honestly neither one of you have seemed all that upset about the
break up. I think she'd probably be okay with it. At least, that's my
opinion." 


With a quick smile, she finally hopped in her car, tossing
her stuff in the back of the convertible before starting the engine. On a last
quick grin, one that reminded Josh of the Cheshire Cat, she put the car in reverse.
"Have fun tonight." 


She pulled out, leaving Josh staring after her. 


It took a couple minutes for the shock to wear off, only to
be replaced by his own Cheshire grin. Not only did he get to see Gia tonight,
but he actually had the support of at least one of their friends. Maybe, just
maybe this would work out. Now, he just had to convince Gia of that
possibility. 
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When Gia closed up shop Sunday night, she was not even
remotely surprised to find Josh out front waiting for her. Yet, her heart
seemed to skip a beat when she saw him, once again leaning against his Mustang.
Tonight he was in a white T-shirt and another pair of jeans. These looked
newer, a darker color, and seemed to be a little tighter than the few pair she
had previously seen him wear. He had paired it with the old combat boots again.



Damn he looked good. And, for tonight at least, he was all
hers. 


She took a deep breath to slow her racing heart, locked the
front door behind her and finally walked over to him. The sinfully slow curve
of his lips, settling into the smirk she loved so much, sent her heart thudding
against her ribcage again. 


"Hi," she said, a little breathier than she would
have liked. 


Her only warning of what was coming was the quick lift of
his eyebrow and a little twist of the smirk, before his mouth settled on hers. 


He hooked his hands in the belt loops of her jeans, pulling
her flush against him, settling her between his thighs where he rested against
the car door. This was no soft kiss of greeting, but a deep kiss, warning her
of his intentions. Her mouth opened on a gasp, apparently all the invitation he
needed to bring the kiss        even deeper, plunging his tongue into her
mouth.       


She melted into the kiss, despite her reservations, tangling
her hands into his hair. The silky strands teased her fingers, inviting her to
twist and tug gently, pulling him even closer. 


A passing car honked, the driver throwing out a wolf
whistle, reminding Gia they were standing in the middle of the street... in The
Village... where anyone could see them. Including their friends. 


She jumped back as if burned, placing a hand against his
chest. She wasn't sure whether or not she was holding him at bay, or simply
needed some sort of continued contact while she tried to steady her breathing. 


After a minute, she finally felt like she could speak again.
"What the hell was that? A simple hello would have been sufficient."


He smirked again, his eyes alight with humor. "Not for
me," he answered with a shrug. 


"We're in the middle of the damn street, Josh. That
was..."


"Hot? Amazing? A teaser of what's yet to come?"


She looked at him, forcing herself not to laugh as she
schooled her face into a look meant to chastise him. "I was going to say
completely inappropriate."


Another little shrug. "Maybe. But I enjoyed it and so
did you. So, you ready to go? I was thinking we can drop your car at your place
and head over to mine for the night. I'll bring you back on my way to work
tomorrow morning."


His little plan served to remind her of her pique over his
assumption that he could simply spend the night at her house. As good as his
idea sounded, and regardless of just how her body responded to that idea, she
needed to put a stop to his high handed assumptions before things went any
further. 


"And you presume I'll be staying the night with
you?"


He cocked his head to one side, that damn eyebrow shooting
up again as his lips settled into a snarky little grin. "Ordinarily, no.
However, I only have until tomorrow night and I still have 'work' to do. And
since you're the one that set a deadline for this little endeavor, I figured
that was the best plan. Would you prefer to go to your house again? Or, if
you'd like, we can simply head back inside your shop and I'll see if I can't
win this bet here and now."


As he spoke, he moved closer to her, pushing her to back up
until she hit the passenger side of her Jeep. He didn't lift his arms to cage
her in this time, instead using his body to trap her. His body heat radiated
against her, stirring her blood without even a touch. Damning her reaction to
him didn't seem to change the way she responded, her body immediately priming
for the pleasure it knew was coming. 


Sucking in a deep breath she decided that anywhere indoors
and off the streets was a good idea. "Fine. Your house it is. But, once we
get there, we need to talk before this goes any further." 


He nodded, his eyes lighting up at her words. "Perfect.
I'll follow you to your house and you can pack an overnight bag. Okay?"



* * * *


Josh waited in the car while Gia ran in to grab what she
needed. He knew that if he went in with her, there was no way he could stop
himself from pinning her against a wall and finishing that kiss they'd started
in front of her shop. If he did that, there was no way they would ever make it
to his house, and he really wanted to go to his house tonight. 


This was partly his practical side kicking in. He didn't
have a suit with him, and he really did have to go to work tomorrow morning. He
had a telephone conference with the manager of the Canadian locations. Granted
they would have no idea what he was wearing, but somehow he thought his parents
would frown on him showing up in jeans and boots. 


The other reason was much more personal. 


On the off chance that Gia decided this thing between them
ended tomorrow evening, he wanted to have at least one image, one night, with
her in his bed. A memory he could pull out later, if need be. He was hoping
this wouldn't be a one-time thing, but he wasn't prepared to count on that just
yet. 


So, he waited in his car. And he waited. And he waited. 


Just as he had decided she had changed her mind and was
about to go in after her, she walked out the front door. 


His breath caught, his heart skipped a beat, and his dick
jumped to throbbing life. She had taken time to change. He took in the sight
before him; her black hair with its bright purple streaks was down, the long
bangs falling over her eyes, and the shiny length swirling around her
shoulders. Her eyes were lined with a darker color, making the green really
stand out. Her lips were a deep blood red and curved up to showcase her
ridiculously white teeth. And she was wearing one of those skirts he loved so
much. This one was a red and black plaid, that she had paired with a simple
white T-shirt. The shirt was a little see-through, and even in the dark he
could tell she was wearing a darker colored bra beneath it. She had decided to
forego her traditional tights or thigh high socks this evening, instead wearing
knee high socks and black Doc Martins. 


There was no doubt in his mind that she had dressed
specifically to torment him. A teasing glimpse of what he was not allowed to
have this evening. Rather than making him angry, it actually made him laugh.
Knowing Gia, he would probably find that she had decided to forego the panties
as well. 


Jumping out to take her bag from her, he tossed it in the
backseat and went around to open her door. Before he even got there, she simply
sat on the edge of the door and swung her legs over the side and into the convertible.
Sliding down into the seat. His already aching shaft gave another little pulse,
pressing against his zipper. 


Her position in the car, with him standing right next to it,
put her directly eye level with his growing erection. Rather than try to hide
the effect she had on him, he simply let her look. When she glanced up,
smirking at him before pursing her lips, he couldn't stop the grin that spread
across his face. 


"Yes... you have that effect on me. But, you knew that
when you put that skirt on."


He walked around, hopped in and started the car. When he
glanced over at her, she was still smirking.
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Josh had pulled the car into the garage, helped Gia out and
opened the door to let her in. The short ride had been in silence, the wind
blowing through their hair, whooshing around their ears, the music playing
loudly enough to be heard above the road noise and making conversation
impossible. The chaos of the convertible had done nothing to ease the sexual
tension rife between them. As she headed into the kitchen, Josh tossed her bag
on the floor next to the sofa. 


Gia looked around, taking in the obviously expensive, yet
distinctly male decor. Josh's house had always reflected his mother's good
taste and still managed his own sense of style. He had purchased his house a
few years ago, as soon as he'd finished law school. It was in an older
neighborhood, with custom homes. The simple one storey, with an open floor
plan, offered a great room, with one lone hallway leading to the bedrooms. The
colors were all dark, rich earth tones, shot through with dashes of color. And
of course, the high quality art work to match. He managed a comfortable, homey
feel, yet combined it with the vibe of an Italian villa. 


She was familiar with the floor plan, having spent quite a
few weekends here, enjoying the sun, the pool and good friends, so there was no
reason for him to offer a tour of the place.  


She turned, feeling that she had to say something...
anything, to break the silence. 


"I've always loved your house. I don't remember the
last time I was over here. I think it was for Deb's birthday party a couple of
years..." 


She trailed off, realizing just how stupid that sentence had
been. The last thing she should have brought up was his ex-girlfriend. But they
couldn't really ignore it either. They needed to talk. 


"So... should we just go ahead and discuss the giant
elephant I just dropped into the room? Or did you want to try to ignore
it?"


Josh laughed, but didn't look nearly as uncomfortable as she
felt. 


"It's only an elephant if you want it to be one, Gia.
Deb is not an issue... unless you make her one."


"As nice as that sounds, that's not really true, Josh.
Yes, you guys broke up, but not that long ago. You were together for years.
And, let's not forget, she is much more well suited to you than yours truly.
You and I both know this is just some passing, physical... itch, you want to
scratch." 


"Itch. This is just some itch I need to scratch? What
about you? You're the one that keeps telling me your response is only because
you haven't had sex in awhile. That sounds a lot like an itch to me."


Gia nodded, acknowledging the truth in what he said. There
was no way she was going to contradict him. She couldn't. Not without letting
him know that she felt more for him. She was in no way ready to admit that this
was more than just physical for her. 





When she said nothing, Josh stepped closer, pushing into her
personal space. "Speaking of... I think it's time I get back to work on
correcting that situation. I believe we left off at six this morning, right?
So, that means I need to bring you four more orgasms to win the bet. What say
we head up to my room and see if we can't take care of that right now?"


Just that easily she felt her body start to respond. Denying
him was stupid. Denying herself was even more foolish. Remembering the decision
she'd made this morning, she shook her head, trying to clear the cobwebs enough
to finish this conversation. 


"Wait. Just... Stop. There's no need..." He leaned
in and nibbled at her neck, ignoring her words along with the hand pushing at
his chest. "Josh... we need to... talk... the bet..." 


His hot breath tickled her neck, then her ear, before she
felt his lips tug gently on her lobe, pulling softly on the earrings there.
"Wait... seriously... You win!" 


He stopped, his lips nibbling once at her collar bone before
pulling away. 


"I win.... what?"


"The bet. You win the bet."


The beginnings of a slightly smug smile settled across his
full lips, but his eyes squinted as if he didn't quite trust what he was
hearing. "What does that mean, exactly?"


"It means... you win. This is not just because I
haven't had sex in too long. I am... attracted to you."


"Okay..." he said, dragging the word out.
"So, you're attracted to me, specifically to me, not just anyone that
could 'scratch an itch', so to speak. Is that what you're saying?"


She nodded, not trusting her voice not to give too much
away. 


"And, what does this mean for us? Are you agreeing to
date me now? To quit fighting this?"


She shook her head. "No, not date. Not exactly. We
can... enjoy this while it lasts, but we need to set some ground rules." 


Josh stepped back, crossing his arms over his chest. His
look was still some blend of pleasure in winning, and doubt.


"Ground rules. Okay, like what?"


"Like no dating."


"No dating. I don't think I understand then. Why don't
you tell me, in complete detail, what exactly you mean, Gia. You agree that
there is something here, agree that we can 'enjoy' it, but we can't date. So,
explain what that means."


"It means it's just physical, Josh. We can see each
other, we can be physically intimate, the 'no sex' thing I said last night is
off the table, but we aren't dating. We need to keep this completely between
us."


"So, let me just make sure I actually understand
this... We can have sex, be together physically, but only behind closed doors.
You don't want anyone to know we're together. Does that sound about
right?"


Gia nodded. Did he sound angry? Wasn't this what every guy
dreamed of? A no strings attached, purely physical relationship. 


He stared at her. Actually, glared at her would be more
accurate. Long moments passed before he finally spoke again. 


"So, tell me why exactly you're embarrassed to be seen
with me?"



* * * *


Josh had to admit she honestly looked a little shocked when
he asked that. It seemed to him that she was attracted to him, but ashamed of
it for some reason. But she really seemed surprised by his assessment. Maybe he
was wrong?


"I'm not. Embarrassed by you, I mean. It has nothing to
do with that."


"Okay, then why exactly does this need to remain a
secret? That is what you're proposing, right? A secret relationship."


"Well, yes. But not because I'm embarrassed, at least
not the way you make it sound."


"What other way is there, Gia? You're either
embarrassed to be with me or you're not. There's really only one way to take
that."


"No, I'm not. I just..." 


She blew out a breath, tossing her head to the side to get
her hair out of her face. She started pacing. Josh wasn't sure if it was a stall
tactic or if she was simply trying to sort out her words, so he waited. As much
as he wanted to be with Gia, he wasn't going to become involved with her if it
was truly only sex she was after. He already knew he wanted more from her. He
was willing to wait, to be patient and let her catch up to him, but not if she
was ashamed to be with him. 


"You and Deb just broke up, Josh. Everyone knows that.
Just like everyone knows us, knows that we bicker and argue. They know that I
make you crazy. We would be an unlikely match under the best of circumstances.
Toss in the fact that, less than two months ago I was supposed to be a
bridesmaid in your wedding to someone else, and it would just be... too much.
I'm not saying that we can never tell anyone, just not now. Not any time soon.
I just want to keep it a secret for awhile. Until the dust settles. There's no
reason to rub Deb's, or anyone else's for that matter, face in this.
Okay?"


Josh was still skeptical, but what she said made sense. Kind
of. Or maybe he just wanted it to make sense. He wanted her. Desperately. And
apparently he was willing to take her any way he could get her. 


Before he could even really process the thought, he found
himself nodding his agreement. 


Despite his hesitation, his body was more than ready to take
her up on her offer. A physical relationship with Gia. A chance to finally lose
himself in the body that was driving him to distraction. The body that was
right in front of him, dressed like a fantasy made reality. The body that
seemed to call out to him like a siren of myth.  


"Fine. We'll keep it a secret... for now." 


Moving quickly, before she changed her mind again, Josh
grabbed her around the waist and pulled her into him, planting his lips firmly
against hers. He kissed her until he felt her relax against him, her hands
coming up to tangle in his hair. 


It occurred to him that this may not be so bad. She clearly
responded to him, whether she wanted to or not. Maybe he could use the physical
attraction they had to foster the kind of relationship he truly wanted. After a
while, she would become more comfortable with this fire between them. Maybe
then she would be willing to have a more traditional relationship. If nothing
else, he would have one hell of a good time trying to convince her. 


He pulled his lips away, just long enough to smile down at
her as he brushed her hair off her face, tucking it behind her ear. He looked
into her eyes, watching the beautiful green color start to darken with desire,
her breathing already accelerated. "So, since I won the bet, I think it's
time to collect my prize. Don't you?"
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Now that the decision was made, the parameters laid out, Gia
felt free to relax and enjoy this. For the time they had together, she could
indulge all her secret fantasies, touch every delectable inch of his body, lick
and taste every little piece of his skin. And she intended to. Starting now. 


She grabbed his hand and tugged, pulling him behind her as
she all but ran down the hallway to his room. She heard him chuckle a little,
followed by "In a hurry much?" 


She smiled over her shoulder at him, dropping his hand to
quickly peel off her shirt, revealing the black and purple lace bra underneath.
At his quick intake of breath, she figured she had made her point. She knew she
had when he grabbed her wrist and tugged her up against him, kissing her hard.


On a little chuckle of her own, she pulled her mouth away
only far enough to ask, "Now who's in a hurry?" 


Another deep kiss, this one she felt clear down to her toes.
She was more than ready to strip down and go at it right there in the hall if
that's what he wanted. As good as last night had been, as many times as she'd
come, there was just no replacement for actual sex. She wanted to feel his hard
length moving inside her, feel his strength as he pounded into her. And she
wanted it soon. 


She grabbed at the hem of his shirt, yanking and tugging
until he finally released her lips long enough to let her pull it off. She took
a moment to admire what she'd revealed. His body just didn't fit the image of
any lawyer she'd ever seen. He was all hard planes and sculpted muscle. His abs
were still well defined, breaking into not six, but eight little ridges. His
jeans were hanging low on his hips. Just low enough to tease her with what she
couldn't quite see. And she really wanted to see. And touch. And taste. 


Last night she had been too lost in her own pleasure to
really notice his... attributes. Now she wanted, no she needed, to get up close
and personal with those attributes. To pay her respects, so to speak.


He let her look her fill. Or maybe he was too busy looking
her over to notice. When she reached for the button on his jeans, however, he
grabbed her hand and shook his head. 


"We are not going to rush through this Gia. I have waited
a very long time for this and I intend to enjoy every minute of it."


"Can't we just rush through the first one? We have all
night to keep 'enjoying'."


Now he laughed deeply. "Nope. No rushing. Not even the
first time. Especially not the first time." He turned and headed to his
room, this time tugging her behind him. 


As she crossed the threshold, she toed off first one shoe
and then the other, reaching down and peeling off her socks. He watched raptly,
his eyes running up and down her now bare legs. As she reached for the zipper
on her skirt she said, "Bet I can change your mind about that 'rushing'
thing."


He grabbed her wrist again, stopping her from removing the
skirt. "Leave it on." 


She raised her eyebrows a little at the command in his tone,
but dropped her hand. Apparently, he really liked these skirts. She smiled a
little as she pushed him backward onto the rather large bed in the middle of
the room. When he fell back into a sprawl, she knelt before him and proceeded
to remove his boots and socks. 


"Wait, Gia. I'll do that." 


"Lay down Josh. You won't let me remove your jeans or
my skirt, but I am damn well going to get these boots off." 


He laughed again, finally conceding to let her have her way,
at least in this. 


Once his shoes and socks were off, Gia decided to have a
little fun. She curled her fingers into little talons and slowly raked her
rather short nails up his legs. She was scraping them over jeans, so she didn't
figure she could hurt him. She dug deep, pressing hard into his calves, grazing
more gently past his knees, and digging a little deeper again into his thighs.
As her hands made it up to his hips, she heard him suck in his breath, a little
groan escaping on the exhale. Pleased by his response, she moved her hands
inward, just grazing the sides of the erection straining against his zipper,
before running her nails down, between his legs brushing her knuckles against
his sac. 


When he groaned again, she decided she was finished.
Standing upright she spread her legs to straddle his thighs and climbed up onto
the bed, settling herself gently but firmly onto his groin. With a little twist
of her hips, his eyes popped open, their blue depths shooting fire. She felt
heat pool between her legs, her already throbbing core responding to the desire
she felt emanating from him. 


She gave another little twist, this time to please herself
as much as him, thrilled when his hips lifted in response to her movement.
"Still want to take this slow?"


She grabbed his hands, raising them up to settle against her
heavy, aching breasts. His eyes closed, his hands squeezing her fullness,
testing the weight, before his thumbs brushed across her nipples, wringing a
little whimper from her as pleasure shot straight down from her breasts to her
center. Her clit pulsed against the ring there, seeking the pleasure she knew
was coming. 


His hips pushed against her again, his erection rubbing that
little bundle of nerves, bringing an even louder cry from her. "Please,
Josh," she said, surprised to hear herself begging already.
"Please... I need this. I need you."



* * * *


Josh was going crazy. Gia was sitting on him, rubbing and
twisting against his shaft, riding him like he'd always dreamed of. He was straining
for control, fighting to keep from simply flipping her over and fucking her
senseless. He wanted to make this first time special. Memorable. He wanted it
to be something she'd never forget. 


He sucked air into his burning lungs, squeezing her breasts,
flicking the nipples and trying to calm his raging erection all at the same
time. 


And then she said, "Please Josh." 


It was too much. Her little whimpers and cries, followed by
her words, broke through what little control he had left. 


With a growl he flipped her over, pushing her further up
onto the bed as he went. He stood quickly, removing his jeans and boxer briefs
in about one second flat. He opened the nightstand drawer, grabbing a condom
before he climbed back up pressed his lips firmly against hers. 


When he felt her curvy little body writhing against his, he
groaned into her mouth. Her tongue snaked out, wrapping around his with an
answering moan. He felt the lace of her bra brushing against his chest as she
wiggled her breasts against him. He needed to feel her, skin on skin. Reaching
behind her, he snapped the clasp, freeing her breasts to his view. He pulled
his mouth away, only to kiss his way south, nipping and licking as he moved
lower. 


She struggled out of the bra, tossing it across the room
just as his mouth settled over one nipple. He loved the feel of the ring
against his tongue, swirling around it then gently biting the hard peak. When
she cried out, grinding her hips against his ribcage, he smiled even as he
groaned against the pleasure. 


There was no way he could hold off much longer. 


"Fuck, Gia, you're driving me crazy. I want to go slow
with this, but..." 


"Not slow... fuck slow. I want you in me. Now...
please." 


Groaning again at her words, he reached between her legs,
her skirt already twisted around her waist. When he felt her hot, wet flesh
instead of the satin he'd expected, he damn near shot his load against his
comforter. 


He separated her folds, brushed her straining clit once,
twice, then circled around it and moved down to her opening. 


"You're so damn wet, baby. I can't wait..."


He thrust two fingers inside her heat, gritting his teeth
against the silky feel. He wanted to bring her right to the edge, make sure she
got her pleasure. He knew that once he was inside her he wouldn't last, not
this time. He thrust his hand again, and again. When he felt the first ripple
against his fingers he stopped, pulling his hand out. 


Gia cried out at the loss, her body twisting and writhing
against the bed as she reached for the pleasure he'd denied her. 


Josh sat back, quickly sliding the condom in place, before
he settled himself between her thighs. Her eyes were closed, her teeth biting
into her lower lip, her hands thrown up above her head. She looked stunning
lost in passion. 


"Gia, open your eyes." Her lids fluttered, but her
eyes stayed shut. "Open your eyes, baby. I want to see you as you come
around me."


Another flutter and the lids finally opened. Her green eyes,
dark with passion, focused in directly on his own. 


He entered her in one deep thrust. 


She cried out, her head going back, eyes closing again with
the pleasure. 


He stayed still, buried as deep as he could go. "Open
your eyes, Gia. Look at me. Stay with me." 


Again the lids fluttered open, finding him. And he started
to move. Her soft heat enveloped him, bringing him to the edge faster than he'd
ever thought possible. He felt the sweat trickling down his back, every muscle
in his body tensing as he fought off the explosion he knew was coming. 


