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Girls’ night out is a regularly scheduled evening of pure fun for Dee, Jacey and Mischa. It’s a chance to be naughty and wild with your girlfriends at your back. For Dee, it’s also a chance to finally admit her deepest desire—to have sex with the guy she’s fantasized about forever…Jacey’s brother Jack.

When Jack overhears Dee’s confession, he’s a little surprised. She’s all grown up and sexy as hell, so he’s more than willing to help her fulfill a fantasy or two. But he quickly realizes he’s a goner—and one night with Dee won’t be enough.
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Chapter One

 

“Fucking asshole.”

“Don’t, Jacey,” Dee whispered.

“What?” Jacey demanded. “Just calling it like I see it.”

“What’d I miss?” Mischa asked, coming back to the table with three amaretto sours. It was girls’ night out, GNO as Jacey liked to say, and they were at their usual bar.

“Mike’s here with his new girlfriend,” Jacey said when Dee remained silent.

Mike had been a mistake, a stupid mistake. They’d been friends and she’d thought maybe they could be more. But one night with her appeared to be enough for him. He’d met her every offer of getting together again with an excuse as to why he couldn’t. Turned out his excuse was sitting next to him, looking very pretty. Why did men seem to have such a problem with honesty? Would it have been so hard to just tell her that he’d found someone else? She’d honestly thought they were friends.

“Asshat,” Mischa said. “So not worth your time, Dee. No way is he ruining girls’ night out by his mere presence either.”

“I’d be happy to go dump a drink on him,” Jacey offered. “Accidentally on purpose, of course.”

“Of course,” Mischa agreed with a grin, bumping her glass with Jacey’s.

“It’s not his fault, guys,” Dee said with a sigh. “He didn’t make me any promises. I even said ‘friends with benefits’. Hell, I almost attacked him the one night we were together.”

Both of her friends laughed at that. But honestly, she had been the one to persuade him to have sex. Hadn’t she? She reached for her first drink of the night and took a long slow sip.

“He put his dick in you, right?” Jacey demanded.

“Shhh!” Dee hissed, almost choking on her drink. “Jesus, he didn’t make me any promises. It was just sex.”

“With a girl like me, yeah. But not with someone like you, Dee.”

“What the hell does that mean, Jacey?”

“Nothing bad, Dee,” Mischa intervened. “It just means that you have never been one for casual sex. You wear your heart on your sleeve, and we all know that you only sleep with a guy when you have feelings for him.”

“Apparently, I don’t. Not with him at least. I told him we could be friends with benefits until we met someone we were more interested in,” Dee said. “He just went with what I told him.”

“Bullshit!” Jacey exclaimed. “He knew and did you anyway.”

“He’d have to be blind not to know,” Mischa agreed. “Your mouth may say one thing but your body language and face express something totally different. He had to know that you thought you had feelings for him, that maybe he might have them for you.”

“And he took total advantage of that,” Jacey interjected.

“Well, hell, that just makes me feel worse,” Dee admitted. More accurately, it made her wonder what the hell was so wrong with her that he moved on without even having the decency to let her know. God, she’d just texted him a month ago to see if he wanted to go to a movie. She hadn’t mentioned hooking up but he had to have known that the option was probably there.

In fact, after that text, she’d decided to move on. That he wasn’t interested in getting together again. So why did it really bother her that he’d moved on without telling her? It shouldn’t. But it did. It really did.

“Why?” Jacey demanded. “There’s nothing wrong with wanting happily ever after. God knows there are enough jaded women like me in this world.”

“You’re not jaded, Jacey,” Dee countered, snapping out of her personal pity party. “And don’t think I don’t realize you were putting yourself down earlier with the ‘girl like me’ comment.”

“It’s not a putdown to admit that I like sex, a lot,” Jacey said. “Or that I have it when I want it with whoever I want it with.”

“No, it’s not,” Mischa agreed. “But you do say it in that tone of voice that makes it sound like it you see it as slutty behavior.”

“And this conversation is way too fucking serious for a girls’ night. No psychoanalysis on GNO.” Jacey finished her drink and set the glass back on the table. “Besides, I have to be honest here and say that when I first met Mike I seriously thought he was gay.”

Mischa choked on her drink and Dee spewed hers over the table. They all looked at each other and started hooting with laughter.

“Oh my God,” Dee gasped. “I can’t believe you said that.”

“It’s the truth.” Jacey nodded.

“Well, you have to admit that he does give off a gay vibe,” Mischa said, glancing toward his table. “The way he dresses, his hair and he does have a lot of feminine mannerisms. I admit that I thought he could be gay too. Until you told me you’d hooked up with him.”

Dee didn’t want to look, refused to look. “Trust me, he’s not gay.” Hell, he’d been all over her once they’d gotten naked. He’d liked her enough that night.

“I’m just saying that he’s so not worth your sad face,” Jacey said. “I mean it’s not like he’s someone you’ve had a crush on since we were kids or anything.”

No, Mike didn’t compare to her childhood crush. But she felt rejected, that was it. That was why it hurt. She felt rejected. God, she was an idiot. Would she never learn? It seemed she was always doomed to pick guys who weren’t interested in her. Something that started with her first crush at age twelve.

Mischa laughed. “Speaking of Dee’s long-standing crush, how is your brother?”

“Out of the service,” Jacey said. “No more tours overseas for him, thank God. I don’t think my mother could handle the stress again.”

“So he’s out of the Marines?” Dee asked, taking another drink. Jack. Now there was a guy to have sex with. One night with him would never be enough but she’d gladly take it. He just got better looking every time he came home for a break. But she hadn’t seen him the last few times, by choice. She found something else to do and just mooned over the photos Jacey shared after he went back. She was a grown woman now and crushes were for little girls. But if he was coming home to stay she was guaranteed to run into him at some point.

“Yep, heading home to figure out what he wants to do with the rest of his life and all that.”

“That’s nice.”

“Nice? Nice? Seriously, Dee. This is the guy we’ve listened to you moon over for years and that’s all you can say?” Jacey snorted and picked up her glass. Seeing it empty, she waved it in the air, getting a waitress’s attention.

It was Augie tonight, who had been waiting on the trio since they hit twenty-one and moved their girls’ nights to the bar. Augie held one finger up and Dee watched Jacey glance at the other glasses before responding with three fingers in the air.

“Well, what the hell do you want me to say?” Dee demanded. “Do you really want to hear about how much I lust after your brother?” And she did. Just the thought of him had her wanting to lick her lips. That alone should have told her that she wasn’t in love with Mike. She couldn’t be and still want to lick Jack from head to toe every time she heard his name. She was a fool all right.

“Why should this time be any different?” Jacey shrugged. “Because believe me, Jack is definitely not gay and so more worthy of your moony face than asshole over there.”

Dee finished her drink and finally relaxed enough to grin. “You’re totally right. Besides Mike and I only slept together once.”

“One time and you’re mooning over the guy?” Mischa shook her head. “No way was he even close to that good.”

“You really need to get laid more,” Jacey said. “Then you’ll have more to compare him to.”

“What am I supposed to do?” Dee asked. “Just walk up to a guy and say, ‘Hey, baby, wanna fuck?’”

“Works for me.” Jacey laughed.

“With your looks, a smile works for you,” Dee stated and Mischa nodded her agreement.

“Whatever.” Jacey shook her head as Augie stepped up to the table with their fresh drinks. “You have my info to start a tab for us, Augie?”

“Yeah,” Augie said. “But this round is on handsome over there at the bar.”

They all glanced over to take in the guy Augie was referring to. It was hard to see in the dim lights but they glanced his way and Jacey did something with her eyes before turning so that her back was to the bar again.

“Girls’ night, Augie,” Jacey said. “So put the rest on my tab please.”

Augie nodded and moved away to see to another table.

“He might be cute,” Dee said.

“Neither here nor there,” Jacey said. “Tonight, my friend, we are talking about you and your lack of a sex life.”

“Yeah, because it goes so well for me when I do have sex,” Dee snorted.

“Forget asshat,” Mischa said. “You were friends, you had sex, he moved on. You can still be friends or you can move on completely. Either way, you really don’t have feelings for him. You just thought you did, or wanted to.”

“How can you say that?”

“Because, you don’t get the look when you talk about him,” Jacey said and Mischa nodded.

“What look?” Dee wanted to know.

“Jack,” Jacey said.

“That look.” Mischa laughed.

Dee looked appalled. “I get a look when you say Jack’s name?”

“Honey, you have since we were twelve and you saw him in a towel.”

“The best memory of my life,” Dee agreed and picked up the napkin to fan herself. “God, he is so hot.”

“So do something about it,” Jacey said.

“Like what?” Dee asked, shaking her head. “I’m not you, Jacey. I don’t have the balls to just walk up to a guy and talk that way.”

Jacey snorted. “What way?”

“About sex and stuff.”

“So just pretend for a minute then,” Jacey urged.

“Jacey,” Mischa warned, but Jacey shook her head and focused on Dee again.