Gia lifted her legs, wrapping them around his hips,
squeezing as he thrust into her, adding her strength to his own to drive him
even deeper inside her. He groaned, clamping his jaw shut and clenching his
teeth. 


When her arms came around his back, her little nails biting
into his shoulders, he let loose the tenuous leash he had on his control. 


"Aaahh god, baby. You feel too good. I can't... hold
back... aaahh, fuck!" 


He grabbed her arms, pulling her hands around to his and
bringing both their hands above their heads. They were body to body, head to
toe. He buried his face into her neck, breathing in her scent. That warm spicy
scent that was only Gia assaulted his senses. 


When he felt her little sheath start to tighten and tremble
against him, he thrust faster, harder, driving into her the way he'd always
dreamed. Her hands tightened, squeezing his as she broke over the edge, a
little scream ripping out of her, just before her teeth sank into his shoulder.



The little bite was the last straw and he broke apart with
her, his orgasm wracking his body as she continued to pulse around him. 
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Josh had quickly disposed of his condom, lifting Gia and
pulling down the blankets before laying her back onto the bed. Now he pulled
her tight, snuggling her against him in traditional spoon position. 


Even though her eyes felt heavy, her body sated, the pull of
attraction she felt just from having him pressed against her back hadn't seemed
to fade. There was a little tug of sorts, a subconscious warning, telling her
that wasn't the usual for her. As she tried to acknowledge the thought, to get
out of bed and head home, she felt Josh nibbling on her neck followed by his
warm breath against her ear. 


"Was I too rough?" he asked. 


Brushing off the uncomfortable feeling, she couldn't help
the smile that spread across her face. "Not even a little bit. What about
me? I'm pretty sure you've got a bite mark somewhere on your shoulder. Was I
too rough, pretty boy?"


"Pretty boy? Not really sure I like that one either,
though as opposed to lawyer boy I guess I'll take it. And no, you were not too
rough. Trust me." 


He laughed, but even to her ears it sounded a little less
than pleased. "Then why do you sound less than certain of that?" 


She flipped around to face him, her eyes zeroing in on what
would definitely be a bruise tomorrow. She rubbed the bite mark gently as she
looked into his eyes, trying to read his expression. 


"Did I hurt you? I didn't mean to bite you. I've never
really gotten carried away like that before. Nails sometimes, but never teeth.
Sorry about that."


He looked a little surprised for a moment, followed by smug.
"Never, huh? Good to know." 


Gia raised one eyebrow before pinching the bruise teasingly.
"Don't get cocky, lawyer boy. I did mention it's been a while, right?"


Now Josh laughed, a deep honest laugh. "I'll be sure to
bear in mind that it 'had nothing to do with me personally'," he said,
making fun of her comments from yesterday. 


"As you should." Gia laughed a little too, going
back to rubbing at the mark. Was it wrong that she actually liked seeing it
there? No one else would know, but she knew that she had left her mark on him.
At least physically. 


"By the way, it didn't hurt. In case you didn't notice,
it kind of pushed me over the edge. You might even say, I liked it." 


She smirked, squinting her eyes up at him. He never failed
to surprise her, even in bed. "So, what you're telling me is that the
pristine, upstanding, always proper lawyer actually likes a little kink in the
bedroom?" She waited just a beat before continuing, "Good to
know." 


She had simply been teasing him, so she was more than a
little shocked when he pushed her onto her back and rolled half on top of her,
pinning both her hands above her head in one of his. He looked straight into
her eyes, as he said, "Oh Gia... You don't even know."


She felt his cock, already hard again, pulse against her
hip. When his fingers slipped down, brushing by her sensitive nub, she couldn't
stop the little whimper. She didn't know who was more surprised, Josh or her,
at how fast her body responded to his touch. 


But she wanted to know more.


"I don't know... what? Do you actually like a little
kink in the bedroom, counselor?"


With her words, his shaft jumped again, throbbing against
her. His fingers slipped between her folds, already wet and ready for him. 


"And if I said yes?" He slipped one finger inside
her, slowly, teasing her before slipping back out again. "What would you
say to that, Gia?"          


This time he thrust his finger in fast and hard making her
gasp and twist her hips against his hand. 


When his lips closed around the aching tip of one breast,
she forgot all about his question. He nipped, suckling deeply, sending a little
curl of pleasure shooting down to her center where his hand was working its
magic. 


All at once, he bit down hard on her nipple, causing a sharp
bite of pain. She gasped, startled. She was even more surprised when that pain
caused an even stronger surge of lust to shoot through her body. She thrust her
hips against his hand, moaning. 


Josh pulled back and laughed a little, though it sounded
more pleased than amused. She forced her eyes open, looking over at his
expression. His eyes were dark, the blue turning almost black with desire. A
look of desire she had only dreamed possible. 


He watched her, seemed to be searching her face for
something. He pulled his finger out, thrusting three in at once, sending Gia's
overloaded senses reeling against the sudden feeling of fullness. She cried
out, writhing her hips against his hand, seeking the release her body already
craved. 


Suddenly his hand stopped moving, leaving the fingers in
her, but still. She swung her face back to his. She had been so close. Why had
he stopped? As soon as her eyes met his, he spoke again. 


"What would you say if I told you... that I dreamed of
tying you up, spanking you... then fucking you until you couldn't even remember
your own name?" 



* * * *


Josh realized he was taking a risk, throwing out his
deepest, darkest desires. Especially since they had technically only made love
once. But he figured he may as well be up front about it. If he was going to
scare her off, it was better to do it now than later. He suspected the longer
he was with her, the more addicted he would become, not the other way around.
So, it was best to just get it out there. And, since she'd asked, he'd
answered. 


Now, if he was pushing the odds more in his favor but
catching her when she was caught in passion, well, that wasn't manipulative. It
was just good negotiating. 


When Gia didn't answer, he asked again. "Gia, come on
baby. Would you let me tie you up?"


When he felt her hot little sheath tighten around his
fingers, he felt his cock pulse and twitch with pleasure. If her body was any
indication, he had his answer. He just wanted to hear her say it. 


He stopped thrusting his fingers, smiling when she whimpered
and writhed in frustration. "Answer the question, Gia. Do you want me to
tie you up? To spank you?" Another little contraction around his hand.
"Your body says it likes that idea. I'll stop now if you don't answer
me."


With a long moan, her hips twisting and grinding against his
hand, she finally groaned out, "Yes... God... spank me, tie me,
whatever... just fuck me. Now!" 


Hearing those words from her beautiful full lips was exactly
what he'd wanted. What he hadn't counted on was his body's reaction. The surge
of raw desire that ran through him brought him right to the edge of release. 


Josh rolled away, grabbed a condom, tore it open with his
teeth and slid it on, all while Gia sighed out one long moan. Before she could
even take a breath in, he was back, poised at her entrance. 


"Now, Gia? Are you ready for me?" 


With another little whimper she raised her hips, sliding her
moisture against his shaft. Her wet heat was enough to have him gritting his
teeth. As he shifted, aligning their bodies, she lifted again, the head of his
cock dipping just inside her waiting core. 


On a groan of his own, he thrust forward, burying his entire
length inside her in one hard stroke. 


She gave a small scream, gripping his hips with her thighs. 


Within two thrusts, he knew he wasn't going to last long.
But he was damn well going to make it good for her. 


He pulled out and sat back on his knees. Before she could
even utter the merest hint of complaint, he grabbed her hips and pulled her up
his thighs and back onto his shaft. Grabbing her legs, he lifted them up onto
his shoulders and grabbed her hips for leverage. 


Gia wrapped her legs around his neck, locking her ankles as
she arched her back, meeting his every thrust. He couldn't help but grin
despite how close he was to coming. Good girl.


He kept pumping, driving into her as hard as he could. When
he felt her legs start to tighten around his neck, the first little tremors
pulsing around his shaft, his orgasm rushed up on him. 


He grabbed her hips, pushing and grinding against her as he
exploded inside her. She screamed out his name, her sheath contracting as she
came with him. He kept his rhythm, only slowing as he felt her body start to
relax, letting her ride through the last of her orgasm. 


Just before his body collapsed, he rolled off her, careful
not to crush her with his weight. 



* * * *


Holy hell... she was in trouble. They'd had sex twice in an
hour, the second orgasm was even better than the first. As she lay here catching
her breath, she could easily jump him and do it again. 


Okay, time for a redirect... in lawyer speak. She rolled
over, wanting to see his face when she asked him this question. She wanted to
see if he was serious about this, and if so just how serious. Now that she
could focus enough to gauge his reaction. 


"So... do we need to discuss a little bondage fetish
you have?" 


He smiled, but she could see his shoulders tensing up a
little. Apparently he was quite serious. Hmmmm... interesting.


"Not a fetish, exactly. More like a fantasy. And if
it's not something you're up for, I won't hold you to your previous agreement.
It was definitely made under duress."


"Fantasy... as in something you dream about, but have
never exactly done before?"


"Uuhh, yeah. Pretty much." 


"Intriguing... But not all that surprising. Deb hardly
seems the type." She shrugged a little as she thought a little more about
it. "Although, neither do you, if I'm being honest." 


Josh kind of grimaced a little and leaned back more, folding
his hands behind his head. "Yeah, well, I hate to be redundant, but you'd
be surprised." 


"Okay then, lawyer boy. Surprise me. Tell me all about
these little fantasies of yours. How long have you been having them? Who's been
helping you act them out? Was it hard to stifle them for the last four years,
seeing as Deb wasn't participating? Oh, and who's been starring in them? A
movie star... an old high school flame? And, what exactly are those fantasies?
I want details!"


Josh finally laughed, a real laugh. "So, you're not
even a little... I don't know, shocked or something by the fact that I want to
tie you up?"


She smirked a little and wiggled her eyebrows at him.
"Don't forget about spanking me. And, why would I be shocked. Surprised,
yes, but there's nothing really shocking about that. Unless there's more.
Something you're not telling me?"


"Ha! No, that's about it... mostly anyway. But isn't
that enough? I know it would be enough to throw most women. At least the women
I know." 


"Well, I'm not most women... although I am a woman, and
you know me, so your statement is not exactly true. Now, to answer your
question... no. It's not enough to scare me off. In fact, it sounds kind of
fun, honestly. I mean, I'm good with trying anything... at least once. As long
as it's consensual, and you're with a partner you trust, then hell... go
wild."


Josh rolled over and stared at her, with this utterly
shocked expression on his face. It was almost comical. His mouth was hanging
open, chin dropped, his eyes as big as saucers. She managed to hold back the
laugh... just barely. 


"Are you being serious right now? Tell me you're not
pulling my leg, Gia."


"Josh... I'm dead serious." She somehow managed to
keep a mostly straight face. 


"So, we can try... anything, or everything?"


"Well, I'm not going to say everything unequivocally, I
won't do anything disgusting. But otherwise, yeah."


Now he looked kind of smug and disappointed at the same
time, like he had just found the pitfall he'd known was coming. "What
would you consider disgusting?"


"Oh... weird things. Like, no bathroom play... if it
should go into the toilet, then it needs to go into the toilet, and no
bestiality or necromancy or anything like that. Otherwise, we can probably give
it a shot. Why, planning on peeing on me or something?"


"Oh, God no! Nothing like any of that." 


She couldn't hold back the laugh this time, seeing as he
looked like she just suggested he eat cat poop. "Well then, I think we'll
be fine."


Josh rolled over, facing her as he balanced on one elbow, a
slow smile settling across his face. Was she mistaken or was there desire
already burning in the depths of those blue eyes? 


"So, let me make sure I've got this straight. We keep
this just between us..."


"Right, no telling anyone, not even our friends. That
also means no PDA's."


"Okay, we keep it a secret, but we can have sex, all
kinds of sex, any time and in any way I can think of... aside from the gross
factor. Is that right?"    


"That sounds about right."


"Georgia Ann McClellan, you just negotiated yourself a
deal. So, should we shake on it? Or would you care to 'seal the deal' another
way?"


"Oh, I'm sure we can find a better way... lots of
better ways."


Josh pounced, rolling her underneath him as he sealed his
lips against hers. Her laughter rang out as she tore her lips away from his. 


He quickly changed that laughter to moans when his lips
closed around her nipple once again. 


For the time being, she was too caught up in desire to even
contemplate humor. 
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She was dating Joshua Taylor.


She was sleeping with Joshua Taylor.


She was fucking Joshua Taylor.


No matter how she said it, it still never seemed real. It
always sounded like something out of a dream, or her own little imaginary life
play. Certainly not reality. And if she couldn't believe it herself, there is
no way anyone else would. 


Sigh... Thank God she made him swear to keep it quiet. She
could only imagine the shocked looks, the questioning stares, the absolute
disbelief on people's faces if they ever found out. 


Not to mention the looks of pity mixed with the absolute
certainty that all was finally right with the world again once they broke up.
She couldn't stand that. 


Their little tryst, for lack of a better word, had already
been going on for almost a week, yet it still didn't seem real. Probably
because it wasn't. Maybe she really was just dreaming all of this. 


Just to be sure, she gave the inside of her arm a quick
pinch. 


"Ow! Damn." 


"What'd you do?" Aaron asked, interrupting Gia's
little reverie. 


"What? Oh, nothing."


He laughed, replying sarcastically, "You know, I didn't
think I would need to actually tell you to keep the needle gun away from your
fingers. But, if we need to go back to basics..." 


"Ha ha. No smartass, I did not ink my fingers." 


Gia got up and walked out to the front desk, pulling up the
second chair and plopping down with a ‘humph’. 


"Ever feel like you're living in an alternate
reality?"


"An alternate reality? No, not that I've ever
experienced. But you have been a little out of it the last few days. What's
going on?"


She shook her head. She really didn't want to talk about
it... or did she? Maybe she could tell Aaron. He wouldn't think less of her
when Josh inevitably called it off, would he? And she really needed someone to
confide in...


"Okay... well... you know that guy that was in here?
Josh?" At Aaron's nod, she continued. "Well, I've sort of been seeing
him. Just recently." She grimaced, waiting for the laughter, or the
expression of confused shock. 


She got nothing. He actually seemed expectant, like he was
waiting for her to continue. When she said nothing he finally prodded,
"And?"


"And... nothing. That's it. We've been sleeping
together for the last week." 


"Okay. So, is he bad in bed, or what?"


"What? No! He's not bad in bed. Why would you assume
that?"


Aaron kind of shrugged and laughed at the same time.
"Well, he is a lawyer... and he seems a little stuffy. Plus, you kind of
seem like something is bothering you, and good sex generally has the opposite
effect. At least in my experience." 


Now Gia was laughing right along with him. "I would've
thought the same thing. Especially with his choice in past girlfriends, not to
mention fiancées, I would have expected good old fashioned missionary style
sex. But there is more to him than meets the eye. One of our friends told me
recently that 'still waters run deep' with Josh, and it's proving to be
true."


"Huh... Who would've thought. So then, what's the
issue?"


"Well, nothing. Or, not yet. But... I mean... well look
at him. Then look at me. I get the whole opposites attract thing, but it never
works out. So, it's really stupid. This whole thing is really stupid. I should
just put a stop to it now, right? I should go call..." she turned and
stood up before Aaron interrupted her. 


"Whoa, Gia. Back up the crazy train. Haven't you known
him for like a decade or something? And he's managed to stick around that long.
Besides which, you guys just got together. A week... that's a little early to
be getting all wigged about the eventual break up."


Gia sighed, flopping back down into the chair. 


"I know. I just don't want to look like an idiot for
even trying this thing with him. It's foolish, it'll never work, we don't
fit... and I've never been big on setting myself up for guaranteed
failure."


"Who says it's guaranteed anything?"


She rolled her eyes. "Nice attempt at a pep talk, but
let's be real."


"I am being real. You haven't managed to scare him off
yet, so obviously he can handle the whole package that is Gia. And he still
wants to date you, right? So the opposites thing doesn't apply." 


"Sort of... except we aren't dating. We're just
sleeping together." 


Aaron was completely silent. Nothing. She wasn't even
entirely sure he was breathing. She squirmed in her chair. When he still said
nothing, she finally asked, "So, now you think I'm a tramp, right?"


He burst out laughing. Hard. When he finally managed to
catch his breath, his face was red and his eyes were all watery. But he was
shaking his head. "No, not a tramp. That's not what I was thinking." 


"Okay, then what's so funny? Come on, I could use a
good joke."


"Honestly?" 


Gia shook her head.


"Well okay... my first thought was, a no strings, just
sex relationship... where can I get one. That was quickly followed by, this guy
is an idiot for not wanting more with you. Which was then followed by..."


He stopped, looking at her like he was waiting for
something. Or debating something. "Go on."


"Well, who decided it was only sex? Cuz if I had to
hazard a guess, it was you not him that placed it in that category."


He was right, but there was really no way he could know
that. "Why would you think that? Conventionally, men always want sex and
women always want more."


"Yeah, well, you're not exactly conventional. And, I
met him, remember? I got the impression even then that there was something more
between you. I figured if someone was putting on the brakes, it was most likely
you. No offense intended." 


She shrugged, nodding her head kind of side to side.
"None taken. I guess I'm more transparent than I like to think I am."



He smiled. "Not really. I have to admit, the 'alternate
reality' was another big give away." 


He looked at his watch then looked back up at her.
"We're closed in about fifteen minutes. Want to just call it a day and
lock up now?"


She looked at the clock, surprised by how late it had
gotten. "Yep. Let's lock up." 


     They wandered around the quiet shop, not uncommon for a
Thursday evening, putting things away, closing blinds, flipping off lights.
After just a couple minutes, they headed to the front door together. 


Suddenly Aaron, stopped in front of her, turning back to
face her. 


"Maybe you should give him a chance, Gia. I think this
uptight lawyer might just continue to surprise you."


Gia was shaking her head before the words were even out of
his mouth. "Nope. It's sex. Good sex, granted, but nothing else. I intend
to enjoy it while it lasts, and hopefully we can be friends when it's over.
But, thanks for listening to my whining tonight." 


Once outside, Gia turned and locked the door behind her.
When she spun back to face her car, Josh was there waiting for her. 


Despite her words from only moments before, her heart did a
little skip, jumping at just the sight of him. 


Oh yeah... only sex. Sure. 


Now if she could only convince her heart of that!



* * * *


Josh watched her walk out with that damn tattooed giant, and
he couldn't stop the surge of jealousy. He wanted to march over to Gia, plant
his lips on hers and stake his claim. Right in front of the guard dog.


But he couldn't. It was against the rules. Her rules! So
instead he stood there like an idiot, with a ridiculous grin pasted on his
face, nodding politely to Aaron. 


It hadn't even been a week, and Josh was already tired of
keeping this secret. He was thrilled that Gia had finally seen that there was
something between them. Something he had wanted for years. Something he had
sworn would never happen. He wanted to shout it to the world, tell everyone
they knew that Gia actually considered him worthy of her attention. Instead, he
was forced to hide everything. 


You'd think after all these years, he would be good at
hiding his true feelings. For some reason though, this bothered him. A lot. 


Pushing down his frustrations, Josh was able to offer a more
sincere smile of greeting to Gia. It would have to be enough that she at least
looked pleased to see him. 


"Hey, baby. I thought maybe you'd be up for a late
dinner."


Her smile faltered a bit. He continued before she could
remind him of the 'no public' rule, "I brought food from the restaurant. I
thought we could eat at your place. Sound good?"


The smile returned as she stopped next to him. "Sure.
That sounds great. I could definitely do with a little food." 


"I figured. You never seem to eat much when you're
working."


He leaned forward to kiss her before he stopped himself.
Instead, he reached to grab her hand. He wanted to touch her somehow, and
figured that was more discreet. 


She squeezed his hand before pulling back and reaching into
her purse for her keys. 


"Follow me back to my house?" 


Gritting his teeth, Josh nodded. 


"Oh, and don't forget to..."


"Park in your garage. I know." 


He turned on his heel and walked back to the driver's side
of his Jag without saying another word. 
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Josh parked and followed her in through the garage door.
When he came over, she had taken to parking in the driveway, leaving him in the
garage. A pain in the ass when he had to leave before her in the morning, but
she only had a one car garage. 


Once inside, he dropped dinner onto the kitchen table. As
soon as his hands were free, he grabbed Gia, pinned her against the counter and
fisted his hands in her hair. He pushed hard against her before finally
settling his lips against hers for the kiss he'd wanted from the moment he saw
her. 


Now that he had her back in his arms, a little of the
frustration started to melt away. Just as she melted into the kiss. But there
was still something pushing at him. He wanted her... now. Here in the kitchen. 


He palmed her ass, lifting her and setting her on the
kitchen counter. All without lifting his lips off of hers. He pulled her hips,
bringing her right to the edge, pressing her against his shaft. He was already
hard and aching. 


Pulling his lips away, he sucked in a breath and asked,
"How hungry are you?"


She nipped and kissed at his neck, licking a trail down his
throat. "Very. But not for food." 


On a growl, Josh managed to ground out, "Good,"
before pressing his mouth back down on hers. 


After another minute or two, he needed to feel her skin
against his. He pulled back long enough to remove both his shirt and hers.
Deciding the hook would take too long, he simply pulled down the cups of her
bra, pushing her breasts up and out. The nipples were a tempting pink, hard and
pouting at him with the little rings shining silver. He dipped his head,
sucking first one, then the other. Suctioning hard, he bit down, licking the
tip in apology, before biting down harder the second time. 


She moaned and thrust her hips up, her body showing him what
she wanted without words. He needed to be inside her. 


"Lift your hips Gia." When she didn't move fast
enough to please him, he barked out, "Now!" 


She leaned back on her hands, raising her ass of the
countertop. He popped the button and slid down the zipper on her jeans. Yanking
both jeans and underwear out from under her, he quickly pulled them down her
legs. When they got hung up on her boots, he swore, then yanked those off too,
laces be damned. 


When she was finally free of her pants, he wasted no time
sliding two fingers through her folds. She was already soaking wet.


"Aahh, hell baby. You heat up so fast. It drives me
fucking nuts." 


She twisted her hips against his fingers, before sitting
upright to undo his jeans. She pushed them off his hips, tugging his boxers
down below his erection. 


When the cool air hit his cock, followed quickly by her
fingers wrapping around him, he threw his head back with the pleasure. He
thrust his fingers inside her, matching pace with his hips as he slipped
through her hand. 


When he felt her starting to tighten around his hand, he
pulled out, grabbing her hips and pulling as he thrust forward. 


With her hand around his shaft, only a few inches made it
inside her wet heat, teasing him, tempting him, spiking his desire even hotter.



He gripped her hips hard, mentally willing her to get her
hand out of the way as he pulled out just a bit, before thrusting in as hard as
his body would allow. 


Her hand was gone and he was buried balls deep inside her. 



* * * *


Gia cried out, unable to contain her pleasure, uncaring of
who might hear her through the thin walls of her townhouse. 


He thrust again, harder even still, thrilling her with his
unrestrained passion. She leaned back on her hands, pushing against the
counter, using the leverage to meet his thrusts, adding her strength to his. 


"Aaahh, fuck Gia. You feel so good. Hot... tight."



He thrust again, obviously giving up on words, his breathing
ragged and fast. 


She felt the first tremors of orgasm starting low in her
belly. The little flutter was followed immediately by the tingling warmth. It
broke open before she could even take in a breath, ripping through her core,
tearing her apart. 


She felt her pussy walls, clenching him, trying to hold him inside,
though she didn't really want him to stop. Thank God he didn't. If anything, he
sped his pace, driving into her hard enough to clack her teeth together if her
mouth hadn't been so far open seeking the oxygen her orgasm denied her. 


Before she could even get one breath, she felt his ass
clench, his fingers digging into her hips, as he plunged into her once...
twice... on the third time he stilled. She felt the hot spurts of his come
pulsing inside her. The heat, his grip, the short little thrusts he used as he
rode out his pleasure all combined to send her body spiraling through another
orgasm of her own. The second one was slower, longer than the first, rolling
through her in waves. 


Her arms finally gave up the fight and she collapsed
backward onto the granite countertop, not even noticing the chill against her
overheated skin.


Josh leaned forward, resting his head against her belly
while they both struggled to recover their breathing. 


When she could finally form words, she opened her mouth, a
little surprised when a giggle emerged. She never giggled. 


After another moment, he finally spoke. "That
was...fantastic. Amazing. There really are no words."


"Seems like you're doing a pretty good job finding
words there, counselor. Pretty good words, too, I might add."


"Trust me, they don't do justice to what just happened.
I've never come so hard in all my life. That was..."


"I know. I'm actually surprised your legs are still
holding you upright. My arms gave up."


Josh chuckled, "Well, I must admit I have my knees
locked." 


All of a sudden, he froze, the smile fleeing as his face
settled into a look of shock... or maybe terror. 


"Gia, I... fuck. I forgot a condom." 


Trying not to be offended by just how terrified he looked,
she forced a smile she didn't really feel. "It's fine, Josh. I get the
Depo shot."


She actually felt his body sag with relief. Finding herself
swinging from utterly sated to seriously peeved, she pushed herself back into
an upright position, giving him a little shove to dislodge his softening
anatomy. When she was mostly free, she swung her leg half over him and hopped
off the counter. 


Once standing she strolled naked across her living room and
into the bathroom for a little clean up, leaving Josh standing behind her.


Hopefully staring. 


A quick glance over her shoulder confirmed that yes, he was
indeed staring. It also reminded her just how fast that softening anatomy of
his could recover. 


After a quick potty stop, and a moment to clean up, she
emerged from the bathroom to find him standing there, still staring after her,
though he had taken a moment to at least pull up his jeans. 


She raised her eyebrows, silently questioning the somewhat
baffled expression he wore. After a moment, he cocked his head to the side,
running his hand through his hair before crossing his arms in front of his
chest. 


"You know, I think maybe you took that the wrong
way." 


"Took what the wrong way, Josh?"


"Well, of course I'm relieved that you're on birth
control, but not because I don't want..."


"No, I get it. You want kids. Just not...now." Not
with me.


"Well, yes. Kind of. It's not even really not now, just
the timing is bad. We've only been together a week, Gia." 


"It's fine Josh, really. I get it, I really do." 


"Okay then... so why do you seem angry?"


She sighed. Apparently she could add perceptive to his list
of qualities. "I'm not angry, not really. It was just a gut reaction. You
seemed a bit too happy to hear I was on birth control. It's fine. Honest."


In an effort to convince him that all was forgiven, she
sashayed up to him, adding a little extra swing to her hips. 


When his mouth opened, but no words came out, she smiled.
There were definite advantages to being naked. 


When she reached him, she went up on her toes, pressing her
body lightly against his, before pressing her lips gently against his throat.
She scraped her teeth down the cord in his neck, nipping at his collarbone. 


That was all the more convincing it took. 


He tossed her over his shoulder and carried her off to her
bedroom. She knew she should be annoyed by his high handed behavior. He was
developing a tendency to physically move her wherever he wanted her. 


She loved it. 
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Friday night, the group of friends all decided to meet up
again at The Tavern. Kelly had called and invited Gia even before Josh had
called and told her about it early Friday afternoon. It was to be expected,
really. The longest she had gone without seeing everyone had been the three
weeks Josh had been gone. And that had been her choice, not theirs. She knew
they had all met up at least twice while he was away, she had just opted not to
go. 


Which was exactly what she was contemplating doing tonight
as well. She was pretty certain that she could easily be 'too busy' and no one
would question it. Friday and Saturday were her busiest days in the shop. And
evenings were the busiest times. Now, she could easily leave Aaron here with
Billy. They were usually slower by around eight anyway, and they could always
call her if there was a sudden rush of unscheduled tattoos. A highly unlikely
scenario at best. But, it was her shop. It was probably best if she just stayed
here. 


Gia sighed. She may be willing to fib to everyone else, but
she really needed to at least be honest with herself. She didn't want to go
tonight. Not that she didn't want to see her friends, or even spend more time
with Josh outside the bedroom. But that time 'in' the bedroom was the crux of
the problem. She wasn't entirely sure she could spend an entire evening with
Josh and their friends... friends that knew them as well as anyone possibly
could... and not give away their secret. 


For the next couple of hours, Gia flipped and flopped,
deciding one way, then the other as to whether or not she was going. When Josh
dropped in around six, she was just cleaning up from her previous appointment.
She still hadn't come to any conclusions.





A quick glance at her schedule told her that she had thirty
minutes before her next, and final appointment for the evening.  


"Hi there. So, I wanted to talk to you about the bar
tonight. Can we go out back for a minute?"


"Sure."


Josh followed her through the shop, nodding his head in
greeting to both Billy and Aaron who were still working on their customers. 


As soon as the walked through the door to the back alley,
Josh had her pinned up against the wall, his lips against hers. 


After an all too brief kiss, that still managed to make her
head spin, he pulled back to smile down at her. 


"Hi."


She couldn't stop the little gurgle of laughter. "Hi,
back at ya."


"So, about tonight..."


He let the words trail off, expecting her to fill in the
blanks. 


"Ummm, yeah. I'm not sure it's such a good idea for
both of us to go. And since I should really be here anyway..."


"Uh uh, Gia. No way."


"No way what?"


"No way are you going to bail on our friends and use me
as an excuse."


"It's not an excuse. I just don't think it's a good
idea. I mean, there is no way they're not going to be able to tell that
something is going on with us. Look at this! You still have me pinned against a
wall, Josh, in the alley. They're going to know." 





"So what if they do?"


"You agreed to keep this just between us..."


He interrupted again, "I know, and I have... and I
will. But, that doesn't mean that we can't be in the same room together. That
would actually be more of a tipoff than anything else. I mean, it might work
for tonight, but long term? No way."


She hadn't thought of that. She puffed out air, blowing her
bangs out of her eyes in the process. Sometime during his little rant, Josh had
finally backed up a couple steps, leaving her free to push away from the wall.
He was now standing in front of her, hands on his hips, looking every inch the
pissed off lawyer. 


She gave him a little half grin. "You know how hard
this is for me to admit, but you're right." 


"Damn it, you know that would... wait, what did you
just say?"


"I said you're right." 


Now he just looked completely puzzled. "I expected you
to argue some more."


"Clearly. But the truth is, that would be a dead
giveaway. So, instead we need to set some rules." 



* * * *


Josh rolled his eyes. Of course they needed more rules. At
least according to Gia. He wanted more rules about like he wanted another hole
in his head. 


Forcing a polite tone he didn't feel, he asked, "And
just what exactly did you have in mind?"


He watched while she considered her words, her eyes
squinting a little as she bit her bottom lip. And he waited. As patiently as he
could manage. Especially considering the only coherent thought running through
his brain was to lean forward and suck that lip out from between her teeth. 


"Gia, tell me your damn rules!" he barked out. 


"Okay, not rules really, just guidelines."


"Okay, then tell me your guidelines." 


"Well, we need to behave like we always do, which means
sarcasm. We can't exactly be nice to each other all of a sudden, or people will
know immediately. So, we need to keep up the snarky back and forth thing we've
always done."


Since he was feeling anything but nice right now, that
should be relatively easy. "No problem. Anything else?"


"Other than the basics, like don't mention the fact
that we spent last night together at my house, there's really only one more
thing I can think of."


"And that is..."


"No touching."


"No. Touching." He deliberately pronounced each
word as if it were its own sentence. 


"Yes... no touching each other."


There was no way he could get through an entire night with
her near him and not touch her. 


"That's a deal breaker."


"What do you mean, deal breaker?"


"I mean, I will touch you."


"But then everyone will know." 


Josh squinted his eyes, watching her closely. As he looked,
her breathing sped pace a little. Another few seconds, and he could see her
nipples start to tighten and push against the black T-shirt she wore. 


"It's not the touching you're really worried about. Is
it? You're worried about your response to me touching you."


"No! It's not that at all. I just don't want anyone to
know about us, Josh. You know that, and if you walk around with your hands all
over me, they're gonna know."


"Okay. Fair enough. I promise not to put my hands all
over you. At least not where anyone else can see."


"What?"


"Well, I'm not going to promise not to touch you, Gia,
'cuz that would be a promise I would break. But, I will promise to make sure
that I do not touch you in any 'more than friendly' ways if there is anyone
watching. Fair?"


He waited for her answer, watching as she squinted her eyes
at him again. 


"Take the deal, Gia. It's the best offer I'm willing to
make." 


Finally, she nodded. 


When she turned to go back into the store, Josh blocked her
path with his arm, leaning in behind her to whisper in her ear. 


"If I'm supposed to keep my hands off you this evening,
then I want a little taste to tide me over." 


When she glanced back over her shoulder, he took the
opportunity to seal his mouth to hers. When he pushed her up against the wall
again, she gasped. Her open mouth was an open invitation. One he couldn't pass
up. 


Plundering her depths with his tongue, he wrapped his arms
around her, bringing both hands up to cup and lift the wonderful weight of each
breast. When he felt her nipples tighten and press against his palms, he
flicked them quickly with his thumbs. 


When she groaned into his mouth, he took that as his cue to
pull away. He wasn't going to take her in an alley no matter how good the idea
sounded to his lust addled brain. Besides, he didn't want her sated. He wanted
her aroused and on edge. 


He reached over and opened the door to her shop, pleased
when she seemed a little shaky heading back inside.


He would keep her secret, hiding their relationship from
their friends. Pretending that nothing had changed. At least on the surface.
However, he was planning to spend the night sneaking touches, teasing and
arousing Gia as much as he possibly could. 


Sure, that could be considered sneaky and mean. But he
figured that he was still sticking to the rules, just making them work for him
instead of against him for a change. He expected that one of two things would
happen; either Gia would decide she'd had enough and come clean with their
friends, or by the time they left she would be so turned on that he could push
a few boundaries in the bedroom. Either way, he was really looking forward to
tonight.
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Josh headed outside, hopped in his Mustang and drove down
the street. A little silly since it was within walking distance, but in order
to adhere to the 'rules', he figured it would be best if he arrived in his own
car, rather than leaving it in front of her shop. 


As it turned out, his eagerness to see Gia meant that he was
in fact the second person to arrive at The Tavern, right behind Blake. This
actually gave them a few minutes to talk, which was all fine and well until
Blake asked how things were going with Gia. 


Running his hands through his hair, he searched for an
explanation that would appease Blake's curiosity without giving anything away.
Finally, he just kind of mumbled, "Not yet. Still trying to convince her
to give us a chance." 


"No luck? Huh, that kind of surprises me. The way you
guys were dancing a couple weeks ago, I would've thought you'd worked it out by
now."


"Yeah, well..." Josh just kind of let the sentence
hang. He couldn't bring himself to directly lie to his lifelong friend. 


"So, has she said what exactly she's hung up on? Is it
because of Deb? I mean, she was supposed to be in the wedding. I can see how
that would be a problem." 


Josh was actually surprised. He didn't think it really had
anything to do with Deb. Not anymore. But... could it? After a minute, he just
shrugged. Deciding to use this line of questioning to help cover his tracks
tonight, just in case someone saw something they shouldn't, he said,
"Well, I haven't given up just yet. I'm still working on it." 


Blake laughed. "I'd be disappointed if you had given
up." 


"Given up on what?" Dev asked, walking in behind
Josh. 


"Gia," Blake answered. "Josh has been trying
to convince her that they could have something between them besides snide
comments. No luck so far." 


"So, you're interested in Georgia? Huh. I never
would've thought she was your type." 


"Why? I wouldn't be interested in smart, funny, unique
and stunningly gorgeous?" Josh couldn't keep the sarcasm out of his voice.


Immediately backtracking, Dev started rambling. "No,
that's not what I meant... I just thought... well, you and Deb were together,
and she and Gia are nothing... it just doesn't seem... I mean, she is gorgeous,
incredibly so... but, you..." 


"I get it, Dev. She's not like Deb. Which, since Deb
and I are no longer together, is most likely a good thing. Don't you
think?"


Now Blake started laughing. "Don't even bother, Dev. I
think you're forgetting that Josh here is more than just the son of a
restaurant empire. He is in fact a lawyer. And, something you may not know, he
gave thought to trial lawyer before settling into corporate. You will not win,
no matter what you say." 


Shaking his head as Josh merely smiled sarcastically in his
direction, Dev kind of ran his hands over his chin. "Trial law, huh?
Defense or prosecution?" 


When Josh simply raised an eyebrow in answer, Dev answered
his own question. "Prosecution. You would have been damn good at it
too." 


Now Josh laughed, an honest laugh since Gia was no longer
the main topic of conversation. "Yeah. I was pretty good." 


Shaking his head, Dev looked back at Josh, still clearly a
bit surprised. "So... Gia, huh? Okay. I guess, setting aside the fact that
you were with Deb when I met you... I guess I could see that. You guys have
sparks, that's for sure. Although, I would have pegged it more as hatred."



"Yeah, well..." Josh was saved from any further
response by the arrival of Kelly, Deb, Shannon and Scott showing up en masse.
The only one missing was Gia. 


Before he could find a chance to sneak away and call her,
Kelly answered his unasked question. 


"I called Georgia. She's still at work, but she should
be here in just a bit." 


Her uncanny little grin in Josh's direction led him to
believe that Kelly, as always, knew more than she was letting on. 


This thought was confirmed when Kelly very discreetly maneuvered
people around until everyone was sitting and the only chair left was between
her and Josh. 


Realizing he had an 'inside man' he leaned in and started to
quietly thank her. Before he got the words out, a quick glance told him Gia was
here. The words stuck in his throat. 


He'd had his lips on hers less than an hour ago. It didn't
seem to matter though, as the urge to kiss her senseless grabbed hold of his
nuts and squeezed. How could one woman fill out a simple pair of jeans with
such perfection. He watched her walk toward them, wishing for a moment she was
walking away, just so he could watch her ass swing in that tight denim. Instead
he took note of the tiny patch of skin showing below her fitted black T-shirt.
Her hair was still in its braid from work, which was definitely to his
advantage. Even in combat boots, she managed to look completely female, and so
incredibly hot. 


Forcing down the surge of lust, he smiled gently, waiting
until she finally met his eyes to smirk. Tonight was all about temptation and
secrecy. 


Let the games begin. 



* * * *


When Gia walked in and saw him, she couldn't stop the little
pulse of heat that ran through her, settling between her legs. She knew he had
something planned for tonight, but he'd promised to keep their little secret,
so she hadn't been too concerned. When she saw the only open seat was next to
Josh, and he was wearing a slightly evil grin, she started to rethink that
opinion. Maybe she should be worried. Very worried. 


After the first thirty minutes, when Josh had behaved
himself, acting like nothing more than a friend, she started to relax and let
her guard down. 


The next time someone popped off with a sarcastic comment,
Gia joined in, starting to feel more at ease. Maybe she had misread the little
smirk? It wasn't until she aimed her first little bit of snark in his direction
that she got a glimpse into his plan. 


Instead of merely replying with some caustic comment of his
own, he shifted in his chair, effectively scooting closer to her. When he
turned back to the group, his thigh was brushing up against hers. The contact,
though minimal, was enough to send another little burst of heat up her legs.
She sucked in a breath, squeezing her legs more tightly together so she wasn't
directly touching him. 


The quick glance he sent her way let her know he knew
exactly what he was doing. 


She added pissed off to her state of arousal. Never a good
combination, she knew, but couldn't seem to stop the surge of anger. 


A few minutes later, and someone said something else that
set her up to impart another little dig at Josh. She told herself to keep her
mouth shut. 


It didn't work. This time he took the opportunity to face
her directly bringing his head close to hers, staring her straight in the eyes.
To anyone looking, it would seem like their normal battle of wills. And in one
sense it was. What they didn't know, or she hoped they didn't know, was that
his eyes didn't display anger, but rather desire... and a silent promise of
retribution.  


When everyone proceeded with the conversation, she figured
no one else had caught on to the heat between them. 


A second later, Josh leaned over and whispered quickly into
her ear. "I let the first one slide, Gia. Not this time. That's one."



She started to ask 'one what' but Kelly caught her attention
with a question about how things were working out with Aaron. 


As she and Kelly talked, she felt Josh's hand beneath the
table, teasingly drawing circles on her thigh. As little swirls of heat
traveled up her leg, straight through her belly and settled in her breasts,
making her nipples tighten into little nubs, she took a quick second to glare
at him. She couldn't move his hand away without drawing attention to the fact
that it was there in the first place, and he knew it. 


With a little grin, Josh leaned closer to Gia, moving that
hand to place it on the back of her chair. Ostensibly to participate in the
conversation she and Kell were having. In reality, he simply switched hands and
started the same, lazy little circles on her leg, this time higher up her
thigh. Now, she could feel his body heat pulsing against her shoulder, making
her feel almost light headed with desire. 


Damn man. She wanted to feel his lips against her neck, her
ear, her breast. When her thoughts began to spiral, the thought of where else
she'd like his mouth caused a whoosh of air to leave her body suddenly. 


Acting with apparent concern, Josh gently rubbed her
shoulder, teasing her collarbone while asking, "You okay, Gia? You look a
little flushed." 


Glaring at him hard, she answered, "I'm fine. I just
need another soda." As she started to rise, she made sure to hiss at him,
"And some personal space." 


He merely smiled and leaned out of her way, mouthing back,
"That's two." 
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Josh was rather enjoying this evening. He was hard as a damn
fence post, but watching Gia's discomfort was making it more than worthwhile. 


He waited until she was halfway to the bar before saying,
"You know I could use another beer myself. Anyone else?"


Blake and Dev both nodded, Deb asked for another martini,
and Josh meandered over to the bar as well. 


Sliding directly beside Gia, a quick glance over his
shoulder told him no one from their table could see them, so he moved until he
was standing behind her, pinning her in with his arms. 


She let him order, pointedly ignoring him until the
bartender walked away. Then she spun to face him, her eyes shooting fire. 


"Just what the hell do you think you're doing,
Josh?"


"Why Georgia, I have no idea what you're talking
about."


"Oh cut the crap, lawyer boy." 


Bringing them literally nose to nose, he whispered against
her lips, "That's three, baby."


"What are you doing? Someone is going to see us. Back
up." 


Josh noted that she was telling him to back up, but her lips
were moving the tiniest bit closer. He could kiss her, right here, right now.
And she would let him. 


But, if anyone saw them, she would hate him, and what they
had would be over before it truly began. 


With more control than he thought he possessed, he backed
his head away from hers and spun her away from him, until she was facing the
bar. Removing temptation, while still allowing him the feel of her body. 


"Teasing me like that, Gia, is worth two... so that
makes it five."


It took her a second to respond, letting him know she was
just as affected as he was. "Five what?"


He leaned in and smiled against her ear. "Spankings.
Every time you tease, torment, or simply act bitchy, you are going to earn
yourself another."


She leaned her body back against him, almost sagging into
him as gooseflesh ran down her arms. That, combined with the little shiver she
gave, told him all he needed to know. 


"You really like that idea, don't you baby?"


"Fuck you, Josh." Her words were harsh, though her
tone was raspy. The desire he heard in her tone shot straight to his cock.


Grabbing her hip with one hand, he gripped the bar with the
other, half convinced he would break the damn thing with his grip. "Here
and now, or did you want to wait until we get back to my house?" He used
his grip to grind himself against her ass. 


He realized just how carried away they'd gotten when instead
of pulling away, she leaned into him with a breathy little moan.  


"Ah, hell Gia." He pulled away from her taking a
full step back before he did something colossally stupid. Taking a deep breath,
he was trying to calm himself when the bartender showed back up, drinks in
hand. 


Taking the beers, he asked Gia to grab Deb's martini and he
turned to head back to the table. He stopped for just a second, and leaned in
to say quietly, "Now we're up to seven, Gia. One for the 'fuck you' and
one for the teasing. Just how badly are you going to behave the rest of the
night?" 


As she stumbled, nearly dropping the drinks, he didn't even
try to stop the little rumble of laughter. 