“Just pretend that Jack is here in front of you…”

“Behind you,” Mischa murmured.

“Wherever,” Jacey glared at Mischa. “If you could say anything to him, what would you say?”

“I’d ask how he was doing. How he felt about not being in the Marines anymore.”

Mischa laughed.

Jacey snorted. “Good grief, Dee. Would you admit how much you want him or not?”

“Hello, this is me, remember.” Dee shook her head. “Maybe with a few more drinks I could.”

“What would you tell him?” Jacey encouraged. “If you had enough liquid courage in your veins.”

Dee laughed.

“What?” Jacey asked.

“I was just picturing your brother’s face if I went up to him and said what I’ve wanted to for years. ‘Jack, I’ve wanted you forever. Take me home and fuck me until neither one of us has the strength to move.’”

“How did you picture his face?” Mischa asked softly.

“Appalled.” Dee snorted another laugh.

“Maybe you should look then,” Mischa said and nodded over Dee’s shoulder.

Dee’s eyes were huge and her face lost all color before a blush rose from the collar of her shirt, up her neck, to spread over her face.

“So my place or yours?” Jack asked as he took the fourth chair at the table and grinned at Dee.









Chapter Two

 

Dee was going to kill Jacey. Best friends or not she was dead, as was her other best friend Mischa for not stopping Jacey’s little game. She could feel how hot her skin was with the huge wave of embarrassment that was washing over her. She prayed that the dim lights would hide the splotchy color that was surely on her face.

“Jack, you’re home,” she said and glared across the table.

“Apparently just in time too,” he said. “Need a little more liquid courage,” he grinned, nodding toward her empty glass.

“Oh God,” she groaned and dropped her head to the table. The floor could open up and swallow her any time now. She felt his hand running over the back of her head, his fingers in her hair.

“Hey, Augie, another round,” Jack yelled and Dee groaned. How did she go from moping over her one-night stand with Mike to basically asking Jack to fuck her? She looked up and glared at Jacey. That was how.

Jacey just grinned at her and Mischa, damn her, laughed.

“For the record, I think my face showed more surprise than anything else,” Jack said. “I didn’t know you knew that word, much less would say it.”

“I am friends with your sister,” Dee said, sending another glare Jacey’s way.

“Point taken,” Jack agreed. “So, still in love with me after all these years, huh?”

Dee glared across at her friends who held up their fingers in a Girl Scout oath, which was funny considering that was definitely not a club the three of them had been members of.

Jack laughed and tugged at a lock of her hair. “Neither of them said anything to me,” he told her. “They didn’t have to. You wear your heart on your sleeve. You couldn’t even think about having sex with me if you didn’t love me.”

Jacey and Mischa both burst into laughter as Augie stopped to drop fresh drinks off. She shook her head at them.

“Good to see you home, Jack,” Augie said. “How long you back for this time?”

“For good this time, Augie,” Jack stated, picking up his beer and toasting her.

“Bet your momma’s happy to finally have you home for good,” Augie said. Someone hollered across the bar, and with a smile and nod, she moved on.

“I am not in love with you,” Dee hissed, mortified. My God, did everyone think she couldn’t just have sex without falling in love?

“Sure you are,” Jack said and took a long pull on his beer. She watched his throat as he swallowed and had to swallow herself. He grinned again as he put the bottle down and she realized that she’d been staring. Was it possible for her face to get any hotter?

“I had sex with him and I’m not in love with him,” Dee pointed Mike out. Funny how just seeing Jack brought such clarity. She wasn’t in love with Mike. But Mischa had been right. She’d wanted to be, so she’d slept with him. Basically she was just tired of being alone. Maybe she did need to just have sex for the sake of sex as Jacey kept encouraging her to do.

“The gay guy?” Jack looked appalled as he glanced toward Mike. But his comment had Jacey and Mischa in hysterical giggles. “Honey, tell me you weren’t trying to convert him?”

“Very funny,” she said. “He isn’t gay. Besides that’s neither here nor there. I can have sex without love.”

They all just looked at her before laughing again.

“I can,” she shouted, slapping her palm on the table.

“Sure you can,” Jacey said, shaking her head back and forth.

“Fine.” Dee glared at them then started glancing around the bar.

“What are you looking for?” Mischa asked.

“A guy to have sex with,” Dee stated, still scanning.

Jack choked on his beer and Dee glanced his way. He was glaring at her. “I believe you already propositioned me.”

“Jacey set me up for that one.”

“So you don’t want to take me back to your place and have your way until neither of us can move?”

“Not funny, Jack.”

“Who’s laughing? I believe I already agreed and bought you another glass of liquid courage to seal the deal.”

She glanced away and saw Jacey and Mischa both grinning. They thought she wouldn’t go through with it. They all thought they knew her so well. She picked her glass up and drained it then stood up, keys in hand.

“Let’s go then,” she said, staring at him.

“Dee,” Mischa said and she glared at both her friends. “You don’t have to prove anything to us.”

She let her gaze land back on Jack. “So what do you say, stud? Wanna fuck?”

She heard Jacey snort but her eyes were on Jack and the way his lips curved up into that grin she loved so well. She saw the way his eyelids dipped and hooded his gaze. He set the beer on the table and standing, dropped a twenty from his pocket next to it.

“I’ll drive,” he said, taking her keys and dropping them on the table. “Make sure her car gets home, girls,” he said and reached for her hand.

Dee gulped at the feel of his hand on hers. He twined their fingers together and tugged her toward the door. Oh my god, what had she gotten herself into? And just how far would he play this game out? How far would she?

He led her out of the bar and to the big green truck he drove when he was home. He opened the door and helped her up into the cab. She watched him walk around the front of the truck, eating him up with her eyes.

Yeah, she’d been a little in love with him since she’d seen him fresh from the shower in nothing but a towel. It should be a sin for a man to look so edible. She’d never thought of him as a boy even though he was only five years older than she. He’d always looked grown-up to her.

Dark hair that he’d once kept shaggy now was short. She wondered if he’d let it grow out again now that he was home for good. She wondered if he still had the thick mat of hair on his chest that trailed down over his abs and lower. She’d had many a fantasy about his chest and that mat of hair. She really hoped he didn’t shave it or wax it as she knew some guys did.

He opened the driver’s door and the dome light went on. She met his gaze and was lost for a moment in the deep blue depths there. His eyes were so beautiful. The door shut with a click and he was leaning toward her. She held her breath. Was he going to kiss her?

He reached over her and snagged the seat belt, pulling it across her body and latching it in place.

“Where to, Dee?”

Was she really going to have sex with Jack? Was this really happening? Please don’t let this be a cruel dream from which she was going to wake up alone in bed all hot and horny.

“I’m over on Tulip. 2816,” she said and licked her suddenly dry lips.

“Nice neighborhood,” he said, starting the truck and backing out of the parking spot. “Jacey said you’ve done really well for yourself since finishing college.”

“I do okay,” she said. “I’ve been lucky enough to find a job that I love.”

“You were always the lucky one.” Jack smiled.

Lucky at everything but love. She licked her lips again and pulled her gaze away from him to look out the window. They were almost to her turn. “I could have driven myself,” she said. “I only had a couple drinks.”

“Aren’t you the one who won’t even drink one and get behind the wheel?”

Dee sighed and nodded. Yeah, that was her. She wondered if he found that silly.

“I’ve always admired that about you.”

Not silly then.

“Tulip’s the next street?” he asked.

“Yep, go right,” she said and forced her gaze to stay out the window and not move back to the man beside her. “It’s in the middle of the block on the left. The red brick.”

He pulled into her drive and put the truck in park. What did she do now? Did he want to come in and have sex? Was he just being nice? Oh god, she had no idea what to do here. She was so out of her league.

The sudden silence claimed her attention. He’d shut the engine off. She sat and watched as he opened and closed his door, walking around the front of the truck again. Was she hyperventilating? She could see spots in front of her eyes. She might have sex with Jack.

He opened her door and she went to get out only to be brought up short by the seat belt he’d put on her. Her cheeks went red as he laughed and leaned in to undo it for her. Their faces were so close and then he pulled back and took her hand to help her down. He linked their fingers again and walked toward her front door.

Her front door. Which she didn’t have a key to, since he’d dropped them on the table at the bar. Oh hell.

“I don’t have a key,” she said and shook her head.

Jack laughed. “I didn’t think about that,” he admitted. “No spare hidden around the house?”

“Nope,” she shook her head. Now she’d never find out if he’d been about to have sex with her.

“Leave a window open or unlocked?” he asked.

She just shook her head.

Headlights turned into the drive and they turned to see Jacey pull Dee’s car into the driveway behind Jack’s car. Mischa’s car idled at the curb.

“Thought you might need these,” Jacey said and tossed the car keys toward them. Jack caught them out of the air.

“Thanks, sis,” he said.

“No problem,” she answered. “I’ll let Jonas know you’ll be out tonight.”

Dee tried to smother a laugh. Jacey had claimed Jack’s best friend when her brother left. She wondered when her friend would realize that Jonas was in love with her. He was so perfect for Jacey. Everyone could see that. Everyone except Jacey.

The horn tooted and Mischa and Jacey pulled away from the curb.

“Come on,” Jack said and tugged her to the door, using her key to unlock it.

Oh god, oh god, oh god.

“Relax,” he said with a laugh, making her question just how much of her panic showed on her face. “They’ll drive around for a bit and then come back by to see if my truck is still here.”

He was right. That was exactly what they’d do. Where was her brain anyway? It was centered on her hoohah, that was where it was. Totally fixating on the thought of sex, or more specifically, sex with Jack.

“So you and the guy from the bar, huh?” Jack asked, shutting her door and relocking it before leaning back against it.

“Who?” she asked and Jack laughed.

“The guy at the bar,” he prompted. “You two dating or what?”

“Oh, Mike,” she snapped out of it. “No, he was just a one-night stand.” Amazing how that didn’t upset her now. Well, she kind of regretted having sex with him because it had probably ruined a really great friendship. And that’s really all he’d ever been. Why had she wanted to make it into something more? She dropped her purse on the hall table and flipped the lamp on in her front room. Her house was quiet, empty. That was why she’d wanted there to be something more with Mike. Loneliness.

“You don’t do one-night stands,” Jack said.

“Apparently, I do,” Dee said and smirked at him.

Jack caught her hand and tugged her so that she faced him. “Did he hurt you, honey? One word and I’ll kick his ass.”

Dee laughed. “No. Honestly, it was just a mutual one-time thing.”

Jack looked surprised, which made her laugh harder. Man, she really was predictable. Which meant maybe Mike wasn’t such a great friend after all.

“When did you change so much?” Jack asked.

“You’ve been gone on and off for the last thirteen years, Jack. A lot changes in that amount of time.”

“Not you.”

“Even me,” she said and laughed, heading to the sofa and dropping onto it with a groan. She pulled her feet up and began unfastening the high-heeled sandals. What she wouldn’t give to be taller like Mischa and Jacey instead of her diminutive height of five foot, three inches.

“Let me,” Jack said, sitting beside her and reaching for her foot. The feel of his hands on her ankles had goose bumps popping up all over and her nipples tightening.

“Jacey didn’t tell me how grown-up you are now,” Jack murmured as he removed one sandal and then the other. He moved his hands over her feet, rubbing and massaging them, which had her moaning in pleasure.

“Why would she?” Dee purred as he continued to work on her feet.

“Jacey keeps me informed on all of you and what’s going on,” he said. “But I think she left a few things out.”

“Like what?” Dee questioned. She moved so that she was lying on the sofa, her feet comfortably in his lap and her head resting on the cushioned armrest. Her lids slipped closed only to jerk open with his next words.

“Like the fact that you want to fuck until we can’t move,” he said, his voice was husky.

Her eyes flew to his face. His hands were moving up to caress her calves now but his eyes were on her nipples where they poked out from her chest. They only grew harder under his gaze. One hand moved up to skim over her knee, to the top of her thigh, and traced along the edge of her skirt hem.

“Do you?” he asked softly, his gaze catching and holding hers.

“Do I what?” she asked, finding it hard to breathe, her entire being focused on the back-and-forth tracing of his fingers.

“Want to fuck?” he asked, leaning toward her.

The word choice might have been crude, but then, he was mimicking her earlier words from the bar. Maybe he thought to turn her off by saying it that way. He was wrong. She could feel her pussy getting wet at the idea of being with him. Her nipples were so hard and tight that they literally ached. Yeah, she wanted to fuck.

“Yeah.” He looked a little surprised but also a whole lot of turned-on and she realized she’d spoken out loud.

This time she nodded and moved her legs restlessly.

“Be really sure,” he urged. “It might kill me to stop if we start.”

But he would. She knew that. She’d wanted him for what felt like her entire life. Now, here they were, and her nighttime fantasies could be coming true. No way was she turning him down. She could handle a night of pleasure with him. No demands. Just incredible sex as many times as they could handle it tonight. She could do that.

“That’s what you want?”

She was talking out loud again. She nodded.

“Condoms?” he asked.

“Yes,” she answered. She’d bought a box in anticipation of her night with Mike. They’d only used one. “I’m on the Pill too,” she told him, wanting him to know that she was doubly protected against pregnancy.

“Where are they?” he asked.

“My bedroom dresser. Top drawer.” She pushed up to her elbows in preparation to go get them but he stilled her with a flat hand on her stomach.

“Plenty of time,” he said. “We’ll head there before things get to that point.” His hand moved back down to skim the edge of her skirt again. “Right now I really want to see what color panties you have on under this short little skirt.”

“Black,” she whispered. “Lace.”

He closed his eyes and she watched his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed. He opened his eyes and glanced at her chest. “Matching black lacy bra?”

She nodded and he groaned. “My imagination is killing me,” he murmured.

“Then let me put a stop to that,” she said and reached for the hem of her shirt.









Chapter Three

 

She was going to have sex with Jack. Thank god she was wearing her black lacy lingerie. She had no idea why she’d chosen it over her usual preference of a comfy cotton set but thankfully she had. As her top skimmed up over her bra she heard his quick indrawn breath and said another thank-you in her head.

She dropped her shirt off the side and looked at him. He was eyeing her chest with awe. She might be the shortest of her friends but she was also the most well-endowed. She was a full D-cup and the lacy demi-bra she had on barely covered her tight nipples.

“You’re beautiful,” he whispered and she almost laughed, wondering if he meant all of her or just the part he was focusing on at the moment.

“All of you,” he said meeting her eyes. Whoops, she needed to quit talking to herself outside her head. “But I can honestly say I’ve never seen breasts as amazing as yours.”

She didn’t care if it was a lie or not. It was Jack and he was talking about her breasts. She reached for the button on her skirt and he stilled her with a hand over hers. “Not yet,” he said. “I don’t know what I want to do as it is,” he admitted. “I keep coming back to the fact that it’s you and I shouldn’t be doing this, feeling what I’m feeling.”

“What are you feeling?” she wanted to know.

“Like my dick’s going to explode if I don’t get inside you soon,” he said. “Like I’m going to die of thirst if I don’t taste you soon.”

“Taste me,” she invited.

“I want your mouth, Dee,” he whispered, meeting her gaze once more. “I want to kiss you.”

Without conscious thought she leaned up to meet him as he leaned down. He brushed his lips across hers, his hands skimming up her sides, brushing the sides of her breasts as he moved them up to cup her face. His lips brushed hers again and then he caught her bottom lip with his teeth. A soft nip soothed by the rub of his tongue. His thumb pressed gently at her chin, urging her to open for him.

Gladly, willingly, she did. His tongue eased in and stroked along hers, coaxing her to follow him back into his mouth. He closed his lips around her tongue and sucked gently on it. She pulled it out slowly, tugging against the suction he plied, breaking the kiss. Their eyes were open, each watching the other.

She wondered briefly how many other women he’d kissed this way then shoved the thought out of her mind. Honestly, she didn’t want to know about others, she just wanted to focus on the here and now. Please, don’t let this be a dream.

His warm breath touched her damp lip as he chuckled. “Touch me, honey,” he urged. “I’m not a dream.”

He was turned toward her, still sitting while she had one leg on either side of his hips. Her skirt had moved up a bit and one nipple was just peeking over the edge of her bra. She licked her lips and ran her eyes over him. He was edible.

She ran her hands up his arms to clench his shoulders, and grabbing her courage, pulled him in for another kiss, deeper, consuming. She tugged him down with her as she reclined back again so that her head was once more pillowed on the armrest. He turned with her, moving into position over her and she could feel the hard length of his erection through his jeans where he leaned against her naked thigh.

She wanted him inside her, moving, taking, owning. Wanted him to bring her to orgasm again and again. Her body was all but screaming, “Take me.”

“Not yet,” he whispered, pulling back from her kiss to blaze a trail of hot kisses down her neck to her chest. His tongue stroked a wet path along the lacy edge of her bra until he came to the nipple that was already popped free of confinement. He flicked it, traced around it, licked over it before finally wrapping his lips around it and sucking.

She arched up into him with a low moan, her fingers moving from his shoulders to clench in the short strands of his hair. He sucked gently then more firmly and she felt the nip of his teeth. His hands were around her, and when he finally pulled away from her nipple, he tugged her bra straps down her shoulders and over her arms. She released her hold on his hair to help him take it the rest of the way off and then lay there, bare to his gaze.

“Perfection,” he breathed, palming her breasts and seeming to weigh them in his hands before giving them a squeeze and running his thumbs over her aching nipples.

She went to reach for him again but he stopped her by releasing her breasts and running his hands up the insides of her arms. He pressed them above her head so that they dangled over the armrest above her head.