* * * *


She was going to kill him. A long, slow, painful death.
After she sexually tormented him for hours on end first, of course.


If she was honest, she was actually more angry with herself,
or at least with her body, than he was with him. She had almost given in and
kissed him at the bar. 


Kissed him... hell, she knew it wouldn't have stopped there.
At that particular moment, she had forgotten where they were, who they were
with. She hadn't cared. The only thing she could think about was having him
slip that long, hard shaft inside her and easing the ache. 


Josh leaned over, whispering in her ear, "If you don't
want me to fuck you right here at this table, you had better get that goddamn
look off your face."


"Go to hell Josh," she all but yelled at him.
Everyone at the table glanced her way, but since the two of them arguing was
nothing new, they merely waited for his response. When he merely smirked at
her, they all went back to chatting about whatever they'd been chatting about. 


She made the mistake of looking at him and he mouthed out,
"That's thirteen, baby." 


She couldn't stop the little shiver that ran through her.
She had never been spanked, though it had long been a secret fantasy. Something
she indulged in when she was alone in her room with her BOB. She had never
considered it a real possibility. She had never thought she would find someone
who was into that, and the one boyfriend she'd had that expressed an interest
in bondage had seemed a little creepy. She hadn't trusted him not to take
things too far. The real problem was that she'd never trusted anyone that much.
So, she'd shoved those desires down deep and simply ignored them. Only dragging
them out when she was alone.


Now she glanced over at Josh. She trusted him. Completely.
At least in this. She knew he would absolutely break her heart in the end, but
she knew she could trust him with her body. And quite frankly, judging by the
look in his eye, he may not give her a choice. She knew he was deadly serious.
She was going to get spanked tonight. 


Another little shiver of anticipation ran through her. 


Suddenly Josh stood up, almost shooting out of his chair.
"Hey, Gia. Dance with me?"


Before she could even answer, he grabbed her arm and tugged,
leaving her no choice but to stand and follow unless she wanted to be dragged
across the room. 


As soon as they were hidden from view, he pulled her flush
against him. The contact, combined with the friction of movement, both soothed
and tormented her. 


After just a few seconds, she heard Josh groan, his already
hard shaft, pulsing against her belly. 


"You have got to stop looking like that Gia. You are
driving me fucking insane." 


"Like what?" she asked, honestly confused. 


"Like you want me to throw you over my lap and spank
you right here."


Another shiver coursed through her, this one wringing a moan
from her. Her already damp panties were now soaked by the rush of warmth
between her legs. 


As she groaned, Josh matched her, squeezing her hip where
his hand rested. "Fuck me." He leaned forward resting his forehead
against hers, before pulling back with a deep breath. 


"I promised I would keep this from our friends, so
we'll have to explore your sex in public fantasy another night." Grabbing
her chin and forcing her to meet his eyes, she could see the heat burning in
those blue depths. "And we will, Gia. I guarantee it." 


Setting her away from him, just enough to give them each
some breathing room, he continued, "But for now, this is what we're going
to do. We're leaving... now. You will leave first, and go straight to my
house." 


He pulled a key out of his pocket, tucking it into the back
pocket of her jeans before squeezing her ass, causing another little rush of
warmth. 


"When you get there, go to my room, use the bathroom if
you need to, get undressed and lay down on my bed. I will leave about ten or
fifteen minutes behind you, so you'll have time to get ready." 


She nodded, surprised by her own acquiescence. A part of her
brain was screaming that she should fight this, should run away, now, before it
was too late. But she wanted this. Almost more than she wanted to breathe.
There was no way she was going to be denied this once in a lifetime pleasure. 


When he didn't say anything else, she turned and started to
head to the table to make her goodbyes. She felt him behind her, before he
spoke. This time, she actually felt his voice in her ear. The deep rumble
shooting straight down to her core. 


"Gia, we are already up to thirteen. If you are not
where and how you are supposed to be when I get there, we will add on five
more."


Sucking in a deep breath to calm her rising excitement, Gia
all but ran back to the table. Some quick goodbyes, crappy excuses, and she was
in her car and on her way to Josh's house. 
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It had taken every single bit of patience Josh possessed to
wait fifteen minutes before he followed Gia out the door. But he had forced
himself to wait. Not only to keep it from their friends, but for himself as
well. He needed some time to get a little better rein on his control. 


He also figured this would give Gia a little time to
actually consider what he had planned for tonight. He was hoping by her
physical response that she would be even more aroused by the time he got home. 


He was also well aware that it could work against him. He
was allowing her ample time to change her mind. 


Better now than halfway through. He didn't think there was
enough self control in all the world to pull him away once he saw her gorgeous
ass turning all pink and rosy from his hands. 


He pulled into the garage, pleasantly surprised to see her
car still here. He was also surprised by just how right it felt seeing Gia's
car already there. Stop that train of thought, Josh. She is so not ready for
that. Just focus on tonight. 


Taking a deep breath to calm his lust, Josh wasn't entirely
sure if he was hoping she had followed his orders, or that she hadn't. 


When he turned into his room and saw her, lying nude in the
center of his bed, he damn near choked, he couldn't get the words out fast enough.



"God, you're gorgeous. Perfect, Gia... absolutely
perfect." 


He watched as she blushed from head to toe, every inch of
her beautiful ivory skin turning pink. 


Unable to wait any longer, Josh toed off his shoes and socks
and stripped off his shirt. Wearing only his slacks, he slowly padded over to
her. 


She watched every movement, but still didn't say a word.
This worried him. Gia was not prone to long bouts of silence. 


"Gia, we don't have to do this..."        


"Please, don't back out on me now... Sir."


It took a second for Josh to figure out why she'd called him
'Sir'. Once he had, he also realized why she was being so quiet. Gia wanted to
play.      


So he would accommodate. 


Reaching into his nightstand drawer he pulled out a long
black silk scarf. 


"Put your hands in front of you." She quickly
complied, sending a heady surge of desire straight through Josh. He tied her
up, tight enough that she couldn't pull her hands apart even an inch, without
cutting off circulation. 


Holding back a groan, he asked, "What's your safe
word?" He figured anyone that called him 'Sir' would know what that meant.



She raised her eyebrows looking a little surprised. Then let
a smug, slightly excited grin cross her face. "Ice cream." 


He nodded.


With no warning whatsoever, Josh grabbed Gia's feet,
dragging her to the side of the bed. He sat down next to her then picked her up
and tossed her across his lap. Her feet dangled down to the floor on one side,
her hands barely brushing on the other. Her gorgeous round ass was right before
him... his to enjoy. 


His first slap landed on her right cheek, pulling a startled
gasp from Gia, while Josh barely managed to groan out, "Count them out
loud."



* * * *


It burned. In the most tantalizingly delicious way. The
sudden sensation had zipped straight through her system, racing for some unseen
finish line before settling in her core. She had already been painfully
aroused, between Josh's teasing, lying naked on the bed, and her own very
fertile imagination. 


Now, his fingers gently brushed across her right cheek,
seeming to be trying to soothe the sting. 


"Count, Gia." His voice was more firm this time,
ordering her, making her want to obey him. Forcing her mouth to form the words,
Gia spoke through a haze of pleasure. "One, Sir." 


Another slap, this time the other side. Another zing of
arousal as she forced out the words that would make him continue. "Two,
Sir."


A third slap, this one overlapping the first, increasing the
sting, creating a burning sensation. No zing this time, just a heated path from
her ass straight to her pussy. She was already so wet, she would be surprised
if there wasn't a puddle on Josh's slacks. 


"Three, Sir" 


A fourth slap, and a fifth as she counted out the numbers,
forcing the words out each and every time. 


Six, seven, eight, nine. 


She felt his cock throbbing and pulsing low on her belly.
She wanted to grab him and lick him. Suck his shaft deep into her throat. 


Ten... her ass throbbed, her pussy matching it pulse for
pulse. "Ten, Sir." She wanted to bite him. Dig her teeth into his
calf as she finally found release. 


Eleven settled low on her ass, right at the crease where it
met her thigh, closer to where she needed it. This time, she almost whimpered
out the words, silently begging him to skip the last two and shove his fingers
inside her. 


Twelve came harder, again low, and closer to the center. She
heard him groan, or was that her? She could feel more liquid pulse out on a
wave of need, dripping down her thighs. 


"Twelve, oh God... please." 


"Come on Gia, just one more. You can take it, I know
you can." 


"Yes, yes, please... now." 


The last swat landed, low and centered, right over her
quivering flesh, the wetness making it sound even louder. This time she
screamed as need overtook her. 


She was writhing on his lap, trying to get enough pressure
from his thigh against her clit to give her release. Her orgasm was right
there, just out of reach. She needed penetration, and right now she didn't care
how she got it. 


"Aaaahhh, Josh... fuck me! Now, please... something,
anything." 


The growl that ripped out of his chest at her words should
have frightened her. 


It sounded like heaven. 


He shoved her sideways off his lap and onto her knees.
Reaching forward with her bound hands, she started trying to undo his pants.
She had the button undone and was reaching for his zipper when he abruptly
stood and dragged her up with him. 


She went up on her toes, pressing her lips to his, taking
all his pent up need and giving hers right back to him. Their tongues battled,
thrusting into each other's mouths. She loved the taste of him. All heat, and
spice with just a hint of beer tonight. 


Ripping his mouth from hers, he spun her around and pushed
her forward onto the bed. She landed in a sprawl, managing to get her arms out
in front of her. Josh pulled her hips up and back bringing her ass back to the
edge of the bed, then shoved a couple of pillows under her hips. 


She heard the rasp of the zipper and couldn't help but
wiggle her ass in the air, trying to tempt him. 


She heard the growl, followed by two hands landing hard
against her hips. 


"Don't, baby. I'm barely hanging on by a thread right
now. You have no idea what you've done to me, for me, tonight. I can't... I
have no... control." 


She whimpered a little before getting the words out.
"No control... me neither. Just hard, Josh. Fuck me hard." 


That was enough. The next thing she knew he was buried to
the hilt inside her, in one thrust. He was hotter, harder, bigger than he'd
ever been. The feeling of stretching, the fullness was enough to send her
already engorged tissue off into a cataclysmic orgasm. She screamed, burying
her face in the bed to muffle the noise. 


Josh grabbed her hair, wrapping the length around his fist,
pulling her back until she was on her elbows, her head thrown back. "I
want to hear you!"


Before she could come down from one orgasm another one was
starting to unfurl in her belly. She rode the crest, feeling the waves of
pleasure roll over her as Josh continued to thrust into her, hard and fast.
Deep... hitting that little bundle of nerves with every stroke. 


Her moan had become almost constant, as her orgasm turned
constant. That mythical state of pleasure that women only dreamed about. 


With a loud cry, Josh joined her, thrusting once, then twice
before stilling as his seed shot hard enough for Gia to feel inside her womb,
bringing a final little twitch to her orgasm as her legs and arms collapsed
beneath her. 
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"Gia? Baby... are you with me again?" 


She opened her eyes, or tried to anyway. They still felt
heavy, like she had been drugged. 


"Hey there. How are you doing?" 


That was Josh's voice waking her from the most amazing dream
she'd ever had. She started to roll toward him, her eyes flying open as she
felt the rasp of the sheets against the tender flesh of her backside. 


Just as the memories came flooding back to her, he chuckled.



"Hiya. You kind of passed out there for a minute. I was
starting to get worried." 


His smile looked anything but worried. He looked smug and
self satisfied. As well he should. 


She smiled back at him, willing to give credit where credit
was due. Especially since she must have been out for a while. She was tucked
under the covers, her head resting on a pillow and it felt as if he'd cleaned
her up as well. 


"I think it was longer than a minute, Mr. Taylor. You
seem to have been busy while I slept." 


That smug little smile. "I thought you might need the
rest." 


She raised an eyebrow at him. "You thought right. And,
whose fault is that, might I ask?"


He laughed. "Guilty as charged. Although, you didn't
seem to mind." 


When she didn't answer right away, his expression started to
morph into one of true concern. Deciding not to let him stew, she laughed and
snuggled in next to him. "I didn't mind at all. Not even a little bit. In
fact, I would go so far as to say I truly enjoyed that." 


She felt him relax against her, kissing her head before
tilting her chin up to meet his eyes. Another habit he seemed to be developing
just for her. 


"I did too, Gia. More than I can even say." He
kissed her nose. "Thank you." 


She felt the first hint of tears pressing behind her eyes.
Trying to keep things light and casual, she answered, "Anytime, lawyer
boy. Anytime. I told you I was up for trying anything. And based on just how
well this worked out, I would say we could try some more." She stretched a
little, wiggling against him. When she felt the first stirrings against her
belly, she couldn't help the laugh that bubbled out of her. "But not right
now... I'm a little wiped from our last experiment." 


He smiled again, pulling her closer as she rolled to her
side. She snuggled into him, resting her head on his chest as he wrapped his
arm around her. 


Just as she started to doze back off, she could've sworn she
heard him whisper something. It sounded strangely like 'I love you'. But that
couldn't be right. 


Deciding it was just her over active imagination at work
again, she let sleep take her and pull her into the dreamland where those words
could actually be a reality. 



* * * *


Josh simply held her while she slept for as long as he
possibly could. As much as he loved sex with Gia, as much as the spanking had
exceeded his every expectation, surpassed his every fantasy, he loved this part
as well. 


If he were honest with himself, he simply loved Gia. All of
her. Her sweet personality, her loyalty, her sarcastic sense of humor, even
when it was at his expense. Her openness tonight, her willingness to give
herself to him completely had broken through more than just a sexual barrier
for him. She was more than he could have possibly dreamed. 


He was head over heels, crazy stupid in love with her. He
wanted to shout it to the world.


And he was supposed to keep it to himself. 


That frustrated the living hell out of him. But, since it
was her one stipulation, the one limit she had put on this relationship, he
knew he had to honor it. It would just be a lot easier to do if he understood
why. 


He'd thought maybe it was because of Deb. That kind of made
sense, but he wasn't going to keep it hidden forever, and since Deb was most
likely a permanent part of their lives, the need for consideration would only last
so long. But it really seemed like there was something more, something he
wasn't aware of, behind her decision. 


As she curled more deeply into him, he felt his heart give a
little lurch. 


He would stick to her rules, at least for now. He couldn't
risk losing her, losing this, so soon after finding it. 


He felt sleep coming to claim him, sneaking in one last kiss
against her head before it grabbed hold. 
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Gia woke up, her head still foggy, her dream still swirling
around her. She could still feel the stinging bite of Josh's palms against her
fleshy backside. Her body pulsed with remembered pleasure, a little moan
escaping before she could silence it. 


She could feel him, hard even now, pressing against that
tender flesh. She would be willing to bet it was still red. She knew it was
still scratchy. Not painful, just tender enough to remind her of the night
before. 


Once again, those wonderful memories caused a physical ache
inside her. She was already wet, her body needing more. Greedy. Josh was making
her greedy. 


Just as she started to wonder if she should wake him, he
took the choice from her. He rolled her flat on her back, pressing his lips to
hers before she could even gasp in surprise. 


This kiss was different somehow. Tender and soft, yet no
less passionate. It spoke of yearning, desire. Love in place of lust. 


But that's not possible... he couldn't love her. 


Recalling her final thoughts as she drifted off to sleep
last night, she finally understood. This was a dream. A wonderful, sensual,
amazing dream. She wasn't really awake. She was sure that if she merely pinched
herself hard enough, she would truly wake up. 


But she didn't want to leave this dream just yet. Deciding
to simply ride it to its inevitable conclusion, she let herself go, sinking
further into the kiss. 


Since her hands were still free, she buried her fingers into
Josh's too long hair, loving the silky feel. When she made little fists, gently
tugging his mouth more firmly against her own, he moaned, the sound going straight
down her throat to settle between her thighs. 


Since this was her dream, she could do as she wished. And
she wanted to taste him again. To feel him in her mouth, hot and hard, molten
steel sliding between her lips. 


Shoving his shoulders to flip him off  her, she was
surprised by his weight. Shouldn't he be lighter in a dream? Giggling softly,
she headed south, trailing kisses across his skin. 


God, he smelled good. He smelled all sweaty, like a man
should after amazing sex, with an underlying scent of soap and some spicy smell
that was just Josh. "I've always loved the way you smell." 


He groaned softly as she tongued and nipped at his nipple
before moving down the soft trail of hair. A map, leading her to Paradise. When
she reached her destination, she gently kissed the tip, delighted with the
sounds he made. As a clear drop surfaced, showing the excitement he couldn't
possibly hide, she licked it off before wrapping her lips more firmly around
the head. Sliding down, she sucked him gently into the back of her throat
before pulling away. The suction she created caused a loud popping sound as she
reached the rim. 


She giggled as she licked again, trailing her tongue from
top to bottom. "I love this. You're so hot, so heavy in my hands. And God,
you taste so good." 


At that Josh groaned, digging his hands into her hair to
guide her mouth. She sucked him deeply again, letting him slide part way down
her throat. He thrust in once, twice, three times. On the fourth little push,
she swallowed, bringing him even more deeply into her throat. 


He groaned, pushing her off while she laughed in delight. 


This time when he rolled her over, he rolled on top of her
at the same time. His cock nudged her folds, sliding between them as her
moisture coated his shaft. The tip grazed her clit, bringing a soft little gasp
of pleasure. Josh pulled back,  his shaft piercing her sheath, sinking in only
an inch or so. He leaned forward, pressing his lips back to hers, plunging his
tongue deep into her mouth just as he plunged his cock deep inside her. 


She cried out, his mouth absorbing the sound. 


He plunged slowly, keeping the pace tender and gentle, the
pleasure heightening slowly. As her first orgasm approached, Josh slowed his
pace, keeping her on the precipice without letting her roll over it. 



* * * *


Josh could feel her sheath tightening around him, her
muscles quivering right on the edge of release. But he didn't want this to end
just yet. 


Gia was so soft, so gentle, in this early morning interlude.
She seemed more open than usual, wearing her emotions on her sleeve. He loved
it. 


Taking his time, extending the pleasure for both of them, he
thrust slowly again, gradually speeding the pace. 


Once again she reached that edge, but this time he let her
slide over it, her orgasm rolling through her. Rather than her usual squeezing
grip, her internal muscles seemed to almost pull at him, caressing him with her
body. Josh tried to hold off his own pleasure. When her orgasm continued on and
on, he couldn't hold back any more. 


On a long, deep groan Josh joined her, crashing over the
edge into the deepest orgasm he'd ever had. 


As soon as he could breathe again, he leaned in to kiss her
gently. She wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him deeply in return. As
he pulled back she whispered, "I love you." 


His breathing stopped completely. His heart lurched in his
chest. When everything finally restarted, he managed to ground out "I love
you, too." 


Gia smiled softly, rolled over and was asleep instantly. 


Josh pulled her tightly against him, afraid to let this
moment go. He never wanted to lose this feeling. Even with her tucked safely
against him, sleep was slow in coming.           



* * * *


The next morning Josh rose, having barely gotten any sleep.
After Gia had finally dozed off last night, Josh had tried to process what had
happened. Or more specifically what she'd said. It seemed too good to be true.
And totally out of character for her. 


Josh wanted to believe her, to believe that she felt the
same. Yet nothing in their relationship thus far had given him any indication
that she felt that way. He wasn't stupid. He knew she was attracted to him.
Extremely attracted to him. She definitely felt the same chemistry he did.
But... and this was a big but, she didn't even want anyone to know about them. 


If you loved someone, you wanted to share that with your
friends. She was insistent that they hide it from them. 


It didn't make any sense. 


At. All. 


So, he was in the kitchen, making coffee and puzzling over
what to expect from Gia this morning. 


He poured a cup of coffee, turning as he started to take a
sip, to see Gia standing in his kitchen wearing his shirt. And only his shirt. 


"Good morning." He paused a beat, testing the
waters. When she looked a little cranky, which was totally normal for Gia in
the morning, but not in the least bit uncomfortable, he smiled. "Want some
coffee?" 


To that she rolled her eyes, walked past him and grabbed a
mug, pouring a cup from the pot. 


She leaned back against the counter, using both hands to
bring the mug to her lips. She paused, to inhale the aroma before gingerly
sipping the hot drink. 


Josh groaned. She even made drinking coffee sexy. 


After a couple of sips, she looked up at him and smiled.
"Better. Thanks."


The laugh rumbled out of his chest. It would be too easy to
get used to having her here in the mornings. Every morning. 


She started heading out of the kitchen, back toward the
bedroom. 


"I'm going to jump through the shower, if that's okay.
I need to get home and get changed before work." 


"Uh, yeah. That's fine." 


She was acting completely... normal. Like Gia. Not like a
Gia who had told him she loved him the night before. 


Had he dreamed it? 


She stopped just outside the hallway, stripping off his
shirt before looking back over her shoulder. "Want to join me?"


Yep... it must have been a dream. He grinned, grabbing his
mug and following Gia back toward heaven. 
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The following week, Saturday morning dawned bright and
clear. Though it was early October, this weekend promised to be unusually hot,
not to mention humid.


Josh had plans to play tennis with Blake, but the
thermometer was already creeping past ninety when he got there just before nine.
When he saw Blake walking towards him, already looking as wilted as he felt, he
made an immediate change in plans. 


"What do you say to skipping the tennis and heading
straight to lunch?"


Blake laughed. "Works for me, but I think it's still
breakfast."


"Whatever. As long as it's indoors. This heat is
nasty." 


After a brief discussion, they decided to forego the club
completely and head over to a nearby pancake house to eat and grab some coffee.
After getting seated and placing their orders, it took Blake a matter of
seconds to start grilling Josh. 


"So, you seem to be in better spirits these days."


Josh smiled. He knew it probably looked a little smug, but
there wasn't a damn thing he could do about that. "Yep."


"You must have managed to get over the 'heartbreak' of
losing Deb?" 


"Uh, yeah. Totally over it." 


Blake just laughed, long and deep, making Josh join right
along with him. 


"So, things are going well with Gia, then?"