“Just like that,” he encouraged her and she clenched her hands into tight fists when his thumbs moved back to torture her nipples. He ducked his head and she watched as he sucked her other nipple into his mouth. Her moan was low and long as he fed from her, hard, suctioning pulls that had her pussy clenching and growing wetter by the moment.

He worked one nipple then moved over to the other. When both were red and wet he pushed them together and blew a breath of air over them. She cried out as they pebbled impossibly tighter. Then, with a groan, he took both of them into his mouth and sucked hard.

No one had ever done that to her before. It was incredible, magnificent and with a low cry she came. Her pussy rippled and she could feel her juices dampening her panties. She’d never orgasmed from just her breasts being played with.

He released her nipples with a pop and moved up to possess her mouth again. Her hands moved back to touch him. His arms, his shoulders. Her knees were clamped around his hips, her skirt around her waist as she ground her pussy up against his rock-hard cock. When he finally ended the kiss they were both fighting for air.

“You came,” he said and she couldn’t fault him for the smug grin on his face. Hell yeah, she’d come.

“I want to taste you, Dee,” he moaned, brushing his lips along her jaw. His hands moved down her body to grip her hips and press them back against the couch. “I want to taste that sweet cream that’s all over your pussy.”

Hell yeah.

He chuckled against her skin as he moved slowly down her body. She didn’t care if she spoke out loud. She really wanted to feel that wicked mouth on her pussy right now. His fingers released the button and zipper on her skirt and he rose up on his knees.

He pushed her knees together in front of him, closing her thighs and running his hands up her legs so that she lifted them straight up in the air. He leaned in, shifting her legs back open so that her calves rested on his shoulders and reached for her skirt.

Using his body for leverage, she lifted her hips while he tugged her skirt and then held perfectly still while he skimmed it up her legs and off. He tossed it away and ran his hands back down the outside of her legs to her knees. There he moved his hands around to the inside and pressed her legs open again, urging them back down so that her feet were flat on the sofa cushion.

“Jack,” she breathed out his name. He smiled at her and bent to place kisses on the insides of both her knees.

“I have to taste you,” he whispered before adjusting his position so that he was lying on his stomach, his head between her thighs. She had no idea how he fit his long length on her couch like that but with his hot breath on her panties, she didn’t care.

“Yes,” she sighed with agreement. She clenched her ass, lifting her pussy closer toward him, and held her breath as she waited.

His lips touched the damp gusset of her panties and he pressed a kiss to her covered folds. Why had he left her panties on? She wanted to feel him on her skin.

“You’re so hot and wet,” he stated, fanning her folds once more with his hot breath. His tongue traced along the right edge of her panties then moved to trace along the left.

“Oh god,” she whispered, catching her breath.

His tongue moved to slide over the lace that covered her lips and tease her even more. He poked at her opening through the material and she pressed up toward him.

“Jack,” she said again.

“What do you want, Dee?” he whispered to her, looking up to meet her eyes.

“I want…” She had to stop to catch her breath.

“Tell me,” he urged.

“I want your mouth on my skin.”

He turned his head and kissed along her inner thigh, licking and sucking gently at her tender flesh there.

“Jack,” she cried.

“My mouth is exactly where you want it.” He met her eyes again and she could see the wicked intent there. “On your skin.”

He would make her say it, make her ask for him to do what she wanted. And she had little doubt that her saying it would make them both hotter.

“I want to feel your tongue on my pussy,” she whispered and his nostrils flared, his eyes seemed to grow darker. “I want you to taste me there. I want you there.”

“How attached to these panties are you?” he asked.

“What?” she asked, too dazed to get what he was asking.

“I’m sorry,” he said and placed one more kiss on her inner thigh.

“For what?” she managed to ask.

“For this,” he said and moved his hands to grab the lacy material at her left hip. With a hard pull he ripped the material in two, then holding her gaze, moved to her opposite hip and did the same.

Her stomach trembled, her pussy rippled, releasing more cream to dampen her folds, and her breath caught in her throat as he held her gaze, grabbing the top of her ripped panties and pulling them down to fully uncover her.

He tugged the material away easily and tossed them. She could feel the heat of his stare on her and closed her eyes. What was he thinking? She kept herself groomed, preferring to keep some of her curls trimmed and covering her mound instead of waxing it all off. Jacey teased her that she was putting a welcome mat out but not inviting anyone over. Every time they went to get waxed Jacey would try to talk her into getting it all removed. But that wasn’t for her.

“You’re so beautiful,” Jack finally spoke, breaking into her nervous internal chatter. She felt the trace of his fingers over her plump folds and shuddered with pleasure. “I love that you aren’t bare.”

He didn’t clarify why but she didn’t care when she felt his tongue move along the seam of her lips, tracing her from those curls all the way down to her opening. Her hands moved, and though she wanted to clench them in his hair and hold him close, she forced them to relax and just brush through his hair.

He flattened his tongue against her and moaned as if the taste of her was incredible. The tip of his tongue moved to rim her opening and his moan sounded again. His lips pressed in, surrounding her, and then his tongue was fucking inside her, rubbing, thrusting, claiming.

She cried out and her fingers did clench but he didn’t seem to mind. He used one hand to spread her lips wide, opening her further to his eyes and mouth. He pulled his tongue from her and traced back up to her clitoris. He glanced up at her and held her gaze captive.

His tongue traced all around the swollen bud of her clit, teasing and further stimulating it. Then he flattened his tongue again and pressed over the swollen bud, rubbing up and down. The other hand skimmed along her inner thigh until his fingers were at her opening, one digit dipping inside.

“Jack,” she cried his name and knew her eyes were begging him.

His tongue pulled back inside his mouth, his lips wrapped around the bud and he began to suck softly on it. One finger was joined by another and he scissored them inside her, rubbing and stretching the sheath of her pussy. His every move was slow and soft.

He moved his mouth back again but kept his fingers moving in and out of her. “Touch yourself for me, Dee. Play with those gorgeous nipples.”

They ached for touch and she was happy to give it to them, to let him see her do it. She licked her thumbs and ran them over her nipples until they were wet, hard points. He groaned and she pinched them between her fingers, catching her breath and dipping her eyes closed as the sensations washed over her.

“Look at me,” his voice was hard and rough with need.

She forced them open and met his gaze once more.

His fingers began to fuck her faster, rubbing her walls with each thrust. He took her clit into his mouth again and sucked more forcibly on it, his tongue flicking and jabbing at it. She pinched harder, her hips lifting closer to his face as she crept higher and higher toward orgasm.

When it came it was a violent storm raging through her. Orgasm claimed her ruthlessly and she cried out with the erotic pleasure of it. Her fingers clamped down tight on her nipples, using that sharp pleasurable-pain to prolong the moment as long as she could. Slowly, she released them and let her hips ease down to rest against the cushions again.

Jack turned his face to trail kisses along her inner thighs again. He pulled his fingers from her, triggering another smaller rush of pleasure that was no less intense.

“You’re so beautiful, Dee.”

She smiled. That was all she had the energy to do at the moment. Somewhere inside her heart stuttered, because this was Jack, her Jack, looking at her and saying she was beautiful. But she refused to think on it. There would be time for that later, when she was alone. Just sex. She had to keep reminding herself of that.

He shifted away from her, trailing his hands over her naked skin as he moved to stand beside the couch. His shirt had come untucked here and there. His hair was mussed from her fingers. But what held her gaze the longest was the bulge of his cock where it lay hard beneath the faded denim of his well-worn jeans. Until it finally dawned on her that while she was completely naked, Jack was completely dressed.

“Little overdressed, don’t you think?”

He grinned and held his hand out to her to help her up. “Best if my clothes stay on until we get to those condoms.”

“But I want to taste you.”

He shook his head. “Not a good idea right now, Dee. I’m close to losing control as it is and I want to be buried deep inside that hot little pussy of yours when I come the first time with you.”

“The first time?”

“We have all night,” he said, but there was a bit of a question to it as well, as if he were asking if he could spend the night with her.

She used his hand to help pull herself up to her feet and nodded. She definitely wanted him to stay the night.

“Apparently we can both still move,” she said.

“I have my work cut out for me then,” he agreed huskily. “Bedroom and condoms.”

“Bedroom and condoms,” she agreed.

Holding his hand, she led him down the hall to her bedroom. She’d left the soft glow of a lamp on earlier in the evening just as she always did. She hated walking into a dark room. Thank heavens it wasn’t all that cluttered tonight with just a few discarded clothes tossed on her chair and a rejected pair of heels on the floor.

She released his hand and moved over to open the drawer in her bedside table, pulling out the box of condoms. Opening it, she pulled one out and turned back to him. Her breath caught at the sight of his naked chest. He’d tossed his shirt while she’d been turned and even now his hands worked on releasing his belt and opening his jeans.

His chest was just as broad as she remembered though he’d gained more muscle over the years. The dark mat of hair still covered his chest and her nipples tightened again at the thought of rubbing against him. She stopped in front of him and let her hands move out to touch that chest, her fingers moving through his thick mat of hair.