Once again Josh realized that he couldn't blatantly lie to
Blake. So he settled for a shrug.


Which just set Blake off to laughing again. "You know,
for such a damn fine lawyer you have a terrible poker face when it comes to
anything personal."


Rolling his eyes, Josh finally gave up and said, "I
just don't want to outright lie to you. And I can't say anything... about
anything."


Blake nodded his head as the laughter started to die down.
"Okay. So, don't say anything. It's not like we couldn't tell something
was up anyway. You guys were setting off some pretty decent size fires last
weekend." 


Josh froze. So much for not lying. "I have no idea what
you're talking about." 


Another laugh. "Wow, totally deadpan, man. And right on
the heels of 'not lying'. That's kind of amazing."


Now Josh sighed. "I have no idea what you're talking
about." 


When Josh simply repeated the same thing, all Blake's
laughter died. "So, I'm getting the impression that we're not supposed to
talk about Gia." 


Josh looked straight at him and cocked his eyebrow. "I
have no idea..." 


"What I'm talking about. Okay, got it. So, don't talk,
just listen. I'm assuming that you and Gia are working things out, something
you can sit there and deny all you want, but the chemistry between you two is
off the charts. And for whatever reason you guys want to keep it to yourselves.
Which is fine. In theory." 


"In theory?"


"Yes, in theory. But, you're forgetting that we are
your best friends. Most of us have known each other for at least eight years,
and in some cases a lot longer than that. Kelly knows, I know, Dev knows you're
at least trying to make something happen there. That's what I know for sure.
But, unless they're blind and stupid, everyone else has figured it out after
last weekend." 


Feeling the air leave his lungs in a rush, Josh acknowledged
defeat. "She wants to keep it a secret. From everyone... including you
guys. That was the one stipulation she had. No one was supposed to know." 


Blake nodded. "Well, that at least explains it." 


"Explains it?"


"Yeah. Kelly and I have known that something was
different with you guys for a while, but neither one of you had said anything
to either one of us. We were debating whether or not you guys were still
fighting the attraction, or if you were both too stupid to see the potential.
Kelly was telling me she was surprised at first, but then it made perfect
sense. I was never all that surprised. Actually, I was more surprised it took
you damn near a decade to wise up and see her." 


"It didn't."


"No? Then... why?"


Josh sent him a wry grin. "You ever seen something you
wanted, and just known there was no way you could have it? Ever? That was
Gia." 


"Why couldn't you have her?"


"At first, it was just bad timing. I had a girlfriend
when I met her. A situation I rectified as quickly as possible. But, by the
time that was over, she was seeing someone. And then, we were friends. She just
never thought of me that way."


"But you thought of her that way?"


"Always. I just learned to ignore it after a
while." 


"Until a few months ago. So, what changed?"


"Nothing changed. I guess it had just built up. I had
made sure I was never alone with her. Not in years anyway. In fact, until the
tattoo, the last time I had been alone with Gia was when she went with me in
college to buy my Mustang."


"Damn, that was like five or six years ago. And you
hadn't been alone with her ever... not in that long?"


"Nope. At first it took some effort... I'm not kidding
when I said we were friends. We had actually spent some time just hanging out
before then. But after a while, it got easier. Then I got together with Deb,
and well... the rest is history."


"You know, now that I think about it... I kind of
remember that. Although I had forgotten that you guys used to hang out. Maybe
that's why I always thought you guys might get together." 


"Really? I know you said you weren't surprised, but you
thought there was something there?"


"Until you and Deb had been together for almost two
years. After that, I figured you had just settled into the life plan your
family had and had decided to keep that other piece of you buried
forever." 


"The other piece of me?" 


Blake laughed again, although not a sound that had any real
humor to it. "The piece that you try so hard to keep hidden. The piece
I've been rooting for since the day I met you. Kelly has too, by the way."



"What the hell are you talking about Blake?"


"Josh, you and I both know that you have never really
fit the mold. You try, harder than you really should, but that's why you've
always had the little secrets. The one's everyone knows about and no one talks
about. Like your damn car. The trial law back in college. The kickboxing. The
tattoo. And, apparently Gia. You don't fit the world you were born into." 


Josh smiled a little ruefully. "And here I thought I
was doing such a good job of hiding it." 


Blake shrugged. "You do for the most part. There's only
a few of us that can see it. Me and Kell, but we've known you forever. Deb,
though I think she was a little surprised by it at first. And Gia... which is
why she has been a thorn in your side for as long as you've known her. She
mentioned as much to Kelly the last time we were at the lake actually. Said she
liked to needle you until you finally relaxed and pulled the stick out of your
ass... or something to that effect." 


Josh smiled, remembering that particular trip. Tackling Gia,
getting to see all her delicious curves in a bikini. Watching her nipples
tighten under his gaze. 


He looked up at Blake, who had a matching grin... "Lake
trip!" They both said at the same time. 


It was absolutely perfect for an absurdly hot day in
October. "It's probably the last time this year it will be this hot. And
it's way too gross to do anything else." 


"Yep. And, I'm sure the thought of Gia traipsing around
in that killer bikini played no part in that idea whatsoever." 


Josh growled. "If you want to keep those eyes in your
head Blake, you make sure to keep them off of her." 


Blake was back to laughter. "And why do I need to do
that, Josh? Isn't Gia single?" 


When Josh simply glared at him, Blake laughed again.
"I'll make sure to tell Kelly to keep it quiet." 


Josh continued to glare. "And I'll keep my eyes off...
promise." 


Easing back in his seat, Josh reached for his cell phone
dialing Gia first. "Well, start by dialing. We've got to see if everyone
else is up for a little end of summer celebration. We can spend the day at the
lake and wrap it up at my place tonight. Pool, spa, pizza... Sound good?" 


Blake nodded just as Gia picked up her phone. 
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The timing couldn't have worked out better. Everyone had been
pretty much free today, Gia included. She had only had one client booked for
the day with a preset appointment, and she had called early this morning to
reschedule. She had said she had a flu bug, but Gia suspected she was merely
chickening out. It was going to be her first tattoo and she had already
admitted to being scared. 


Either way, she was able to leave Aaron to man the shop and
head to the lake completely guilt free. This time, they were all meeting over
at Josh's house, leaving most of their cars there and piling into two. The
drivers this time were Dev and Josh.           


Josh, surprisingly enough, had brought the Mustang out of
hiding for the trip. As much as Gia wanted to ride in that car, she figured it
would be best if she rode with Dev. As they all piled in the cars, she was
surprised to see Deb climb into the front seat with Dev, Shannon and Scott
already in the backseat. 


Okay, she would ride with Josh. She sighed, mentally
preparing herself to being trapped in a car with him for the next thirty minutes.
When she saw Blake and Kelly in the backseat, she brightened, coming up with a
plan. Surely Kell would help her out. 


"Hey Kelly, why don't you climb into the front. I'll
ride in back. I know you weren't feeling well yesterday. I wouldn't want you to
get carsick or anything." 


Kelly squinted her eyes at Gia, letting her know she saw
through her weak efforts. 


"Are you sick?" Blake asked. 


"No... I'm better now. I think I just ate something
that didn't agree with me yesterday." Turning back to Gia, she continued,
"I'm already tucked in back here. If there's a problem I'll let you know.
But I'm sure I'll be fine." 


She smiled and batted her eyes at Gia. On another sigh, Gia
climbed into the front. At least she didn't call me out as an outright liar. 


They got down to the river, and everyone quickly unloaded,
dropping their stuff on the sand, stripping off clothes and reaching for the
sunscreen. 


Gia took a few moments to sneak discreet glances over at
Josh. At the remembered feel of running her tongue down that beautiful chest
last night, she couldn't help but lick her lips. God, he tasted so good. 


When he met her eyes, she could see the heat burning in his
gaze. Knowing she'd been caught, and not even a little repentant, she smiled
softly before returning her attention to her sunscreen. 


As she finished with her legs, she started on her shoulders.



"Here, let me get your back for you." He was kneeling
directly behind her on the blanket she had laid out. 


A quick glance around showed her that while everyone was
still near, they were all sun-screening and chatting. No one was paying
attention to them. With a little shrug, she handed him the lotion.


Within seconds, Gia knew that had been a horrible mistake.
Josh was taking full advantage of the situation. He started at her shoulders,
leaning in and nipping her neck with his teeth, before soothing the little bite
with his tongue. 


As he moved down to her upper back, he ran his hands around
to brush the sides of her breasts. Her nipples tightened immediately, pressing
against the damp fabric of her swimsuit. She suppressed the little whimper
trying to escape... barely. She didn't want to make any sounds. Nothing to draw
any attention to them. 


After teasing her breasts mercilessly to attention, Josh
moved down past the bathing suit tie. He continued wrapping his hands, around
her sides, tickling her belly with his gliding fingers. When he reached the edge
of her bikini bottoms, he gently pushed them lower, then lower still. As his
dipped his hands inside, massaging the cheeks of her ass, he whispered in her
ear, "I can't wait to spank this ass again Gia. Would you like that?"




* * * *


Deciding that this was merely a bad idea gone worse, Gia
lunged to her feet and ran back down to the water to join Deb and Kelly who
were cautiously wading into the slightly cool water. Tossing caution to the
wind, Gia dove headfirst into the river, surfacing far enough out to get caught
in the current. 


As she worked her way back to shore, she swore she could
hear Josh laughing despite the water in her ears. Damn man!


Everyone seemed to sense that today was for merriment. A
party atmosphere was the mood of the day. They tossed a ball around in the
water for a while, and when everyone got chilly they headed back up to the sand
to play some beach volleyball.    


The afternoon had been amazing. Josh had taken every
possible opportunity to tease her, sneaking in little touches every chance he
got. When they played volleyball and she tackled him in her efforts to reach
the ball, he took an extra second to squeeze her tush before setting her away.
He brushed her nipples at every opportunity. He even slipped his hand between
her legs once when they were out in the water. All tiny, quick little touches
designed to inflame. 


They worked. 


By the time they all got back to Josh's house, it was all
she could do not to jump him, people be damned. 


All this pent up desire was making her testy. 


Everyone sort of split up, grabbing sweatshirts and such out
of their car. Gia headed into the kitchen to grab a soda from the fridge. When
Josh followed her in, she scowled at him. 


"So, do I need a credit card or does Papa John's have
yours on file for delivery orders?"


"So, we've decided on Papa John's for pizza?" Josh
asked, smirking a little at her tone. 


"Yes, I did." 


Now he laughed, reaching into his pocket to grab his wallet
before handing her the card. As she reached forward to grab it, he pulled her
in and kissed her hard. 


Despite her ire, her body responded to his as if they'd been
together forever. She melted... every bone in her body bending to wrap around
his muscled frame. 


He backed her up, one slow step at a time, never taking his
mouth from hers. Their tongues fought a battle for control, even as her arms
wrapped around his neck pulling him closer. 


When she felt the counter hit her hips, she remembered not
only where they were, but just how many people were in this house with them. 


She shoved at his shoulders, pushing hard enough to let him
know she meant business. "Stop... someone might see, Josh." 


He leaned back in, pinning her in with his arms again.
"And so what if they do, Gia?" 


"Josh..." 


At the sound of the bathroom door opening down the hall, she
panicked. He was going to keep her like this. Then everyone would know...


He moved away at the last second, dropping the credit card
on the counter. "Make sure to order at least two Supremes." He spun
on his heel leaving Gia struggling to catch her breath. 


Kelly walked in just as Josh walked back to the living room.



"So, what kind of pizzas are we getting? Gia, are you
okay? You look a little... off."


Looking at the concerned expression on Kelly's face, Gia
couldn't help but laugh. "I'm fine, Kell. Let's order, 'k?"
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He was losing his mind. Josh had determined that Gia's need
for secrecy was solely for the purpose of slowly driving him insane. And, it
was working. 


They had all gotten in the spa, leaving instructions for the
pizza delivery guy to come around back. Josh waited until everyone else was in
first, then followed suit and settled in next to Gia. He knew she'd never sit
by him and there was no way he was going to pass up a little skin on skin
contact, regardless of just how achingly hard his cock had been all fucking
day. 


Wine flowed as freely as the water. The pizza kid came and
went, setting the food and some paper plates on the table. Everyone grabbed a
few slices before climbing back into the warm water. 


As he slipped in next to her, he was very glad that he'd
ordered the custom spa. It was a fiberglass spa, sunken into a frame so it
looked like it was part of the pool. In reality it was a stand alone, sat as
many as twelve people comfortably and had over two hundred adjustable jets.     


This resulted in the water churning and bubbling enough that
no one could possibly see what he was doing with his hands. 


So, he sent them wandering. Up and down Gia's legs. Across
the silky soft skin of her belly. Bending up at the elbow to twist and tug her
nipples. Finally, he settled those fingers right between her thighs. 


He brushed them gently against the fabric of the suit,
keeping his touch featherlight. Up and down, side to side. Never increasing the
pressure, never slowing his movements. 


When he felt her hips lift, bumping against his hand,
seeking a firmer touch, he smiled. Then he gave her what she silently asked
for. He pressed two fingers firmly against her little clit. He could feel her
piercing pushing through the fabric telling him just how aroused his Gia really
was. Slowly, he began firm, tight circles around that needy little nub. 


Just as Josh felt her start to give in to her need,
thrusting against his hands in a rhythm guaranteed to send her over the edge,
she froze. Looking around the spa, she moved to an open seat between Dev and
Blake. 


Then she glared at Josh. He smiled, though if she were
smart, she would know that he was not amused. He was pissed. 


Over the next twenty minutes or so, the banter was tossed
back and forth, everyone laughing, drinking, opening the fourth bottle of wine.
It began to occur to him that the only person capable of driving anyone home
was Gia, and there was no way in hell he was letting her leave here tonight.


All of this meant that according to her rules, he would be
sleeping alone. That was unacceptable. He was sure he could convince her to
join him for a quick round of sex while everyone else was asleep, but he wanted
her in his bed all night, not for an hour or two. And the only way that was
going to happen was if he got everyone else home safely. 


Just as he decided to call a damn limo to drive them all
home, Gia popped off with some snarky comment. 


"Nice spa, lawyer boy. I can see there are some
definite perks to walking the straight and narrow." 


That was the final straw. 


Josh stood up, walked the four steps to the other side of
the spa, picked Gia up and dumped her over the side and into the pool. As she
surfaced, gasping for breath from the sudden change in water temperature, Josh
dove in after her. 


By the time he surfaced she had made it into the shallow
end, backing slowly toward the stairs, her eyes focused on his. 


She looked nervous. Very, very nervous. 


He loved it. 


"Now, Josh... I didn't mean that. Not really. You know
I don't think..." 


He dove forward, tackling her and dunking them both under
water. 


She struggled, but when he surfaced, he had both arms around
her. One around mid back, and one hand splayed across her ass. Her hands, which
had been pushing at his chest, suddenly stopped. He knew she could feel his
erection, hard despite the cold water, pushing against her belly. 


He could tell the moment she knew he was going to kiss her. 


"Wait, no..."


Making a snap decision he may well regret later, he yelled
over his shoulder, "Is there anyone here that hasn't figured out that Gia
and I are together?"


There were lots of murmurs, but no one said anything
directly. He took that to mean 'no'. 


"And is there anyone here that will be offended if I
kiss her?" 


Every one turned and looked at Deb. He hadn't intended to
put her on the spot, but he needed to know. So did Gia. 


"Not in the least. Promise," Deb responded and you
could hear the truth in her words. 


"Thank God," Josh groaned out before planting his
lips to Gia's. 


It took a moment for the shock to wear off, but when it did
Gia responded with abandon. Her arms wrapped around his neck to tangle in his
wet hair. Her legs mimicked, wrapping tightly around his waist. 


Though he had made love to her last night, it didn't seem to
dull the need. It never did. He was beginning to think that he was an addict,
and Gia was his drug of choice. When he heard her little whimper, followed by a
slew of wolf whistles and cat calls, he was reminded that they were not alone. 


Regretfully, he pulled back, resting his forehead against
hers while they both caught their breath. 


He felt her start to tense against him, unwinding and
pulling away. It was more than just physical... he could feel her putting up
emotional barriers as well. 


He lifted her chin, holding her there until she met his
eyes. "They're our friends, Gia. They deserved to know. Not like we were
doing a very good job at keeping it from them anyway." 


"But you didn't know that." 


"Yes, I did. Blake told me this morning when he asked
me how things were going with you and me. I know you didn't want them to know,
but I can't honestly be sorry they do. And Deb's fine with it. I told you she
would be." 


After another long moment, where Josh was left to wonder
just how fast she'd run out of here, she finally nodded.


 


Josh spent the rest of the evening with Gia in his arms. The
fact that no one bothered to comment simply proved how poorly kept a secret
their relationship had really been.  


He took advantage of her closeness to tease her
relentlessly. He wanted her aroused to the point where there was just no
question where she was sleeping tonight. So, when they got back in the spa, he
pulled her into his lap.  


He teased her nipples, tugging gently at the little rings
through the fabric of her suit. He ran her hand between her legs, flirting with
the edge of her bikini bottoms. When he felt more than heard the little gasp,
followed by her hips grinding against his erection, he chuckled softly before
whispering in her ear. 


"Are you an exhibitionist at heart Gia? Do you want me
to make you come right here in front of all of our friends?" 


He felt another little gasp, her ribs expanding against his
arm as she sucked in air. 


He smiled, nipping at her neck. "All you have to do is
nod... tell me that's what you want, Gia."      


Josh waited, breath held. Would she give in to the desires
of her body or adhere to her sensibilities. 


When she nodded quick and sharp, he had to bite his cheek to
stop the groan. 



* * * *


What the hell was she thinking? There is no way she was
going to be able to do this. At least not without everyone in the spa knowing
what was going on. 


So, then why the hell did she nod yes? 


As Josh's finger's brushed by her nipples again, pulling her
triangle top a little to the side, she knew why. 


She wanted this. 


She not only wanted Josh, wanted the orgasm she knew would
be forthcoming, that was almost a constant when she was with him. 


No, she wanted to have that orgasm right under everyone's
noses. She wanted that thrill of getting caught, of someone figuring out just
exactly what they were up to.   


Now, what the fuck would a shrink make of that. 


It wasn't really quite as risky as it seemed. Everyone was
fairly well intoxicated. Even Gia'd had a couple glasses of wine. Maybe that
was the problem. She could simply blame her lack of inhibitions on alcohol. 


As Josh moved the other side of her top, freeing her already
throbbing nipples to the effects of the swirling water, she knew that was a
lie. She just wanted this. 


As his erection pushed against her, she knew she wasn't
alone in that desire. 


She bit her lip to keep from crying out when he roughly
pulled her bikini bottoms to the side, freeing her pussy to be his own little
playground. 


Deciding that there was no way she could be involved in a
conversation, should someone ask her a direct question, she leaned her head
back on his shoulder, closing her eyes and feigning sleep. 


When she did, he kissed her cheek, settling her more firmly
against his cock at the same time he slid one finger into her aching center. 


Oh. My. God. 


She was going to come right here in front of her friends. 


She felt more than heard Josh's chest rumble as he spoke to
Blake. Somehow he managed to tug her nipple and add another finger down below,
all while having a conversation. 


She twisted her hips, trying to keep her movements small,
not entirely sure if she succeeded. Not entirely sure if she cared anymore. 


Whatever Josh had been talking about, the conversation
wrapped up because he leaned back into her and whispered in her ear. "You
need to keep it down, baby. Your only job is to lay here and be quiet while I
please you. Can you do that?" 


He followed his words with another little tug on her nipple
rings. Biting her lip, she merely nodded.


She could already feel the heat and pressure starting to
build deep in her belly. It wasn't going to take long to reach the edge. Was
that because there were people surrounding her? 


Josh had two fingers sliding slowly in and out of her
depths. 


Just as she felt the beginning flutters in her belly, a
clear sign that her orgasm was imminent, Josh pulled his hand away with a
muttered "Fuck" against her shoulder.


After a second, he straightened her suit, quickly tugging
everything into place. She glanced back over her shoulder, a little surprised
by the abrupt end. 


All of a sudden, he shifted her around, saying a little more
loudly than necessary, "I think it's time to get you to bed, Gia. Before
you pass out in the spa." 


He set her beside him, jumping out and grabbing a towel,
which he quickly wrapped around his waist. Not quickly enough for her to miss
the erection he was still sporting. He grabbed another towel and turned around,
holding it out for her. 


She climbed out, striving to look as exhausted as he'd just
claimed she was. When she looked up at him, she managed a little wink before
sagging her shoulders a little more. 


He wrapped the towel around her, tugging a little more
tightly than was strictly necessary while whispering to her, "I think you
missed your calling, drama queen." 


Gia waved at everyone, holding in a laugh while Josh made
excuses about how tired she was. 


"I think it was the wine and the hot water. I'm just
totally wiped." 


Everyone said goodnight and Josh told them all to grab
blankets, pillows and the spare bedrooms and crash until morning. 


Blake smirked, "I know where everything is, Josh. Good
night." 


The innuendo was obvious to everyone. Gia glanced at Deb,
who merely smiled and waggled her fingers.           


As soon as they were inside the door, Josh pushed her
forward until she hit the nearest wall. He reached down and grabbed her hands,
pulling them up above head and holding them both in one of his. He reached
between her and the wall and yanked the towel loose. Leaving her standing there
in a damp bikini. His towel joined hers on the floor. 


She felt the rush of heat between her thighs. Her body,
sated only moments before, sprang back to life without so much as a touch. 


"I'm going to take you right here against the wall,
Gia. You have me so hard I damn near came in my shorts. God, what you do to me,
girl." 


"Josh... what if someone comes in? We need to go to the
bedroom." 


"No one's going to come in, Gia. They all know exactly
why we came in the house. And even if they did walk in... would you really
mind? I would think the potential to get caught just turns you on more." 


With his words, Josh tugged the string on the side of her
bottoms, watching as they fell to the ground. Two more tugs released her top
and Gia was naked. Gloriously naked, wet and so damn ready for him.           