“You are so gorgeous,” she told him, her eyes devouring the sight of him.

“I’m glad you think so.”

His hands moved to trace up her sides, leaving his jeans hanging open. He was so tall, taller now that she wasn’t in her heels anymore. But even with them on he’d towered over her, in her bare feet he was a full foot taller than she.

He bent his head and she lifted hers up to meet him. Their mouths brushed, retreated and came back for a deeper greeting. Lips meshed, tongues clashed and tangled. Her hands moved up to grip his shoulders and hold tight while his moved down to grip her ass and lift her up to him.

She automatically wrapped her legs around his waist and held tightly while he carried her across the room to the bed. He bent to lower her, setting on the side of the bed, and she let her hands trace over his chest and down over his hard abs as he stood back up. He reached down and took the condom from her, freeing that hand to explore unhindered with her other.

She gripped the sides of his opened jeans and tugged them lower, licking her lips as the head of his cock was finally revealed, peeking over the band of what looked like a snug pair of boxer briefs. She heard the tear of the condom wrapper and leaned forward while his hands were busy.

She shoved his pants farther down on his thighs and then did the same with his boxers. His cock was long and thick and she couldn’t wait to feel it inside her but she wanted to taste him first. She wanted that drop of cream that covered the slit in the head of his cock. She wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft and squeezed while she ran her tongue up the length to lick over the head and taste his pre-cum. He was heaven.

“Fuck, Dee,” he said, one hand clenched in her hair, tugging her away from him. “I’m on the edge here.”

She wanted him on the edge. Wanted him to take her hard and fast this first time. First time. Oh yeah, that sounded nice.

“Why don’t you pull the covers back while I strip and sheathe my cock?”

She pressed one more kiss and watched his abdominal muscles clench and ripple as she pulled away. She licked her lips again, tasting him on them before nodding.

He released her hair and she sat and watched for a minute as he toed off his shoes and shucked the jeans and boxers in a heap on top of them. Reaching down, he pulled first one sock and then the other off before standing back up. Their eyes clashed before hers dropped, watching as he palmed his cock and gave it a stroke and a squeeze before using his other hand to roll the condom on.

Belatedly she turned over to pull the comforter back and heard him catch his breath. She glanced back and saw his eyes fixated on her ass, which was right in front of him now that she was on her hands and knees.

“Don’t move,” he whispered. “I want you just like that.” She watched him jerk his gaze up to meet her eyes. “You okay with that?”

One hand came out to rub over her ass and dip down to finger her pussy from behind. She shuddered a breath. “Yes.”

“Back up just a bit,” he urged and his hands guided her back so that her knees were close to the edge. He moved between her legs, pressing her knees just a bit wider as he stepped into position behind her.

One hand pressed on her lower back, urging her to bend forward just a bit more and she rested her elbows on the bed, leaning down so that her face was buried in her forearms. Her hips shifted higher, better opening her to his gaze and cock.

She felt his hands on her, fingers stroking through her drenched folds as if making sure she was ready. Then she felt the head of his cock. He let his shaft glide along her wet pussy lips, adding her cream to the pre-lubed condom. He stroked her that way, letting the head bump against her clit with every stroke.

“I won’t last long this first time, Dee.” His voice was rougher, deeper. “But I’ll make it up to you. I promise.”

“Just fuck me,” she begged, surprising them both.

With a groan he let the head lodge in her opening and pressed inside her. One torturously slow thrust that continued until he filled her completely. When he was buried as deep as he could get he stopped and held still. His hands clenched at her hips and she knew she would bear his marks on her skin come morning.

“Jack,” she whispered, and her pussy clenched around him.

“Fuck,” he swore, his breath coming harder and faster. “Give me a minute, baby. Just a minute.”

She tried to hold still, even turned her right palm so that she could bury her teeth into the fleshy pad there to hold back her cries for him to move. He was close. He’d told her that. But that was okay because she was too. Her pussy clenched and released around his cock again and his hands did the same where they gripped her hips.

“Fuck,” he said.

“Yes,” she agreed.

And finally, praise Jesus, he did just that. Slow and easy at first he pumped in and out of her, never quite pulling all the way free before thrusting deep again. He was deep, so incredibly deep, and it was all she could do to muffle her screams of pleasure.

His tempo picked up, growing faster with every stroke, his cock pushing harder and impossibly deeper. She swore she could feel him all the way into her womb.

“I’m coming,” he moaned.

“Yes,” she moaned. Permission if he wanted it. Agreement if he needed it. She wanted him to come, could feel another orgasm beginning for her.

He cried out and the hard timbre washing over her sent her spiraling off the edge again into mindless pleasure. He slammed deep and stayed there, flexing his hips to the point that he lifted her knees clear off the bed and had her sliding farther down on his shaft.

She screamed, couldn’t contain it as intense pleasure and pain mixed at how deep he was inside her. She felt his release through the thin barrier of the condom and shuddered out a breath as she fought for air. She wiggled a bit and he shuddered behind her and collapsed over her back. Her knees hit the bed and his shaft began to soften with his release.

“Did I hurt you?” he panted.

“No,” she said. There had been that one brief moment when he’d lifted her knees and impaled her farther but the brief flash of pain had bled quickly into pleasure. Plus, she’d never had an orgasm like the ones he’d given her.

He stood up, pulling free of her and she slumped to the bed, sucking air. Her heart was still racing, her whole body boneless, and she marveled at the fact that he was still standing.

“Bathroom?”

“The door over there,” she managed to point a finger toward her master bath and closed her eyes as he moved in that direction. She had to catch her breath so that she could have a round two. She’d just rest for a minute, just a minute while he cleaned up.









Chapter Four

 

She’d fallen asleep. She couldn’t believe that she’d finally gotten Jack—Jack, for god’s sake—in her bed and she’d fallen asleep after having sex. Only once. She’d had him only once. And now with the morning light she was in bed alone, meaning he’d left at some point during the night. And that made him another one-night stand. With Mike, that made two. Jacey would be proud. Dee was a “ho” in the making. So why did it hurt?

She’d been the one who’d said they were all wrong, that she could have a one-night stand without her emotions playing a role. And, damn it, she could. She would. She had to shake this off. First, she had to quit wallowing in her bed and hit the shower. Then she had clothes to pick up off her living room floor and a pair of ripped panties to find.

She still smelled like sex and Jack and, if she was going to think straight, she had to wash that off. Besides, she had a plane to catch in a few hours. She had a meeting with her boss to go over his schedule for the next few months.

She loved the convenience of working from her home, setting her own hours and having all the free time she wanted, as long as she stayed on top of her boss’ schedule. She was a virtual assistant. She did all the things that a personal assistant would do in an office, only without the office. She took care of his schedule, travel arrangements, speaking engagements, projects, as well as some of his more personal things. Like sending his mom a birthday card and gift, as well as occasionally sending flowers to a woman he was moving on from. She’d worked for him since she’d graduated from school and they had a great repartee between them.

Once in a while she would need to travel and meet him at a venue but not that often. He’d been on a tour in Europe for the last six weeks and she’d overseen the entire thing from her computer at home. They used Skype when they needed to but most of the time it was through email, text, or phone conversations. She was good at her job and that meant she didn’t have to travel very much.

She pushed the covers back and gingerly stepped from the bed. She was sore, and glancing down at her hips, she smiled at the fingermark bruises where Jack had gripped her and held on. Her breasts were sore and one of them had a red hickey-type mark. She walked into the bathroom and looked in the mirror. Her appearance showed a woman who’d been well used the night before. She loved it. She hated it. She just shook her head and groaned. Sleeping with Jack was a complication she didn’t need, especially since he wouldn’t be shipping out again.

She turned and started the water running in the shower. Hot water and coffee. That was what she needed right now. And work. Work would keep her focused on other things and maybe by the time she returned on Friday she’d be able to handle her current mess better. One thing was certain, her boss would keep her busy and laughing with all the stories he’d surely have to share about Europe.

He was a dynamic guy, which was why he had so many speaking engagements across the globe. She’d sent her resume to him a week shy of graduation, her degree in marketing a given. In fact, it had been a dare from Jacey that had prompted it. Jacey was always daring her to do stuff. But that time it had worked out.

She’d thought it was a joke when she’d answered her phone and the voice on the other end had stated he was Grunwald Netherly calling for her. He wouldn’t make the call himself, right? But he had and within ten minutes she was calling him Grun as if they were old friends and agreeing to meet him in his hometown of Chicago for a personal interview.

She’d booked a hotel but he’d snuffed that idea the first night, insisting she stayed with him. He owned a huge house just outside the city, a fully staffed house. And there was no better chaperone than his mother who lived with him. Dee loved her immediately.

Grunwald, she found out, was a name that suited him. He was eccentric, flighty, temperamental and obnoxious as hell most of the time. He was also brilliant and believed in giving back. He did a lot of work behind the scenes for charities and donated money as if it was water. Which for him, it seemed to be. He came from money and made more of it.

He’d published more books than she could count, taught online classes for several local schools when it interested him and spoke all over the world on how to be a published author, the importance of self-promotion, finding an agent and any number of other things that people wanted him to talk about. The man was just brilliant and everyone loved him. Including Dee.

Jack was right. She was very lucky. She had a job she loved that earned her great money all from the convenience of her home. She traveled when she wanted to, or on rare occasions when she needed to. She’d learned more about marketing from Grun than she had her entire time in college. She grinned, thinking about how lucky she really was. She had no room to complain.

She just had to put last night behind her. Hell, the last few months behind her when it came to her love life. Or, more accurately, her sex life. She would just focus ahead and leave the past in the past. Especially the more recent past.

She sighed as she stepped into the shower. Who was she kidding? Mike, she could handle. One night with Jack and she knew that Mike was a mistake. She shouldn’t have slept with him. The sex had been good, but there hadn’t been a connection between them. He’d just realized it a lot sooner than she had. Jack on the other hand… Her nipples tightened, thinking about the feel of his mouth, his hands stroking over her flesh.

She couldn’t think about Jack right now. Not now. She would focus on work and on enjoying this trip. It couldn’t have come at a better time. If she was lucky, Grun would have some new trip for her to set up. One that would require her to travel with him for a while. That was just what she needed.

* * * * *
 

Jack walked into Jonas’ kitchen to find his sister Jacey sitting at the table. Jonas was nowhere to be found. Curious. But he had other things on his mind. Other people, or more specifically one blonde bombshell he couldn’t track down at the moment.

“Have you heard from Dee?” Jack asked his sister. “Or have any idea where she might be this afternoon?” He was tired and cranky and not being able to locate Dee wasn’t helping.

It had taken everything he had to leave Dee alone when he’d walked out of the bathroom and found her sound asleep on her bed. He’d wanted to wake her, take her again. And honestly, that had scared the hell out of him. So he’d used the excuse of letting her rest to run. He regretted that choice more and more with each moment he couldn’t find her.

“Ummm, about thirty thousand feet in the air or however high airplanes go,” Jacey said. “Have a good night, lover boy?”

“Shut up, Jacey,” he muttered. “Why’s she on a plane? Where’s she going? I thought she was a virtual secretary for some big writer?”

“So not much time for talking last night, huh?” she asked with a laugh. “Hope that’s a good thing.”

“Just answer my question, please.”

“She’s on her way to Chicago for a meeting with her boss. She’s his personal assistant and all-around girl Friday, not a secretary. He’s just back from Europe and some tour she scheduled for him over there. She’s been looking forward to seeing him and finding out how things went. The details he doesn’t share over the phone or email.”

“When does she get back?”

“Not until Friday,” Jacey said, but her expression wasn’t so carefree and relaxed now. “Why? What’s going on, Jack?”

“I just didn’t get a chance to talk to her this morning and I was trying to find her.”

“Didn’t get a chance to talk to her?” She shook her head and glared. “Please tell me that you didn’t just screw my friend and leave. Tell me my brother isn’t that big of an ass.”

“She wanted to show us that she could have a one-night stand,” he said, the only thing he could think of in his defense.

“That’s bullshit and you know it, Jack.”

“I’m not getting into this with you. Do you have her number?”

“Of course I have her number, but I’m not giving it to you until I talk to her.” She stood up and pocketed her phone to keep it out of his reach. “If you hurt her, Jack, I’ll never forgive you.”

“If I hurt her it wasn’t intentional.”

“What happened last night?”

“That’s really none of your business, Jacey. Just suffice it to say that she was sleeping when I left and I was hoping to catch her today and talk. I didn’t know she was going to be flying to Chicago.”

“You fucked her and left? No note or anything. My god, you are an asshole.”

“Don’t be crude with me, Jacey. What’s between Dee and me is between us.”

“Well, she’ll be gone until Friday so I hope you didn’t screw up too badly. That’s a long time for a girl to stew and analyze an event. Enough time to move past it if she wants to.”

“Are you going to give me her number or not?”

“Not. I’ll call her and see what she says. If she wants you to have her number then I’ll give it to you. If not…” She shrugged her shoulders at him. “Well, if not, you’ll just have to wait until she gets back. But, Jack, when you leave a woman in bed, if she’s important to you, if she matters at all, then you should always leave a note.”

With those parting words his sister walked out, leaving him to stew over everything. Fuck! He’d messed up without meaning to. Of course, this whole thing had caught him off guard. His only long-term plan was to come home and find a job, get settled into civilian life. He’d never counted on Dee, all grown-up and still wanting him.

He should have ignored it when his sister called and invited him out to have a drink at the bar. He’d thought it was a nice gesture even though Jonas had shaken his head and told him to beware. Then he’d walked in to hear those words come out of Dee’s mouth. He’d thought it cute until he’d gotten a good look at her. He hadn’t seen her much in the last five years, just pictures but she was never clearly visible.

Dee had grown up. Nicely. Incredibly. She was no longer the skinny little girl who looked at him with stars in her eyes. No, she’d looked at him with a woman’s appreciation last night. He’d been teasing and joking around with her. Then she’d said something about hooking up with a guy and going home for sex and he’d seen red. He’d told himself he was taking her home to protect her from herself. Yeah, right.

He’d been a goner the moment she’d put her feet in his lap and he’d taken them in his hands. So small and fragile and so soft his hands had ached to touch more of her. She’d turned and for a second he’d gotten a peek at her creamy thighs and a glimpse of black panties. At that point his dick had started fighting to do his thinking for him.

He hadn’t meant to have sex with her. Dee, for all her talk, was not a one-night-stand type of girl. Jacey was right. He’d known that. But he’d wanted her. She’d wanted him. And damn it, it had been a long dry spell for him. No excuse. He was stupid for touching her, tasting her. He’d been doomed the moment he’d slipped his dick in her hot little cunt.

He hadn’t lied when he’d told her how amazing her tits were. The woman was built. He could have spent hours worshipping her. Hell, he’d almost come with her the first time she’d exploded from just his mouth on her breasts. And again when he’d made her come with his mouth and fingers. She’d tasted so sweet. He could’ve licked her for hours. If his dick hadn’t been hurting with the need to come at that point.

Then she’d put her mouth on him and it had taken everything he had to hold back, to rein in the desire to just fuck that mouth of hers. He reached down and adjusted his hard-on in his jeans. Hell, just thinking about what they’d done last night was making him horny as hell.

He’d wanted more. Wanted to fuck her in every position possible and try some that might not be. He wanted to come in her mouth and then taste her orgasm on his tongue again. He’d wanted to see if she was into letting him take her anally. Christ, the woman’s ass was as spectacular as her tits. Dee was all lush curves that made a man’s thoughts head straight to the carnal. Hell, he could even understand why the gay guy had wanted her.

But when he’d walked out of her bathroom and found her sound asleep, it had snapped him out of his sex haze. On the bed, her body soft with slumber, her lips curved up with what he hoped were thoughts of him and what they’d shared, she was perfection. He’d felt a stutter in his heart. And that stutter had scared the hell out of him.

He wasn’t looking for forever. Not yet. He wasn’t ready for a wife and kids and dogs and all that stuff his mother was hoping for. Since he’d graduated from high school at seventeen he’d been a Marine. And he’d loved every moment of it. Wouldn’t change a thing. But he spent a lot of time overseas in some not so great places. There’d been women here and there but nothing that mattered.

Seeing Dee lying there had scared him because it was Dee. And, damn it, she mattered. Just the thought of her now made him hard. He wasn’t a one-night stand for her. He wasn’t sure what he was, what they were, but he knew he didn’t want to only have one night. He wasn’t ready for forever. But he was ready for right now. And right now the only woman he wanted was Dee. Now all he had to do was find a way to get hold of her. Then he’d have to figure out how to find out exactly what Dee wanted. Or more accurately what she was willing to accept from him.

He sighed. “Fuck, I’d rather be in a warzone.”

“That bad a night, huh,” Jonas said and Jack looked up.

“Where the hell have you been?” Jack asked. “And what the hell is going on between you and my sister?”

“Abso-fucking-lutely nothing,” Jonas said and Jack almost laughed at the look on his best friend’s face. If he didn’t know better, he’d think his friend was wishing differently.

* * * * *
 

Jacey pulled her phone out as soon as she reached her car. She sent Dee the first text.

Hey Dee! Have fun in Chicago with the G-man! Call me when you get a chance.

The second was to Mischa.

Something’s up. Lunch?

What had happened between Dee and Jack? What had she been thinking to set her friend up that way? What kind of friend was she? She leaned her head forward to rest on the steering wheel, wanting to beat against it instead. If Dee was hurt then Jacey was ultimately the one to blame. Jonas had told her to stop messing with other people’s lives and start fixing her own fucked-up life. She’d glared at him and told him to kiss her ass. What was wrong with him lately?