"Josh." She heard the pleading tone in her voice. 


He groaned. "Tell me what you need, Gia. Say the
words." 


He slid his fingers into her, two at once, thrusting into
her from behind. 


"Keep your hands up there." 


Her legs trembled. His voice had taken on that commanding
tone she loved so much. The one that tore through every nerve ending in her
body. She whimpered a little, nodding. 


She needed him inside her, filling her. Now. 


"Josh... please." 


That was all it took. 


"Aahh, hell. I can't wait." 


She had no idea when he'd dropped his shorts, but suddenly
he was there. He pulled his hand out and thrust inside her, bringing his hands
around to press against the wall for leverage. 


He took her fast and hard, pounding into her. When she
couldn't hold her hips still enough for him, he reached around placing his
forearm across her hips, pulling her harder against him. 


"Fuck, Gia. I'm not gonna last long. I didn't plan...
but you... I wanted this to be..." 


"Shut up, Josh. Just fuck me!"


Thank God he did. She exploded around him, screaming out her
pleasure. Josh was right behind her, giving out a primal yell before biting and
sucking against her neck. 


As soon as they both caught their breath, he scooped her up
and took her into his bedroom, settling them both under the covers and pulling
her tightly against him. 


She was asleep in moments, never giving thought to the wet
bathing suits and towels still on the floor in his kitchen. A telltale sign
their friends would surely notice. 
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The next few weeks flew by. She and Josh had found a rhythm,
a routine that seemed to be working really well. They spent almost every night
together, usually at his place. Even the few nights when she received her
monthly calling card from Mother Nature, he had wanted her to stay over. They
had rented a couple of movies, made some popcorn and curled up on the couch.
When she'd mentioned the treasure of cramps that always accompanied these
lovely reminders of womanhood, he had laughed and suggested they go in the spa.



It was comfortable. Almost too comfortable, if Gia were
being honest with herself. She could already see herself becoming too attached.
Not just to Josh, but to the ease with which they fit together. 


When Josh had taken a business trip down to the restaurant
in Austin, Texas to approve the new head chef, he had only been gone for two
nights. Two lousy nights and she had missed him like a lost limb. 


It had terrified her. Since then she had begun trying to
spend at least one or two nights per week at her own house. Without him. 


She was trying to be casual about it, to put a little
distance between them without making any waves. Which had worked okay the first
week. However, when she had refused to go with him to the Black and White Ball
they held at the country club each year, he'd seemed... upset. 


Lost in her own musings, Gia almost jumped out of her skin
when she heard her doorbell ring. A quick glance at the clock told her it was
only three in the afternoon... way too early for it to be Josh on a Monday
afternoon. 


Peeking through the door, she grinned as she swung it wide. 


"Hey Kell. What are you doing here? Aren't you supposed
to be doing that whole work thing?" 


Kelly just laughed as she walked in dropping her purse on
the couch before pulling Gia into a quick hug. "I took the afternoon off,
and we are going shopping."


"Uh huh... and why exactly are we going shopping?"



Shopping was not one of Gia's favorite past times, a fact
which Kelly was well aware of. 


"For the ball, silly." 


"The ball?" 


"Yes, the ball. The Black and White ball the club
always has on Halloween." 


"No, I know what ball you're talking about, I'm just
not sure why you think I'm going." 


"Oh... well, didn't Josh ask you?"


"Yes. I'm still not going." 


"You're not? How come?" 


"Because I have no desire to go to a ball at a country
club."


"You have no desire to wear an amazing little black
dress, put your hair up just so Josh can pull it down later, and wear the kind
of makeup that screams 'look at me... perfect and untouchable'?"


Laughing, Gia answered, "Well, when you put it that
way..." 


"Okay, good. Then grab your purse, we are going
shopping." 


Shaking her head, Gia pulled her hand out of Kelly's grasp.
"No, Kell. Seriously, I am not going to this thing with Josh. It's not a
good idea."


"You're right, it's a great idea."


When Gia merely stood in place, crossing her arms across her
chest, Kelly sighed and sat down on the sofa. "Okay Gia. What's this
really about? Did you guys have a fight or something?" 


"No, nothing like that. Things with Josh are...
fine." 


"Mmmm. Fine isn't good, Gia." 


"No, it's good. I just don't want to go to this
shindig. It's not my cup of tea, Kell. Hell, it's not even my brand of
torture." 


Kelly laughed a little, but still said nothing. When the silence
stretched on too long, the discomfort drove Gia to spill the truth. "I
don't belong there, Kelly. You know it. I know it. And if I go to this damn
thing, then Josh will know it too." 


"Okay. So, now we have at least found the root of the
problem. You still think that Josh is going to drop you at any given
second." 


Gia twisted uncomfortably under Kelly's even gaze,
eventually flopping down into the chair. "Yeah. I guess I do." 


"He won't. I know that hearing the words from me won't
really help, but he's not going anywhere, Gia." 


She smirked a little, the corner of her mouth shooting up
into a wry grin. "So says you. But, reality is a little different. We
don't fit together. Not really. He's going to figure it out sooner or later. If
I go to this dance, surrounded by a group of people that will spend the
majority of the evening staring at me, it will just prove to him just how wrong
we are. I'm not in a hurry to end things any sooner than they will on their
own."


"I don't think you're giving either Josh or yourself
enough credit. You may be more unique than some of the cookie cutter socialites
that typically grace the country club, but you are also so much more amazing.
And Josh is not only smart enough to see that, but smart enough to want you for
who you are." 


"Thank you... but what if you're wrong?" 


"I'm not. But on the off chance that I am, then what do
you really have to lose? Let's say you show up to this thing, and people stare,
and Josh runs away as fast as his feet will carry him. If he does, and that's
not going to happen, but if he does then he's not the man I think he is and he
is definitely not the man you deserve."


Getting up from the sofa, Kelly grabbed her purse before
placing her hand out in front of Gia. "So, let's go shopping. We are not
only going to find you a dress, but we are going to find you an amazing dress.
One that suits you, and to hell with what anyone else thinks. Including Josh.
You are going to the ball, Gia, and you're coming as my date."


Grabbing Kelly's hand, Gia let her pull her to her feet.
Maybe she was right. Maybe she should just suck it up and get this over with.
If Josh couldn't handle what his friends and family thought of her, it was
better to know now. 


It might actually be the perfect opportunity to show Josh
just how different they really were. A chance to prove to him, once and for
all, that this was nothing more than a fling. An aberration before he settled
down with the woman he would eventually marry. Someone more like Deb than Gia. 


The thought of him with another woman brought a stabbing
pain to her chest. Maybe this would be a good chance to convince herself they
didn't belong together as well. It seemed her traitorous heart had other ideas. 



 


The afternoon shopping spree had been not only productive,
but kind of fun in a totally girly kind of way. Gia wasn't normally too much of
a shopper, preferring to limit her options to her favorite haunts, so shopping
for a formal evening dress was a little outside her normal spectrum. 


They had even managed to squeeze in some time for a
mani/pedi and a little waxing. Most importantly though, they had found a dress.



Not just a dress, but the dress. It was not only perfect for
the ball, but utterly perfect for Gia. Can we say Pinup, anyone? It was an off
the shoulder, completely fitted, stopping mid calf. Black satin, with a thin,
high-waisted red patent leather belt that buckled just below her boobs. It was
appropriate for the black and white ball, yet somehow managed to still be
something that suited her personality. Besides, a little splash of red never
hurt anyone. Neither would the four inch red patent leather peep toe stilettos
she intended to wear with the dress. 


If she were being realistic, she could show up wearing
anything she wanted and it wouldn't draw any more attention in that crowd than
her tattoos were going to. So, she may as well own it. 


With the dress hanging, pressed and ready for wear in her
closet, she was actually, possibly, just the teeniest bit excited about this
party on Saturday night. 



* * * *


Gia was being weird. Even by Gia standards. And not weird in
the fun, quirky slightly off the norm way he loved. Weird as in not acting like
herself. 


She had seemed a little distant after the lake trip, almost
like she was pulling away from him. Josh had assumed it was simply because she
was angry with him for deliberately outing them as a couple. She hadn't really
done or said anything specific, it was just a feeling he'd had. 


After a few days, everything had seemed fine again. Until
this week. She hadn't stayed at his house, nor had she invited him to stay at
her house since Sunday. It was now Friday. 


That's not to say they hadn't had sex. They had. Multiple
times. However, each time they were done, she would cuddle for a while then
mumble some bullshit excuse and head back to her own home. And the excuses were
bullshit. Some were so bad it was almost like she was deliberately trying to
make them awful.


One excuse was that she slept better in her own bed and she
had a busy day tomorrow. One was that she had an early morning client and
didn't want to be in his way while showering and getting ready. Those he might
almost have believed. However, she had also mumbled something about sleeping
better alone one night, and the next told him she was an insomniac and didn't
want to keep him up all night. Apparently she'd had too much caffeine. 


He had no idea what had happened, but something was clearly
up with her. He just didn't have a clue what it might be. 


If this had happened right after they'd told everyone, he
could understand it. Hell, he'd almost expected it. But the timing seemed off.
So, he was at a loss. 


And he didn't like it at all. 


Josh had met up with Blake for a beer after work, so he
decided to just leave his car at The Tavern and walk down to Gia's shop. The
weather was finally starting to change into true Fall, at least by California
standards. The weather here was considerably milder than most parts of the
country. 


He swung into the coffee shop and picked up a cup of decaf
for himself, as well as a decaf mocha for Gia. He knew she loved her coffee,
but she wouldn't drink caffeine this late at night. He was hoping that maybe,
just maybe, she would see this as a peace offering and hopefully tell him what
the hell was going on with her. Or with them. Or... anything. 


When he showed up, Aaron was at the front desk. They had
managed to come to an unspoken truce between them. He seemed to accept a
potential friendship with Josh, and Josh understood the implied threat should
he happen to do anything to hurt Gia. It worked for them. 


So, when Josh entered, he merely nodded his head in greeting
before nodding to the back of the shop, indicating that Gia was in her office. 


Perfect. 


Josh headed back, stepping in and closing the door behind
him, set the coffee on Gia's desk and propped himself against the wall, all
before she managed to get out the words. 


"What are you doing here?" 


Biting his tongue at her brusque tone, he forced a smile.
"I came to see you and bring you a decaf mocha. I just wanted to say
hello." 


"Oh, hey. Sorry, I was just a little surprised. We
hadn't really made any plans for tonight." 


"I didn't know we needed to 'make plans'. I was under
the impression that it was implied. My mistake." 


Gia must have heard the sarcasm he was trying but failing to
hide since she immediately started back pedaling. 


"No... that's not... I know we don't need to 'make
plans', just Fridays are usually late nights, and I had just figured I would go
home when I got off. And tomorrow we open early for us, and you have that
thing, so I just thought I'd see you Sunday." 


Silence. 


Josh waited, counting his breaths, in and out, while he
tried to get control of his temper. On the fifth breath, he realized he was
actually getting progressively angrier. He also realized that if he stayed
here, they were going to have a fight. Probably a very nasty fight. 


Some inner sense was telling him that if they fought right
now, it was over. In the battle between fight or flight, self preservation
finally won out. 


Josh gritted his teeth. There was no way that Gia could
possibly miss his anger, but that simply couldn't be helped. "I see. So,
then... I guess I'll see you Sunday." 


Josh gripped the door handle, throwing over his shoulder,
"Have a good weekend, Gia." 


He heard her scramble in her chair, and follow him out into
the shop calling his name. He wanted to turn around and scream at her to tell
him what was wrong. He wanted to grab her and throw her against the wall and
kiss her until she started to act like herself. He wanted to spank her again,
to see her ass flushed pink and hear her begging him to take her. 


What he did was stare straight ahead and walk out to his car
without ever looking backward. 
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Saturday afternoon Gia left the shop early, around three,
and headed home to get ready for the party. 


She had managed to get through last night and today without
tears. Also, without caving in and calling Josh. She knew he'd been angry last
night, but there was really nothing she could do about it. If anything, it
would actually make things easier for him tonight. Just further proof that they
didn't belong together. 


Shuddering out a long sigh, Gia stepped into the absurdly
hot shower hoping she could steam out all her worries. She was terrified of
going to this party tonight. Kind of foolish for someone who prided themselves
on not giving a flying fuck what anyone thought, but tonight was just...
different. 


Tonight she was going to step into Josh's world. His club.
His friends. His family. 


She knew she didn't belong there. Never had, never would.
She almost understood the nerves. She felt a little like she was dressing up
just to head into a pit of vipers. In four inch heels, there was no way she
could even run. 


The fear... that was another matter all together. She knew
that tonight was going to be the end. She had been trying to prepare herself
for this all week. She had slowly pulled back from him. She hadn't even spent
the night with him since Sunday evening. She needed to get used to sleeping
without him. They had gotten too close, too fast. She had hoped that by easing
away from him, it would make things less painful for both of them tonight. 


Somehow, she didn't think it was going to work. 


She took her time, shaving her legs, scrubbing every inch of
her body. By the time she stepped out of the shower, the water ran cold. She
should have been loose as a wet noodle. 


No such luck. If anything, her muscles felt even more tense
than when she'd gotten in.


With a deep sigh, Gia just accepted the fact that the only
way she was going to calm down tonight was alcohol. Luckily, Kelly was driving.
And she would be here in just over an hour, so Gia had better step up the pace.



She blew out her hair, making sure every piece was dry
before she threw some hot rollers in it. Her hair was naturally a little crazy,
not really wavy but not really straight either. She had a kind of weird wave to
it. Tonight, rather than straightening it out or tying it back in a braid, she
wanted to enhance the curl. Pulling out some twisty rollers, she let them heat
up while she tackled her makeup. 


An hour later, she was as ready as she was going to get. Her
hair was done in some crazy spiral curls that had the shots of color
corkscrewing through the black. Her makeup, while still maintaining her
personal sense of style, definitely held the look of a pinup from the forties.
Perfect to complement her dress. 


She had just slipped on her shoes when she heard the
doorbell ring. Grabbing her mask she opened the door to Kelly who, as usual,
looked stunning and perfect. Except for the rather stunned expression on her
face. 


"Damn! If I were into women, I would definitely date
you!" Kelly said. 


The comment startled a laugh out of Gia and did wonders to
settle her nerves. 


"Back at ya, baby." 


Gia locked up and followed Kelly down to the car. Time to go
prove to Josh just how different they really were. 



* * * *


Josh had been standing around talking to Blake. Despite the
masks that covered half your face, a stylized version of Phantom of the Opera,
it was still fairly easy to identify your friends. At least, those you knew
well. 


They had been doing just that, watching everyone and trying
to identify people they knew by build, eye color and smile. 


Josh had just located Dev and turned to point him out to
Blake when he heard him mumble, "Holy hell," under his breath. 


He followed Blake's line of vision to see a woman who could
only be Gia step into the ballroom. 


Gia... who had been acting strange all week long. 


Gia... who had completely blown him off last night.           


Gia... who had told him there was no way she was coming
tonight. 


Yet, there she was. There was no possible way that the
absolutely stunning creature standing in the doorway could be anyone else. It
had to be her. Shiny, beautiful black hair shot through with bright red
streaks. Her luscious lips, with a matching red lipstick shining in the light.
Her black satin dress hugged every curve, stopping high enough to show her
gorgeous calves, leading into shiny red heels. To top it off, she had
deliberately picked a dress that would show off all the gorgeous artwork that
covered her skin. 


As if there was any way he could have possibly mistaken that
body for anyone else's. With or without the ink. 


"I thought you said she wasn't coming." 


Blake's voice snapped Josh out of his little reverie,
dragging him back to the present. "Yeah... that's because she said she
wasn't." 


"She looks..." Blake stopped, letting his eyes
speak for him. 


It was enough. Josh understood. "Yes, she does." 


"So, you gonna go over there and ask what's up?" 


Josh tilted back the glass of champagne some waiter had
handed him, trying to get a little more control over his temper before he answered
Blake. "No. I don't think I am."


Blake's head swung around to look at Josh, rather than
continue gaping at Georgia. "Really?" At Josh's nod, Blake continued,
"If I were you, I would get over there and at least make it known that you
guys are together. She is someone unknown to the men in this room. She's also
different. Throw in the fact that she is a total knockout, and I figure you
have about five minutes before every single male in this room is vying for her
attention. You need to let them know that she isn't available." 


"No." 


"What?" 


"No. Things are not going so well with us right now.
She blew me off yesterday and told me she wouldn't be here tonight. If she
wants to talk to me, she can damn well come find me." 


Blake nodded, his lips quirking up into a smirk that should
have served to warn Josh, yet somehow he completely missed it. So he was
shocked when Blake said, "So, you're totally fine if I head over there and
see if I can't at least score a dance?" 


Gritting his teeth, Josh forcibly released the grip he had
on the empty champagne glass. It was either that or it would shatter. Sucking
air through his teeth, he glared at Blake. "Sure, Blake. Go right
ahead." He managed to force out the right words, although he knew Blake
wasn't anywhere close to fooled.


Turning on his heel, Josh stomped off to find his parents.
He knew they were here already and he hadn't yet greeted them. Maybe, if he
focused on something else, he would somehow be able to ignore Gia dancing with
other men. 
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An hour later and Josh knew he was going to lose his mind.
Gia had danced with every male in there that wasn't married or over sixty. And
he wasn't a hundred percent sure some of them weren't married. 


She was the belle of the goddamn ball. 


Josh, on the other hand, was completely miserable. He wanted
to go and ask her to dance, but he was still pissed that she was here at all.
No, that wasn't right. He was pissed that she wasn't here with him. 


It hadn't taken him long to figure out that it was Kelly she
had arrived with. He had even had a chance for one dance with Kell. He was
proud to say he had managed to be polite, charming, and he hadn't grilled her
on why Gia had come with her and not with him. 


After grabbing a scotch from the bar, he wandered around a
little more until he finally located his parents. It wasn't that they were all
that hard to identify, even with the masks, merely that the ballroom was
particularly crowded this year. By the time he found his father, the man had
disposed of the mask and was well on his way to cheerful inebriation. 


Wishing he could drink enough to join his father in his
merriment, Josh finished his first and only scotch of the evening. He still had
to drive home, and since Gia hadn't come with him he hadn't bothered getting a
limo. 


So, he was done with alcohol tonight. 


Fuck it, he was done with this party. 


He slapped his father on the shoulder, kissed his mother's
cheek and turned to head toward the exit, tossing his own mask on a table as he
went. He made the mistake of looking at the dance floor as he walked by. 


Gia was dancing again. Or maybe still dancing was a more
appropriate description. This time she was dancing with a guy Josh knew was a
few years younger than him. His name was Stephan, and he was a dickhead.
Charming at first, he was a sexist pig, a cheating bastard and always out for
the easy score. Since he was actively flirting with Gia, he must think she was
going home with him tonight. 


Josh froze in place, fighting down the raging fury. He tried
to remind himself that Gia was more than smart enough to see through his smarmy
little persona. She could take care of herself. 


The second Stephan's hand slid down to Gia's ass, going so
far as to cup and squeeze that tight flesh, all rational thought fled. Josh was
operating on instinct, and instinct alone. 


Josh stomped across the room, reaching the dance floor and
pushing people out of his way. In the red haze that was clouding his vision, he
somehow missed Gia removing Stephan's hand and shoving him none too gently away
from her. By the time he reached them the only thing he could see was that
Stephan's face was wide open to receive the closed fist of Josh's right hand. 


Stephan went sprawling back, blood spraying from his nose as
the mask he still wore went sliding across the dance floor. 


"Josh, what the hell are you doing?" Gia asked. 


The words were more growl than speech, but Josh managed to
reply. "I could ask you the same thing." 


"I was dancing. You, on the other hand, are acting like
an ass." 


"I'm an ass? This fuckhead had his hands all over you,
but I'm an ass." 


Some piece of Josh's brain acknowledged that they were
drawing quite a crowd with their little argument. The idiot  lying on the floor
just made matters worse. 


"Joshua Taylor, just what do you think you're
doing?" 


The sound of his mother's voice behind him was just the push
he needed to get the hell out of there. But there was no way he was leaving
Gia. 


In a move that would have made his football coaches proud,
Josh swooped low, tossed Gia over his shoulder and shoved his way through the
crowd before anyone else really had time to react. 


He didn't have a clue what Gia might be thinking since he
couldn't see her face, but for whatever reason she was oddly still. He had
expected screams, or wiggles, or fists beating at his back. Instead she was
just hanging there, gripping the back of his jacket in her fists. 



* * * *


Gia was in shock. Her brain simply refused to process what
she'd just witnessed. Josh had decked some guy. For dancing with her? That
wasn't even possible.


As he set her down, in the passenger seat of his car, she
still couldn't seem to form any coherent thoughts. When he finally sat down in
the driver's seat, she managed to ask, "Where are we going?" 


"My house." 


His voice was still deep and raspy, the anger that had
driven him to such reckless behavior was still quite evident. 


"Josh..." 


He cut her off before she could get any further.
"Don't, Gia. Just don't. We'll talk later." 


The ten minute drive to his house was made in silence, each
lost in their own thoughts. Gia hoped that the drive, the quiet, would help to
calm his temper a little. This was a side of Josh she'd never seen. Never even
imagined it could exist beneath that cool exterior, if she were being
completely honest. Even back in college, when they had first met, she never
would have suspected he was capable of this type of emotion. 


Humor, sarcasm, and a lot more fun than he had become a few
years later, but still not this extreme. She felt like she should maybe be
afraid. 


She wasn't. 


 


As he pulled into his garage, he shut off the engine and
actually came around to open the door. The gesture was very gentlemanly, more
typical of the Josh she had come to expect. Only his eyes gave away the truth.
He was still furious. 


She tried again to ask, "Josh, what's..."


He turned away from her, grabbing her hand and pulling her
roughly behind him. She could either rush and keep up, or fall flat on her
face. 