Her phone buzzed.

Café at 1?

C u there, Jacey texted back.

Maybe she’d hear from Dee before then. Hopefully she would. It was going to be a long morning. With a sigh she started her car and pulled out, deciding to head to the gym where she worked even though it was her day off. She often told her clients that hard exercise was a great way to clear your mind. Maybe she should take her own advice for a change.









Chapter Five

 

Dee spent a crazy week in Chicago. Grun had met a new woman in Europe—a younger one—and he wanted her help with a younger wardrobe and all that. Of course, he did what he wanted anyways, buying whatever tripped his fancy. Which was exactly what she encouraged anyways. If the woman was interested in him, then she was interested in him, not some younger version of him. He’d sneaked in a couple of things here and there for Dee as well, claiming he’d forgotten her birthday.

They’d gone over his upcoming schedule, the where and when of events. He had several new requests for speaking engagements and she needed to update his press packet to include the newest book that would release in another month. She’d meant to call Jacey but by the time she was done in the evenings, she was exhausted. Grun had the energy of a roomful of preschoolers. She, on the other hand, didn’t.

Then, there was the fact that he’d fired two of his house staff for taking advantage of his mother’s kindness. And rightly so, as they’d tried to steal several items. They’d been caught red-handed by the “old, crazy bitch” of the house though. Grun was more furious at the vulgarity his mother had endured than the attempted theft. Honestly, Dee was as well. Needless to say, part of the week was spent with her interviewing possible new hires, though Grun would have the final word.

So when she got up Friday morning and started packing for her flight back home she finally remembered to give Jacey a call.

“Finally, I hear from you. I was worried that Grun had finally talked you into running away with him forever.”

Dee laughed. “Never. He’d kill me, or I’d kill him. Whichever. One of us wouldn’t survive a long-term arrangement.”

“So you back in town?”

“Nope, just packing to head home. Sorry I didn’t call sooner. It’s been a crazy week.”

“G-man kept you busy, huh?” Jacey’s laugh trickled over the line.

“Exhaustingly busy,” Dee agreed. “I should be home from the airport around four, four thirty.”

“Good then you can meet Mischa and me for a late dinner and drinks tonight and tell us about your glamorous week. Say around seven?”

Dee snorted. “If I can still move when I get home, I will. As long as I don’t fall down somewhere and go to sleep.” She laughed.

“We could do lunch tomorrow if you want instead,” Jacey suggested.

“Is everything okay?” Dee asked. “Nothing happened while I was gone, did it?”

“No.” Jacey laughed it off but Dee didn’t think it rang quite true. “You know how much we look forward to hearing about your week with him. And seeing what cool gifts he bought you this time.”

“A new pair of fabulous heels,” Dee said, looking down at her feet and admiring her newest pair. Everyone knew that heels were her weakness. Her alarm beeped on her phone, reminding her that she had two hours before her flight.

“I hear your alarm,” Jacey said with a laugh.

“I have to head to the airport now,” Dee said, putting her on speakerphone while she turned the alarm off. She left Jacey on speaker, tossing her phone on the bed while she finished stowing her stuff in her bag.

“Dee, darling, can you bring me a towel?” Grun’s called from the bathroom. Her shower had been leaking this morning and of course Grun was sure he could fix it. She’d already called a repair guy and he was set to arrive in another thirty minutes, by which time she would be safely at the airport and out of Grun’s yelling range.

“Just a sec, Jacey,” Dee said. “Grun’s in the shower.” She raced to grab a handful of towels to take to him.

Grun was soaked. His shirt plastered to his chest and water dripping down his face and off his hair. Dee couldn’t contain her giggles. He looked like a drowned bear.

“If you weren’t already so deliciously dressed, I’d pull you in hear and give you a good soaking as well,” Grun told her with a shake of his head.

She tossed the towels to him. “Maybe next time,” she said and ran back into the bedroom to pick her phone up. Hitting the button to take Jacey off speakerphone, she grabbed her luggage and headed out of the room. She was down to the wire if she was going to be gone before the repair guy showed up.

“Ummm, Dee, everything okay?” Jacey asked.

“Yep, just Grun trying to persuade me to stay,” Dee said with a laugh. “I’m heading out the door now.”

“Call or text when you get in,” Jacey said.

“Will do,” Dee promised and hung up. Grun’s driver was already at the door waiting for her.

“Repairman just got here, Ms. Dee,” he told her with a wicked grin.

“Crap! He’s early. We better hurry then,” she said and gladly gave her bag over to him. Both of them practically ran out the door to the car but she swore she heard Grun’s furious bellow when they hit the end of the driveway.

* * * * *
 

Jacey hung the phone up with a haunted look. She would not jump to conclusions but, oh my god! Grun had been in Dee’s shower? She’d told Dee that she needed to sleep around, have sex, but not with her boss! And certainly not after watching her brother mope around for a week, looking more miserable by the day. Was it possible that Jack had feelings for Dee? Like romantic feelings?

She glanced at the clock. She had an hour before she had to be at work. She really wanted to talk to Jonas but that was complicated lately with her brother staying with him. Plus Jonas was being really weird. Something was up with him and she’d have to pry it out of him soon. But she had to think about Dee first. Besides she already knew what Jonas would tell her, to keep her nosy nose out of things. But this was different. She couldn’t help but feel as if the current situation was her fault.

She’d set them up, Jack and Dee. She’d meant for them to laugh, joke and, yeah, maybe have a little medicinal sex to get Mike off Dee’s mind. Plus, she’d thought maybe a night with Jack would wash Dee’s crush away. Jacey knew her brother was a love-‘em-and-leave-‘em type of guy. But he was always kind. She hadn’t doubted that he’d make Dee feel special before he moved on. So what had changed that? Jack hadn’t gone out once during the week Dee was gone. Maybe she shouldn’t have lied and told him that she’d given Dee his number. But, hell, he wouldn’t back off. So she’d lied.

Shit, maybe Jonas was right. She should just keep her nosy nose out of things. Of course, she probably should have done that from the beginning. Her mind churning, her stomach doing the same, Jacey headed out of her apartment. She’d go for a ride before work, put the windows down and let the fresh air clear her head. And pray. She definitely needed to say a prayer.

* * * * *
 

Dee pulled into her driveway and heaved a sigh of relief. She loved the occasional trip but she always missed her house, her bed. She wanted a shower, and if she timed it right, a little nap before she needed to meet Jacey and Mischa for dinner. She had six missed calls from Grun and that many voice messages as well. She knew what they were about. First he would have fired her for calling the repairman. Then he would have told her never mind, her punishment was that she would have to keep working for him. Then he would tell her to call him back. By the sixth he’d be groveling and apologetic, wanting to make sure she’d gotten home safe and that everything was fine.

She’d just let him stew for a bit longer before calling him back. Or maybe she’d just text him. She really was tired. Sitting in her car, she stared at her front door, remembering standing there with Jack. It brought her last night home back to the forefront of her mind. She wondered what he was doing? How many women he’d gone out with during the week she’d been gone?

She’d done a good job of putting him out of her mind for long periods of time while she’d been in Chicago but her heart had jumped every time her phone rang or beeped with a text. Part of her had secretly hoped he’d wanted to get her number from Jacey and would call or text her. But apparently their night together hadn’t meant all that much to him.

She wiped a tear away with her knuckle and opened her door. No tears. She was a big girl. She’d had an amazing night with Jack and that was that. She’d have to learn to make that enough. No moping, no poor me-ing.

Popping the trunk, she grabbed her bags and then, slamming it shut, headed to her front door. She was thinking how she needed to mow, trim the hedges and cut back some of the branches on her big tree when someone stepped out from behind said tree. She screamed and dropped her bags.

It was Jack.

Clutching her chest, she glared at him. “Jesus, Jack! Give a girl a heart attack, why don’t you.”

“Sorry.”

“What the hell are you doing here? And how did you get here?” She sure as hell didn’t see his truck anywhere.

“Jonas let me use his bike,” Jack said and nodded to the Harley parked across the street. She hadn’t even noticed it.

He moved toward her and picked her bags up before she could.

“So how was Chicago?”

A week with no word? She would not lose her temper on her front lawn. She would be calm and cool and collected and not lose her temper with him at all. She continued to her front door and used her key to unlock and open it, holding it wide for him to enter behind her and place her bags down.

She turned, one hand still holding the door open, smiled and opened her mouth to tell him that it had been lovely, thank you. Then she got her first really good look at him.

“Are you okay, Jack?” He looked like hell. His eyes were bloodshot and had dark circles underneath as if he hadn’t been sleeping well. His hair was a little wild, but then he had ridden a motorcycle over.

Jack paced away from her, heading toward her front room. She wasn’t sure she wanted to see him by her couch again. Too many fresh memories there. But she shut the door, flipped the lock out of habit and followed him. He was staring at her couch when she entered and when he looked over at her, she blushed. Damn it. He didn’t deserve her blush.