This was not what she had expected at all. She had planned
on him seeing her there, maybe being a little peeved that she hadn't come with
him, but quickly making note of how different they were. Noticing that Gia
didn't fit with the crowd of people he had known his whole life. Instead he was
absolutely irate and she had no idea why. 


As she tripped over the carpet edge, he stopped only long
enough to let her get her feet underneath her, before walking even faster than
before toward his bedroom. 


Once she determined his destination, she got a glimmer of
his plan. Her body responded as if he'd plugged her into an electric outlet.
She couldn't stop the shiver of anticipation that ran through her. 


She shouldn't do this. She should tell him to take her home.
Despite his anger, she had no real fear. She knew that if she told him no, he
would take her home immediately. Pissed or not, he would never force her.


As she crossed the threshold of his bedroom, she knew she
wouldn't say no. Tomorrow... tomorrow she would be strong enough to let him go.
For tonight, she wanted this. 
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Gia tried one more time to ask why Josh was so upset, but
before she even managed to get his name out this time, he had her pinned
against the wall, his lips hard against hers. 


Her heels gave her some extra height, bringing her five foot
six frame much closer to his six foot three. He managed to lean in at just such
an angle as to bring them together, body to body almost full length. At least,
all the good parts were pressed together. 


She tried to wrap her arms around his neck only to have him
grab her hands and push them against the wall beside her head. 


He pulled back and finally spoke to her. "You said you
wouldn't go to this 'shindig'." 


"No, I said I wouldn't go with you." 


That was the wrong thing to say. 


His blue eyes, normally so bright and clear, darkened
turning an icy steel color, the blue almost obliterated in his anger. 


"I see. So, you'll go with Kelly, but you still won't
be seen with me in public." 


"No, Josh... that's not what happened at all..." 


He shook his head, cutting off her explanation.
"Doesn't matter, Georgia. You don't owe me any explanations. You've never
lied to me. Never intimated that there was anything between us outside the
bedroom."      


He stepped completely away from her, looking her up and
down, his expression settling into one of decision, he said, "So, you said
that there were no boundaries, right? You were up for anything?" 


She had no idea what he had planned, but her body was ready.
For anything. She nodded her agreement. 


He backed away another few steps, crossing his arms over his
chest. She watched the pull of his tuxedo jacket, stretching tight around his
arms, showcasing the muscles she couldn't wait to sink her teeth into. 


After a time, he said one word. "Strip."



* * * *


Josh watched as Gia began to undress. He saw the slight
tremor in her hands as she undid the buckle of the bright red belt. She kicked
off her shoes, tossed the belt on the floor, and reached behind her to unzip
the satin dress that emphasized every luscious curve of her body. 


When she slipped the shoulders off, the satin fell in a pool
at her feet. Josh sucked in a breath at seeing the red satin bodice she wore
with tiny matching panties. As much as he enjoyed the sight of her clad in
satin, he wanted her naked for what he had in mind. 


"The bra and panties too, Gia." 


Once she was completely bare to him, he told her to go and
lie in the middle of the bed. Still fully dressed Josh shucked his jacket and
tie, toeing off his shoes and socks, leaving her to lie there and watch. 


Once he was down to just his shirt and slacks, he walked
around to the far side of the bed, reaching beneath the mattress to pull out
the leather cuffs that attached to the restraint system. 


As he slipped the first cuff around her wrist, he took just
a moment to admire the look of shock she wore. He moved down to the foot of the
bed, pulling out the ankle cuff and strapping it around her leg. 


As he walked past the foot of the bed, he decided he would
give her one chance to get out of this. "It's now or never Gia. If you
don't want to do this, just say the word and I'll take you home." 


With what looked to be a very deliberate move, she clamped
her lips together before shaking her head violently. He swore he saw a glimmer
of excitement in her eyes. 


When he reached the ankle cuff, she spread her legs,
bringing her foot out to meet him. Despite the anger, he couldn't help but
smile at her willingness. 


He strapped the last cuff around her wrist. Now that she was
tied up he voiced his intent. "It is my intention to tease you mercilessly
tonight, Gia. I will have my way with your body, anything and everything I
choose. I will bring you to the edge of orgasm, many times, but you are not allowed
to come until I give you permission. Nod if you understand." 


A silent nod was all the confirmation he needed. He was done
with words. 


Crawling on his knees, he moved in between her spread legs,
noting the moisture already pooling there, before sinking forward to bury his
mouth into her folds. 



* * * *


Gia had lost all track of time. She wasn't sure if she'd
been lying there for days or merely hours, but her body was so aroused that
every nerve ending was screaming for release. Josh had done exactly as he'd
said he would, bringing her right to the edge of release only to stop, pulling
away and leaving her writhing against the sheets. 


At some point he had removed the rest of his clothing and
was now moving around the room completely nude, the sight of his body adding to
her need.


If his body was any indication, he was just as close to the
edge as he was. Every muscle in his torso was straining, more defined than
she'd ever seen them. His whole body was covered with a fine sheen of sweat.
His cock was rock hard, not even bouncing with his movements any longer, just
straining upward, the head so swollen it was purple. 


And still he wouldn't let either of them find the release
they both wanted. 


Once again he climbed up onto the bed, running that engorged
head between her sopping wet folds. He teased at her entrance, brushing by the
opening only to continue on until he brushed by her throbbing clit. 


She couldn't stop the long cry that escaped her lips. It
felt so good it bordered on pain. Another brush, this time dipping into her wet
sheath before slipping upward. 


Oh, God. If he did that again she was going to come no
matter what he said to her. "Josh, oh fuck. I need to... I'm
gonna..." 


He sat back on his knees, reaching behind him to unsnap the
cuffs freeing her ankles. With the freedom of her legs, Gia should've been able
to relax, but the orgasm that he'd denied her wouldn't subside this time. 


"Josh, please... I can't stop this time." She was
thrusting her hips against the air, searching for any sort of friction. One
little touch would send her over the edge. 


"Don't you fuckin' dare, Gia. You will not come until I
say you can!" 


He reached forward and unsnapped her arms, his erection
brushing against her engorged folds as he moved. 


She writhed beneath him, all thought lost as the pleasure
crept ever forward. 


The second she was free, she wrapped both arms and legs
around him using all her strength to pull him into her body. 


As his length sank all the way in on one deep slow stroke, she
felt her internal muscles begin to clench and tighten around him. 


"Oh hell, Gia. Let go... just let go. You can come.
Come now!" 


His words were the last catalyst she needed, her body
responding to his command. She exploded around him, felt him thrust harder into
her body before his movements stopped completely for one, long breath, only to
resume with more force as he rode out his own release. 


As their pleasure began to subside, he pressed kisses into
her hair, murmuring sweet words, telling her how good she felt, how happy she
made him. 


How much he loved her. 



* * * *


The next morning when Josh woke up, Gia was gone. She hadn't
left him a note, hadn't even made a pot of coffee. There was no sign that she
had even been there last night. If it weren't for the cuffs hanging off the
sides of the bed, he'd be inclined to think he dreamed the whole thing. 


He knew that he wouldn't get a phone call later this
morning. Just as he knew that if he called her she simply wouldn't answer. Gia
was gone, just as surely as if she'd left the state. She wouldn't be back.            


He'd somehow known that last night had been an ending. Known
that he had ruined what they'd had with his actions at the club. He had no one
to blame but himself. 


He had at least gotten one more night with her, one more
fantasy fulfilled, one more chance to hold her in his arms. He'd had two months
with her, more or less. That was two months longer than he'd ever expected. 


He tried to convince himself that it was enough. It had to
be enough. She had wanted a strictly physical relationship and he had screwed
that up last night. In a large scale fashion. 


So, it was over. 


He would be fine. He had managed to keep his distance for
eight years, he would do it again. He would be fine. He figured if he just repeated
that often enough, he could force it to be true. 


His heart, shattering into pieces within his chest, told him
he was wrong.


[bookmark: E38]Chapter 38


Over a month. It had been five weeks since she had walked
out on Josh. They had only been together for seven weeks. That barely counted
as a relationship. Wasn't it supposed to take less time to get over someone
than the amount of time you were together? She thought it only took half as
long to get over them. 


So, then why was she still so miserable? 


She hadn't even seen him since the night of the ball, so it
wasn't even like she had a constant reminder being thrown in her face. Their
friends had all seemed to make a silent pact that they would make sure the two
were never in the same place at the same time. 


Deb had turned out to be remarkably supportive, bringing by
coffee, offering an open ear if Gia ever wanted to talk about it. 


She'd merely smiled, told Deb she appreciated the offer, but
she was fine. She was always fine. When someone would ask what happened, she
would simply shrug and tell them they just hadn't worked together. 


When their friends would try to argue that they were perfect
together, that she was wrong, she would simply shrug her shoulders and remind
them of the Black and White Debacle, as she had come to call it. If she and
Josh had truly belonged together, there was no way she could have caused him to
act so irrationally. To embarrass himself in front of everyone he knew. To act
so out of character. 


Since there was really no argument for her reasoning, they
would all just kind of shrug and look sheepish. So she would smile at them,
once again assuring them that she was fine.


And she was fine. Mostly. She couldn't think about him, talk
about him, or even go to certain places without a strange ache in her chest. A
weird tight feeling that would hit in waves. If she did enough deep breathing,
it would eventually go away, and then she was fine again. At least she wasn't
spending all day crying in her tequila. 


Nope, no crying... and very little tequila. Instead she did
what she had always done. She stayed busy. Work was going well, so she worked
as many hours as she could fill with appointments. She had also continued going
to the gym she had joined. Her house was spotless. She had even gone out with
Aaron and some of his friends a couple times. 


So what if she hadn't seen much of her normal circle of
friends.           


A knock sounded on the front door, bringing a smile to her
lips. 


She opened the door to see Kelly standing there holding two
cups of coffee. Gia knew one of them would be a mocha, her favorite coffee
indulgence. Kelly had started showing up every Saturday morning since she and
Josh had broken up. She was here to check up on Gia, which should be really
annoying, but she had good intentions. The fact that she brought coffee
probably helped.        


At first, she had asked Gia what had happened. What went
wrong, why weren't they still together. Gia had steadfastly refused to answer
her questions, merely repeating the standard lines of 'they simply didn't
belong together', and 'it was never intended to be permanent'. It had only
taken a few weeks and Kelly had quit asking. 


As Kelly strode in, walking breezily a cheerful smile on her
face, Gia immediately became suspicious. She looked too happy. Even by Kelly
standards. 


"Spit it out, Kells," Gia said flopping back on
the couch and holding her hand out for the coffee. 


"Spit what out?"            


 "Whatever it is that has you smiling like you're
taking a family photo."


"Oh... that. Well, we're going to The Tavern
tonight." 


Gia felt her muscles lock, holding her in position, her
coffee halfway to her mouth. She hadn't been into the bar since...


"No. I have to work."


"Gia, you can't keep doing this."


"I'm not doing anything. I just have to work."  


"Are we finally going to talk about Josh?" 


"No, because there's nothing to talk about. I think I
have an appointment scheduled for seven tonight."         


"Uh huh. That's the problem. Sure, Gia. Whatever you
say." 


Lifting one eyebrow, Gia said, "Sarcasm doesn't suit
you." 


That set Kelly off laughing. "I forgot you had the
market on sarcasm cornered. My bad." 


"Ha ha. You're just a laugh riot this morning." 


"Yes, well... if we're done tossing insults around, you
have two choices. One, tell me what actually happened with you and Josh. Two,
you come to The Tavern tonight." 


"If I go to the bar, you'll back off about Josh?" 


"Absolutely." 


Gia thought about it for a moment. Maybe she should go.
Maybe it could be cathartic, helping her get back to her normal routine. She
couldn't avoid her friends indefinitely, nor could she avoid the places that
reminded her of Josh. If she went tonight, it would also prove to everyone that
she really was fine. 


Decision made. "Sure. I'll be there. I really do have
to work, so I have no idea what time I'll get there, but I will come by." 


"Promise?" 


"Yes, pushy. I promise." 


"Good. Then I should probably tell you that Josh may be
there." 


Despite the little shiver, it wasn't really too much of a
surprise. "I sort of expected that." 


"Okay. Did you also expect that he might have a date
with him?"


The little shiver expanded, turning her blood to ice. Josh
had a date. Josh had a date. "And why should that matter to me? I'm not
with him anymore." 


Kelly said nothing, but the look on her face spoke volumes.
After a moment she finally said, "Gia, come on sweetie. I know you better
than this." 


"You're right. You do know me. Which means you should
know that I don't do relationships. Josh is no different. The sex was great, I
won't deny that, which is probably why you guys all thought there was more
between us than there really was. But that's all it was. Sex. Now it's over,
and Josh is free to date whomever he chooses."


"Georgia Ann McClellan, you are a terrible liar. Nobody
breaks off their wedding to a girlfriend of four years, to be with a woman for
'just sex'." 


Forcing a smile she hoped would look convincing, she said,
"I did mention it was really good sex, didn't I?" 


Kelly simply raised her brows, pursed her lips and waited. 


"Kells, it was only sex. It couldn't be anything else.
You know me, you know my past. There is no way that the son of a wealthy,
influential, restaurateur is going to end up with the daughter of an abusive
drunk that spent her teen years in foster care. This was never intended to
last, as I've said before. He needed an escape from reality for a while, and I
hadn't had a bed partner for almost a year. That's all." 


"Gia, I love you like a sister, and because of that I
am sick and tired of you thinking so little of yourself. Yes, I know your past
and so does Josh. So does most of our little group. The only one that thinks less
of you for it, is you." 


Kelly stood, grabbing her bag and heading for the front
door. 


"You know, in addition to your self-loathing, this
little scenario of yours certainly doesn't give Josh much credit. I happen to
think more of him than that, and I'd like to think you do too. Either way, be
there tonight, by ten, or I will personally walk down to your shop and drag you
out by your hair!" 


The door shut behind Kelly before Gia could utter another
word. 



* * * *


Blake showed up at Josh's house on Saturday morning. Josh
heard a quick rap on the door, followed by the door opening and a shouted,
"Hey Josh... where you at, man?" 


Figuring Blake would find him, Josh simply ignored the
question and kept beating the crap out of the punching bag. Lately, if Josh
wasn't at work he was in his basement and Blake knew that. 


Sure enough, in just a few seconds he heard Blake walking
down the stairs. "I figured I'd find you here."


"Yeah. What's up?"


"Nothing much. Just coming by to inform you that we're
going to The Tavern tonight. And you're coming too."   


      


Silence. The only sound in the room was Josh breathing as he
tried to calm his racing heart. Finally Blake said, "What the hell are you
doing, man?"


"Exercising. It's supposed to be good for you." 


"That's not what I meant and you know it." 


"Yeah... I know." 


"It's been over a month and you're still a mess. Have
you at least called her, tried to talk to her, or..." 


"No, and I'm not going to. It's over, Blake. That's
that." 


"You know, you say that, you even manage to sound like
you believe it most of the time. But you're still not right, Josh. I've never
seen you like this."


"I know."


"That's it... just 'I know'? You have nothing more to
say?" 


"Nope." 


Josh reached for a bottle of water, grabbing a towel out of the
cabinet and wiping his face. 


"Josh, come on man. Not only have you been meaner than
a rattlesnake, but you have hardly even been out of this damn basement. You
haven't been to the club, you haven't been to The Tavern. Hell, I'm not certain
you've been anywhere besides work." 


"Is there a point to this little rampage you're
on?" 


"Yeah, there is... go see Gia." 


"No." 


"No? Just no?"


"Yep... just no." 


Josh turned on his heel and started toward the stairs
expecting that Blake would follow, but not really caring whether he did or not.



"Don't worry, Blake. I'm getting out of the house
tonight. I even have a date."


"You have a date?"


"Yep. With Melinda. Remember, you and Kelly thought it
would be a good idea."


"I thought Kelly said her name was Melissa?" 


Fuck. "Yeah. Melissa. That's right."


"Yeah... a date. With a woman whose name you can't seem
to remember. That ought to work out well." 


Grimacing a little at the truth in those words, Josh just
shrugged as casually as he could. "Well, at least it's a start." 


As Josh headed down the hallway, toward his bedroom and a
shower, he heard Blake yell out behind him, "Well, when your date crashes
and burns, come by The Tavern. We'll all be there. Don't worry about me, I'll
just see myself out." 


He knew Blake was only trying to help. He was worried about
him. Everyone was. Hell, they probably had reason to be. But he was doing the
best that he could. He went to work, he spoke to people, he even managed not to
scream at people too often. He knew that a lot of the restaurant employees were
a little afraid of him right now, but so far he had managed not to fire anyone.



Josh leaned forward sticking his face under the stream of
hot water. He really was trying. He was just so damn angry. All the time. He
managed to keep his temper at work, mostly. By the time he got done for the
day, he was at the end of his rope. So, rather than inflict his nasty attitude
on friends or family, he came home and took it out on his body. He ran, lifted
weights, punched the heavy bag until every muscle in his body ached. 


After doing this every day for weeks, Josh was still angry.
He was in the best shape of his life, but it had done nothing to dull the pain
of losing Gia. 


Losing... ha! That would imply that at some point he'd
actually had her. Which was simply not the case. She had merely been on loan.
Satisfying some curiosity of her own. 


Still, as much as he'd like to, he couldn't bring himself to
regret their relationship. If that's even the right term for it. 


Josh had discovered some things about himself. Namely, he
would never be happy with the type of woman his parents expected him to marry.
The type of woman he had always dated. The type like Deb, and even Kelly. The type
of woman he was taking to dinner tonight.           


Kelly had talked him into taking her friend Melinda... no,
Melissa, out to dinner. It was Kelly's way of helping him, encouraging him to
move on.


They were supposed to have gone out last night, but Josh had
been stuck at work later than he'd expected, so they had rescheduled for
tonight.             


He had been trying to be polite, but the truth was he
already knew this wasn't going to work. Even if Melissa turned out to be
amazing, he wasn't in any place to contemplate a relationship with anyone. Not
until he was over Gia. 


Somehow, he didn't expect that to happen any time soon. 
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As Gia stood outside the entrance to The Tavern, she felt
that tightness across her chest again. It was as if the muscles around her
lungs were trying to squeeze the air out of her. It wasn't painful really, just
a lot of pressure. She rubbed her hand across her sternum, while taking a few
slow breaths.         


As soon as she regained her composure, she opened the door
and rushed inside before she could change her mind. It was still a little
before ten, so Kelly wouldn't send out the cavalry just yet, but she knew it
wouldn't be too much longer. She was quite serious this morning when she'd
threaten to drag Gia down here. 


Kelly was very patient, kind hearted and sweet, but she had
an iron will when she wanted to. So, Gia was at the bar. 


A quick glance told Gia that the group was over in the far
corner, further back than they usually were. She wound her way through the crowd,
taking this opportunity to see who exactly was here. 


Her head count revealed they were one short. Josh was
missing. 


A sigh rushed out, whether it was relief or disappointment
even she couldn't tell. 


She pasted on a smile, determined to convince everyone that
she was happy as a lark... or at least as happy as she usually was. 


Gia was surprised by the warmth of her greeting. Everyone
got up to give her a hug; Deb, Shannon, even Dev. 


"Oh, Gia. I'm so glad you made it. We haven't seen you
since... Oh, umm, well..." Shannon stumbled, trying to backtrack. 


"What she means is that we've missed having you
around," Deb said, smoothly filling in where Shannon left off. 


Gia smiled, "Thanks, guys. I've missed you too. It's
just been so busy lately." 


"The shop is doing well then?" Deb asked. 


"Yeah, it's doing really well. Aaron is full time now,
and Billy is still part time. Jasmine is there covering the desk a few days a
week, and we honestly have enough business for everyone. I could probably even
use another part timer to fill the other half of Billy's schedule." 


"Good. I always knew that if word got out about how
good you were, your shop would take off. I mean, I know I freaked about Josh's
tattoo, but it is really quite beautiful, it was just so out of character
for..." her words trailed off, the sentence just kind of hanging there in
the abyss. 


"Him. Yes, it was very much out of character for Josh.
And thank you for the compliment." 


Turning to face the rest of the table, she raised her voice
a little making sure to get everyone's attention. 


"Listen up, I only want to say this once. You guys do
not need to tiptoe around me, to avoid saying things that you think might make
me uncomfortable. You also don't need to avoid saying Josh's name. It was a
fling. It lasted a few weeks and now it's over. I'm fine. Really."


"Good to know," Josh said, standing right behind
her. 


Damn it to hell! She should have sat on the other side of
the table so she could see the fucking door. Oh, double damn... her chest had
that stupid tight feeling again. 



* * * *


No one had mentioned that Gia would be here. He probably
should have known, but Blake had told him she hadn't been seeing anyone lately.
Only Kelly, and only when Kelly went to her house. 


No, he was here, with a date on his arm. A date that was
already less than pleased with him. To say it was not going well would be an
understatement of epic proportion. 


Fuck! Taking a deep breath to bury the anger, or at least to
cover it with the shiny veneer he used for business... and bad dates, he pasted
on a smile and tried a quick round of introductions. 


"Guys, this is Melind... I mean, Melissa. She's a good
friend of Kelly's and my date for the evening. Melissa, this is Dev, Shannon,
Scott, Blake, Deb, you of course know Kelly, and Georgia." 


He was pleased he'd managed to get the last name out without
even clenching his teeth. Right up until Gia turned to face them with her hazel
eyes shooting fire. 


"Please, call me Gia. Is it Melinda, or Melissa? Sorry,
I couldn't quite hear Joshua's introduction." 


Okay, he'd deserved that. 


Josh grabbed a couple of chairs, debating exactly where to
put them, when Melissa grabbed one and sat it next to Kelly. If he sat there,
he would be way too close to Gia. Rationalizing that there wasn't really enough
room for another chair there anyway, he pulled his around and sat by Blake. 


Blake, who was clearly struggling not to laugh. "So,
Joshua, how's the date going? It looks like you're just having a great
time." 


"Fuck you, Blake." 


This set not only Blake, but Dev and Scott off into fits of
laughter. 


"Okay, correction. Fuck you all." 


"Dude, you still screwed up her name. Maybe we should
have Georgia tattoo it across her boobs." 


"Haha... Clever. I get it. I'm having an issue with names
tonight. Can we move on please?" 


Josh was getting pissed. He knew his friends were only
teasing him, and he wasn't really angry at them. He was just pissed. Seeing Gia
only made matters worse. Listening to her assure everyone that she was totally
fine had been almost more than he could take. 


"I need a drink." 


Josh shoved his chair back, moving as quickly as possible to
the bar. He ordered scotch on the rocks, forgoing a beer for something a little
stronger. 


Kelly walked up beside him, saying "Melissa likes white
wine, and I would love another martini." 


"Ah, hell. Look Kells, I know she's having a shitty
time, I know I'm a terrible date, and when she calls you tomorrow to tell you
just how badly I suck, please let her know I'm sorry. I can't do this. I
shouldn't have ever agreed to it. I am still head over heels in love with Gia,
I can't date anyone else." 


"Well it's about damn time one of you admits it." 


"What?" 


"Relax, Josh. Melissa knew this wasn't a real date. I
was hoping that spending an evening with someone else would knock some sense
into that damn fool head of yours. If I was wrong, and you didn't still have
feelings for Gia, well it would tell me that, too." 


"So, you set me up?" 


She nodded, sending him a soft smile of apology. 


"Well, it worked, so I can't really fault you for it.
Well played, Kelly. That being said, I can assume you'll take Melinda
home." 


"Melissa... yes, I'll take her home." 


"Fuck all. I'm really sorry about that." 


Kelly laughed. "It's fine. Just fix things with Gia,
please? You guys are both miserable." 


"Not both of us. Apparently she is just fine and dandy.
I heard it myself." Even he could hear the snide tone of his voice. 


"Yeah, well... try really looking at her instead of
listening to what she says. Her actions, body language... they all tell a
different story." 


She grabbed her drink and Melissa's before turning to head
back to the table, tossing over her shoulder, "The advice isn't free. You
get the tab." 


He laughed and paid the bartender, sipped his drink for a
little liquid courage and headed back to the table. Was Kelly right? Was Gia
just as miserable without him as he was without her? 


[bookmark: E40]Chapter 40


God she looked good. Knowing that his 'date' was nothing
more than a manipulation, Josh was finally free to relax a little bit. He was
here with his friends, at the bar he loved, and he was seeing Gia for the first
time in over a month. 


She looked really good. She was dressed in jeans, old and
faded, the kind that looked butter soft and formed to every curve of her body.
Her T-shirt, red with some sort of black pattern on it was faded as well, and
snug enough that he knew her bra was some kind of lace. It probably meant he
was staring a bit too hard, but he could also tell that the nipple rings she
wore tonight were the larger pair. 


He couldn't take his eyes off of her. 


She, on the other hand, couldn't be bothered to even glance
in his direction. 


She laughed at something Deb said, throwing her head back,
the rich sound making his blood run hot. Knowing he couldn't have her made that
heat search for another outlet. Desire changed to anger in the blink of an eye.



He clenched his teeth, grinding them together in a bid to
control his temper. 


"You planning a repeat of Halloween? If you'd like, I
can run interference and clear a path from here to the door for you." 


"What?" Josh barked at Blake.


"Well, you have that same look you did that night. The
one you got right before you tossed her over your shoulder. It could work, if
you want to try it again. It is a bit more crowded in here, but I don't think
the people here would be quite as surprised, so they'd probably move out of the
way instead of gaping after you." 


"You're just a laugh riot tonight, aren't you?" 


"Just tonight? I like to think I'm always a riot."



A little chuckle escaped Josh's chest. He knew Blake was
trying to get him to relax, and luckily it was working. He was still angry, but
that was nothing new. He was a little further from the edge than he had been
moments ago. 


"I think I'm good, buddy. But if I decide I need you to
block for me I'll let you know." 



* * * *


Gia was laughing, chatting, and basically having a good
time. Unfortunately, her subconscious mind was completely focused on Josh,
sitting across the table from her, staring at her. 


Despite her laughter, her chest was still tight. She had no
idea what it was, but she knew it was his fault. 


When he started chuckling at something Blake had said, the
tightness got worse. All of a sudden, she needed some air. Now. 


She grabbed her purse and jacket, smiling and making some
stupid excuse to Deb. She glanced at Kelly, trying to convey her need to flee.
A quick nod told her she was off the hook. 


She somehow managed to walk normally, rather than run, from
the table and out into the cold night air. 


She bent forward from the waist, squatting down trying to
get her head between her knees as she fell backward against the wall of the
bar. She took a few deep breaths, hoping that she could relieve her chest. 


After a few moments, her breathing felt a little more
normal, although her chest was still tight. She thought about going back
inside, but even the thought was enough to squeeze at her lungs again. She was
done. 


Pulling her keys from her purse, she headed to her jeep. 


 


The whole way home, Gia's chest kept getting tighter and
tighter. She tried the slow breathing, going so far as to lift her hands above
her head while she waited at a stop light. 


It wasn't helping. 


The thought that she could be having a heart attack passed
through her mind, only to be discarded. She was having problems breathing, but
her heart felt fine and there was no tingling or pain in her arm. Mostly it
just felt like someone was hugging her too hard, squeezing the air out of her
lungs. 


By the time she pulled into the garage, throwing her car in
park, she was desperate to get out of her jeep and into the house where she
could lay down flat on the floor. 


She rushed into the living room, tossing her keys and purse
on the floor, before she basically collapsed to her knees struggling to slow
her breathing, fighting to get air. 


Just as she acknowledged that she was having a good old
fashioned panic attack, the pressure in her chest changed, moving up and making
her throat feel thick and tight. If she didn't calm her breathing, she was
going to pass out. On the plus side, if she passed out her breathing would at
least slow down naturally. 


All of a sudden, the tightness in her throat seemed to burst
forth, some kind of a moan escaping as she felt the first tears sting her eyes.
On another long sob, the pain that she had bottled up for months, even years,
rushed out. Tears poured from her eyes, sobs wracked her body as she finally
gave up and let it all loose. She curled into a fetal position, hugging her
knees to her chest as she succumbed to the cathartic release she so desperately
needed. 


She was still crying when Josh walked in the door. 
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Josh pulled up to Gia's house, seeing the jeep parked in the
still open garage. The drive over here had done nothing to calm his temper,
actually driving his anger, rather than cooling it. 


How dare she act like she didn't care. She was cool, totally
detached, even going so far as to be nice to his date. His date! She was
supposed to be angry, supposed to realize what she'd walked away from when
she'd snuck away in the middle of the night. 





She was supposed to feel... something. 


Instead, she had been ridiculously polite. Even kind to the
woman that could be her replacement for all she knew. The only anger he'd seen
had been at his slightly rude greeting. 


Was it possible that she had truly felt nothing for him? At
least, nothing more than a physical response? If you'd asked him yesterday, he
would have said no, she had to have felt something. Now? He wasn't so sure. 


But he was damn well going to find out. 


He parked in the driveway, heading through the garage and
hitting the button to close it out of sheer habit. He forewent knocking,
instead walking right in, hoping the element of surprise might work to his
advantage. 


When he saw Gia curled up on the floor, sobs wrenching her
shoulders, every muscle in her body shaking as she cried, the anger that had
been his constant companion since she left dissipated into nothing more than
hot air. 


Shock tore through him. He'd never seen Gia cry. Over
anything. Beyond that, he'd never seen anyone cry like this. These were tears
of a broken heart, a broken soul. 


And this was his fault.


He fell to his knees, needing to find a way to comfort her.
He scooped her up, settling her onto his lap. Bringing her head to his
shoulder, she curled into him and he began to stroke her hair, murmuring words
he hoped would calm her. 



* * * *


She felt Josh's hands lifting her, pulling her up onto his
legs, offering comfort just with his presence. 


The nonsensical words he was saying weren't even penetrating
through the sound of her own sobs, but she could hear the tone; comforting,
soothing. Though he was the cause of her pain, she took the strength he was
offering, letting him comfort her. She curled into his chest, breathing in the
scent of him with every gasping breath. She felt safe here. 


Her tears ran down her face, smearing her makeup, makeup
that she was in turn wiping onto Josh's shirt. 


"Ssshhh, Gia. It's okay, baby. I'm here. It's going to
be okay, I promise." 


He was still murmuring softly in her ear, stroking her hair,
pressing soft kisses against her head, her cheek, her neck. 


"Aaahh, baby you're killing me. I'm so sorry." 


Finally, after God only knows how long, she felt the sobs
receding, leaving in their place long gasping breaths. But, she could breathe
again. Her chest didn't hurt anymore. Her throat was raw, her eyes burned, and
her mouth felt like she'd eaten sawdust, but her chest didn't hurt. 


Licking her dry lips, she wanted to ask why he was here, to
say thank you, maybe to yell at him. She pulled her face back to look up into
his eyes, only then noticing just how bad his shirt looked. 


"Oh... I'm so sorry. I think I ruined your shirt."
If his shirt looked like that, she could only imagine what her face must look
like. She sat back a little more, trying to wipe away the tears still running
down her face, and hopefully the smeared mascara and eyeliner she knew must be
all the way down her cheeks. 


Josh fiddled with the buttons, tugged at the waist and
finally got his shirt off, showing the white T-shirt he always wore under his
button downs. Twisting the shirt around until there was a soft piece of cloth,
he reached for her. 


"Here, let me." 


He gently wiped beneath her eyes, smearing even more makeup
all over what she knew had to be an expensive dress shirt. 


"Josh, wait. Don't make it worse. Maybe they can still
clean it." 


"I don't give a fuck about the shirt, Gia." 


The slight growl to his tone put an end to that line of
discussion. She let him clean her face, even letting him wipe her runny nose
without further protest. 


When he was done, she started to move away, to climb off his
lap, but he settled his hands against her hips and legs, holding her there. 


"I'm sure you're wondering what all that was
about..." she began, only to be interrupted. 


"Not really. You love me." 


She froze, that horrible tight sensation coming back in a
rush. She started to deny it, to tell him it was just the holidays and too much
pressure, and anything else she could think of to deny the truth. 


He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his eyes before
he said anything else. "It's okay, Gia. It's a good thing. Because I love
you too." 



* * * *


He could actually watch the panic hit her as soon as he said
the word ‘love’. She was terrified. But she did love him. 


She kept arguing, trying to scramble off his lap, but he
wouldn't let her run away from him again. "I know you love me, baby.
You've already told me once, and the tears tonight just confirm it. What I want
to know now is why it scares you." 


She quit squirming, but she still didn't answer him. After a
minute, he prodded again. "Come on, Gia. Why are you so afraid?" 


"I told you I love you?" she asked instead. 


He nodded in answer, rubbing a thumb across her cheek. 


"When?" 


"One night at my house. You woke up in the middle of
the night, or I guess early morning. We made love... slow and sweet. When it
was over, you told me you loved me, right before you dozed off again." 


"I thought that was a dream," she murmured, more
to herself than to him. 


"I figured that out. Which is why I never pushed. But
this has got to stop, Gia. You're obviously not happier apart, and I'm a
fucking mess. So, please... just tell me what's really going on so we can fix
this." He knew his voice sounded raw and a little desperate, but since
that was exactly how he felt he couldn't do a damn thing to change it. 


"But you can't love me, Josh. I'm not good for
you."


"Gia, what the hell are you talking about?" 
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He'd already seen her sobbing like a maniac, she had already
left tears and makeup all over his clothes, and apparently she'd already told
him she loved him. What was one more embarrassment at this point? 


Time to come clean. 


"Josh, that's what I was trying to show you at the
ball. The reason that I wanted to keep our relationship a secret for as long as
it lasted. You and I don't fit together... I'm not right for you. I don't
belong in your world." 


"Is that what you think? Honestly?" 


She nodded, afraid to meet his eyes. 


"Bullshit." 


"What? It's the truth, Josh." 


"No, it's bullshit. Why do you think you don't fit in
'my world'? And what exactly is this world I live in that you don't?"


He sounded genuinely confused. And angry. She took a deep
breath, trying to make her thoughts slow down long enough that she could form a
coherent sentence. 


"Josh, you come from a loving home, a family with a
history to be proud of. You know my family history. The only reason we ever met
is because my mother made me promise that I would work hard at school. It was
the only way I would ever get out. And I did. I got out." 


He opened his mouth to respond, but she held up a hand to
cut him off. He wanted to know, so she would tell him. "You live in a
world of lawyers, corporate executives, country clubs and limos. Your friends
either are or will be doctors, lawyers, judges... hell, maybe even Senators or
Governors. Having a relationship with someone with my background would be bad
enough, but throw in the tattoos, piercings and weird hair colors, and it would
hold you back. I would hold you back. We don't have a future together. We never
did. I've always known that. I just wanted to end it before we got any more
involved than we already were." 


"Can I speak now?" Gia nodded, and Josh continued.
"If you recall, you told me about your family when we first met back in
college. While I wish that I could change that, to take away the residual pain,
I can't. And from my perspective it has only made you stronger, helped to make
you into the beautiful and amazing woman you are. If anything, I've always
thought more highly of you for overcoming your past when so many people
wouldn't have even tried. As for people's opinions... I've lived my life trying
to be what other people expected. It wasn't until I finally made a decision for
me, took a risk that I wanted, that I ever truly felt alive and happy. I know I
was engaged to Deb, and I know that you said it was a mistake, but kissing you
was the best mistake I've ever made." 


He leaned in and kissed her cheek, her forehead, her nose.
Soft little kisses, that nonetheless started little flutters within her belly.
He landed a little butterfly kiss against her lips before pulling back. 


"Gia, you make me happy. Saying that you and I don't
fit is absolutely crazy. That's like me saying we don't belong together because
I don't look like Aaron. As far as I can tell, we're perfect for each other.
Everyone else sees that... why can't you?" 


"But, what if you break my heart?" 


"Oh, baby... is that what this is about, really?" 


She nodded, one silent tear rolling down her cheek. 



* * * *


Josh couldn't believe that she thought he would hurt her.
"Look, I can't predict the future, but I can tell you that I have loved
you for eight years. I don't expect that will ever change. I will never
deliberately hurt you. Please, trust me. Trust us."





When she looked at him, her face still swollen and blotchy
from her tears, he only had one more question for her. "You already broke
my heart, Gia. The day you walked out of my bed, out of my life, while I slept.
And yet, here I am. Can it really be any harder to stay together, than it has
been to be apart these last few weeks?" 


He could see the second she had reached a decision. Her eyes
cleared, looking resolute instead of scared. A second later and her lips
settled on his. 


While their kisses had always been passionate, this felt
different somehow. All the barriers Gia had kept in place were finally down.
She was open, letting him feel her need. 


It had been too long since he'd had her in his arms, and his
body responded too quickly, leaping ahead to the conclusion rather than letting
him enjoy the buildup. He found the zippers on the sides of her boots, pulling
and tugging until her feet were free. Gia helped him, squirming and wiggling
until her jeans were off. 


She spun around, lifting off his legs, only to resettle
herself so she was straddling his lap. Her lips immediately rejoined his,
almost as if drawn by a magnet. 


He tried to slow the kiss, nipping and licking with slow,
teasing caresses of his tongue against hers. But Gia was whimpering, writhing
against him. His slacks offered little resistance, the thin fabric letting him
feel the heat radiating from her core. 





If he wanted any chance at all to take this slow, he needed
to make sure he was in control. Pulling his lips off hers, he settled his palm
against the back of her head and rolled to the side at the same time. Once he
was lying on top of her, he grabbed her arms and yanked them up above her head,
trapping both her wrists within one hand. 


"We are going to take this slow, baby." 


"No, not like last time. I need you too much." 


He groaned; her voice, thick with desire, brought a surge of
blood straight through his cock. "Not like last time. I just want to enjoy
you a little first." 


He took a moment to strip off the rest of her clothing,
leaving her completely nude before him. While she lay there, watching him
hungrily, he stripped off his own clothes before settling beside her. 


"God, you look amazing," she murmured, running her
hands over his chest. 


He laughed a little, a wry kind of humor. "Yeah. The
only way I could avoid beating some poor soul to a bloody pulp was to take it
out on my heavy bag." 


She kissed his chest, gently taking one nipple between her
teeth and pulling. His breath hissed out between his teeth. She pulled back
with a little lick to soothe his nipple, whispering, "I'm sorry." 


He tilted her chin up to meet his eyes again. "Me too,
Gia. I'm so sorry. We should have talked about this a long time ago." 


She was already shaking her head. "It doesn't matter.
We're here now." 


God, he loved her. This time when his lips met hers, it was
with all the desire he had buried for the last two months. 



* * * *


His kisses turned fierce, finally letting out the fire she
had come to expect from him. The fire she needed. 


Her body responded as if they'd only made love yesterday.
The last several weeks hadn't really happened, but had actually been just a bad
dream. She knew him, heart and soul. And this time, she knew he was truly hers.
He loved her and she loved him. 


She let the desire replace the last vestiges of fear,
pushing them out so that she felt only him. Safe, warm, loved... and so needy. 


He kissed down her belly, soft tender kisses, keeping the
pace frustratingly slow, despite her wiggles and moans of encouragement. When
his lips reached her core, parting her folds to pull at the little silver bar
he found there, her first orgasm rolled in, surprising her with its intensity. 


He lapped at her wetness, tasting what he'd wrought with his
talented mouth, before moving back up to kiss her. She tasted herself on his
lips and tongue, just as he plunged into her. 


His thrusts were slow. Long and deep, keeping the pleasure
on a slow burn rather than a raging inferno. 


Every inch of her skin was covered by every inch of his. The
sensuality of touching head to toe brought a level of intensity that was not
better, but different than the spankings. She would be hard pressed to ever
decide which she liked better. 


As she felt her sheath tighten, his pace suddenly ground to
a halt, only to resume in a burst of speed as he thrust into her, hard and
fast, sending her over the edge into her own pleasure as he released his seed
into her. 


The words bubbled up inside her, needing to be released as
desperately as her body had needed his. "I love you." 


He pressed his lips hard against hers, his thrusts slowing,
letting her ride out the last of her pleasure. 



* * * *


She'd said she loved him. While she was awake. His heart
soared at the words. He hadn't realized just how badly he needed to hear her
say those words until after she'd said them. Giving one last little thrust, he
looked into her eyes. 


"Say it again." 


She smiled, a secret laugh lighting her hazel eyes, looking
green after her tears. "I. Love. You." She punctuated each word with
a little kiss. 


He rolled off her, pulling her into his arms to keep her
close, but not wanting to crush her with his weight. 


"One more time." 


Now the laugh bubbled over. "I love you, lawyer
boy."


He chuckled a little too, pulling her closer to kiss her
nose. "It's about damn time you realized it. I love you, too."


Another kiss, a little longer than the others. He ran his
hands down her sides, tickling her arms, teasing by one nipple. 


Before he could think better of it, he said, "So, marry
me." 


She froze, going completely still for a second. Just long
enough for Josh's heart to come to a stop. 


She leaned up on one elbow, grabbing his chin and forcing
him to meet her eyes. "Are you serious?" 


"I've never been more serious, Gia." 


He watched the smile spread across her lips, now red and
swollen from his kisses not from tears. After just a second, she burst out,
"Then... Yes!" 


Epilogue


      


Gia had been terrified of what Josh's family would think,
even going so far as to apologize to his mother that she wasn't 'tall and
blonde and perfect' like Josh deserved. His mother had laughed, hugging her
closely and telling her that since her son was finally happy, Gia was far more
than she could have ever wished for him. 


It was the second time he'd seen Gia cry, only these were
tears of joy. 


Josh had expected a little difficulty from his father,
seeing as how he was pretty sure that Gia wasn't in the 'plan'. He had been
absurdly shocked when his father had merely laughed and said, “It's about
goddamn time.” 


Apparently his father had merely been waiting for him to
find his own path in life. Or, to 'show a little backbone' as he'd put it. After
a good laugh, and some good scotch, his father had told him that there was an
inheritance from his grandfather that had been set aside for Josh to use for
any business venture he chose. 


His great great grandfather had never wanted any Taylor to
be stuck in the family business if that wasn't what they wanted to do. Now,
Josh was seriously considering becoming a prosecuting attorney. He and Gia were
still discussing it although she told him she would support whatever he wanted
to do. 


Which is how they ended up with the honeymoon they had
planned. 


Their April wedding had been beautiful. Gia had managed to
take a traditional wedding and still make it her own. Deb and Kelly had both
stood up with her, Blake and Scott standing for Josh. 


She had looked stunning. Rather than try to hide her tattoos
she had worn them proudly, choosing a strapless dress with simple lines. No
lace or frills for this bride. She had even put her bridesmaids in red, to
match the streaks in her hair. 


Now, as he waited for her to change out of her dress and
into something more casual to wear for their flight, he contemplated the
honeymoon. 


He had offered to take her anywhere she wanted to go; Italy,
Spain, Ireland, anything tropical. She had opted for Las Vegas. Apparently,
there was a private club there that offered lessons. 


Lessons in bondage. His Gia thought he might enjoy a little
peek inside the world of BDSM. She figured if he wanted to play, he should
really know how to play. 


So, while their family and friends thought they were heading
off for a week of gambling, drinking and sunbathing, they were actually off for
a week of exploration. Courtesy of his new wife.  


He heard her heels click on the stairs and turned, his
breath catching at the sight of her. She was wearing one of those short skirts
he loved so much, a pair of tights and thigh high boots. Completely impractical
for a plane ride, but perfect for driving him crazy. 


As she walked by, giving him a quick peck on the cheek
before wiping away the purple lipstick with her thumb, she smiled. 


She leaned up to whisper in his ear, "The tights are
crotchless. Do you suppose the flight will be long enough we can join the mile
high club?"


On a groan, he adjusted his jeans trying to hide his
erection, before following her outside to greet the crowd of their friends and
family waiting to send them off. 


     He was the luckiest man on the planet. 
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