“What do you want, Jack?” she blurted, wrapping her arms around herself.

“Why didn’t you call me, Dee? I was sure after the night we spent that you’d call me.”

She started to ask him how the hell she was going to call him when he hadn’t bothered to give her his number but her temper snapped. He hadn’t given her anything but great sex. “I assumed when I woke up alone that was your way of saying goodbye. I didn’t see a note anywhere. Did I miss it?”

He shook his head and she swore he looked guilty. But that couldn’t be right. Not Jack. She spread her hands wide. “Then there you go. No harm, no foul. Just a night of great sex and we both move on.”

“Stop.” His voice was gruff. “Don’t pretend that I didn’t hurt you. Is that why you didn’t call me? To get back at me?”

“Yeah, Jack, I’m just a spiteful bitch that way,” Dee snorted. “I was busy working. You know, doing my job. Besides what was I supposed to do? Call information and see if I could get your number? Beg your sister to give it to me? I have a little pride, Jack.”

“Cut the crap, Dee,” he snapped. “When I asked Jacey for your number she wouldn’t give it to me. Said she had to talk to you first. When you wouldn’t let her give it to me, I made her send you mine.”

“What are you talking about? Jacey never asked me if she could give you my number. I didn’t even talk to her until this morning, Jack. I’ve been busy.”

“What?”

“Jacey told you she gave me your number?”

“Yeah,” he said and looked incredibly pissed.

She tossed her phone to him. “Check the contacts. You’re not there. I got one text from Jacey. It’s still on there. I honestly was busy and didn’t get a chance to talk to her until this morning. What are you doing?” she asked as his fingers moved over the keyboard on her phone.

“Putting my number in your contacts,” he said and tossed it back to her.

“You put yourself down as my ICE contact,” she said, glancing up from reading what he’d put in her phone.

“Boyfriends, spouses, significant others are usually the emergency contact,” he said, staring at her.

“None of which you are,” she said softly. “We had sex. You left. Then I left. End of story.” And shit, it just dawned on her that she hadn’t changed her sheets before leaving. Her bed was going to smell like sex and Jack. Neither of which would allow her to take a nap.

“You don’t just have sex, Dee,” he stated.

“I did with—”

“Don’t bring the gay guy into this,” he snapped at her. “You didn’t just have sex with me. Not with me. Your heart is in your eyes, Dee. I know that I mean more than just sex to you. That night was about more than scratching an itch you’ve had for a long time.”

She looked down at her feet, over to the window, anywhere but at him. “Why are you doing this, Jack? What do you want me to say?”

“The truth.”

“Fine,” she snapped. He wanted the truth then he could have it. “Yeah, I’ve loved you in one way or another almost my entire life. As a brother, a friend, a hero, a guy I fantasized about. And the night we spent together, on that couch, on my bed was the most amazing night of my life. I’ve kicked myself a million times for falling asleep and not having you again. But I did and you left. You left with no goodbyes, no note, no message of any kind. End of story.”

“Not the end of story,” he said, coming up to stand in front of her and forcing her to look up at him. “I left,” he snorted, shaking his head. “Hell, I ran. You terrified me.”

“Yeah, I can see how intimidating I would be to you,” she said. “All five feet, three inches of me.”

“You looked at me with stars in your eyes, with visions of happily ever after stamped all over you, and it scared the hell out of me,” he confessed. “So I ran.”

“I would have been happy with a morning after that hadn’t included waking up alone,” she whispered.

“I’m sorry,” he told her. “I didn’t mean to hurt you. I was just going to clear my head and then I promise, I was coming back. But by the time I got back you were already gone.”

“You came back?”

“Yeah,” he nodded. “But I was too late.”

“I had a plane to catch.”

“I didn’t know that,” he said. “We didn’t exactly spend a lot of time talking that night.”

She blushed, could feel it washing up her chest to cover her face in a blanket of red.

“We were a little busy doing other things.”

“What were you going to do?” Dee asked.

“What?”

“You ran. But you came back. Why? What were you going to do? Say?”

“I couldn’t stay away. The smell of you was all over me, of you and the amazing sex we’d had. Every breath I took made me think of you, your skin, your smile and that wicked mouth of yours.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, and I realized something.”

“What was that?”

“That you’d done what no one else had ever done. You made me feel something.” He cupped her face and placed a soft kiss on her lips. “I won’t lie to you and say that I love you. Because, honestly, I don’t know. I do know that I want to be with you. This week without you has been pure hell. I want to see where tomorrow takes us and the day after that. I want you.”

“You want sex with me,” she clarified.

“Fuck yeah,” he agreed. “But I want more than that, Dee. I want a chance to see where this takes us.” He moved one hand to wave between them. “No games, no lies. Just you and me, one day at a time.”

“I can handle that,” she agreed but put her hand up to press against his chest when he would have kissed her. “On one condition, Jack.”

“What’s that?” he asked.

“The next time I take you to my bed, I better not wake up alone,” she whispered.

“You won’t,” he swore and leaned in to kiss her.

She slid her hand up his chest, over his shoulder to grab the back of his neck and hold on. The man could kiss. Her nipples were tight and hard, begging for his mouth and her pussy was liquid heat.

“When do you think that might be?” he murmured after breaking the kiss and sliding his lips over her cheek to her ear. He followed the question with a nip on her earlobe that had her cunt clenching with need.

“I have plans to meet your sister and Mischa for dinner later,” she moaned. He was wicked with his mouth.

“Jacey deserves to have to wait,” he said. “She lied to me.”

“Yes, she did,” Dee agreed. She was already tugging his shirt from his jeans and pushing it over his abdomen. “I should make her wait.”

“You should bail on her,” he said, moving back to pull his shirt over his head and toss it aside.

She swallowed. If she did, she could spend the entire evening exploring Jack’s body. But Jacey was her best friend. They’d been together since walking into preschool at four. Jacey would never do anything to hurt Dee and Dee knew for a fact that Jacey loved her brother.

“I think we should both meet her for dinner,” she said instead. “Later.”

“How much later?” he asked, a wicked gleam shining in his eyes as she began unbuttoning her shirt.

“That depends,” she answered, shrugging it off and letting it drop to the floor at her feet. She loved the way his eyes lit with lust as he devoured her breasts with them.

“On what?” he asked as he reached out to cup her, squeeze her and run his thumbs over her taut nipples.

“Will you spend the night with me?” she asked, bringing his eyes back up to her face.

“Yes,” he smiled. “I’d love to.”

“Then let’s just go take the edge off,” she whispered, and taking his hand, led him toward her bedroom.









Chapter Six

 

One thing was certain. This time she was in charge of their lovemaking. When they entered her bedroom she was momentarily embarrassed. Her bed was still mussed from the last time they were in it and there were condoms spilled out on her bedside table. That wasn’t like her. It appeared that maybe she’d run as well, from the pain of rejection she’d assumed at Jack’s disappearance.

“Dee.” Her name was whispered from his lips and she looked up only to get caught in the heat of his gaze. His hand slid down to his jeans and she watched as he undid his belt and popped the button. Then she remembered all the things she wanted to do to him.

Moving forward, she grabbed him by the dangling belt and pulled him with her so he stood in front of her while she sat on the side of her bed. The bulge in his jeans was right where she wanted it. Licking her lips, she dropped her hold on the belt to tease them both with a slow tug of the zipper.

“Dee.” He groaned her name this time as she shoved the material wide and pushed it down over his hips, taking his briefs with them. She leaned forward as she continued pushing them down as far as her hands could, nuzzling his cock with her cheek and breathing in the musky scent that was all Jack.

Jack took over from there, toeing his shoes off and stepping out of his clothes, giving them a shove with his socked foot. It should be funny to see him in nothing but a pair of white socks but her focus was completely captured by his bobbing shaft and mushroomed head of his cock. There was a tiny drop of pre-cum at the tip and she flicked her tongue out to lave over it.

“Fuck,” he hissed as she popped the head in her mouth and swirled her tongue all around where it met shaft, giving it a firm suckle before letting it pop free again. She ran her lips down his cock tracing a pattern with her tongue until she was finally at the base. She nuzzled the taut sac of his scrotum and ran her tongue around it again and again. She traced around each ball, giving them a light suck, testing the waters for what he liked and didn’t.

His hands wrapped in her hair and held her close, letting her know that he wasn’t overly sensitive there and could handle her play. She kept it light, sucking, licking and exploring with her tongue before firming her tongue and stroking it just a bit more roughly just under the sac. His fingers clenched and he pulled her back from him.

She glanced up at him and took in the flush on his cheeks, the way his nostrils flared as he breathed heavily.

“How about I get up there on the bed while you finish stripping? Then we can both have a little oral play.”

Oh god, a sixty-nine. She wanted that but not just yet. “How about you get on the bed while I slip my shoes and pants off and then I’ll finish what I started?”

“Dee…”

“Please, Jack?” She saw him thinking and reminded him, reminded them both, “We have all night.”

He smiled at her and moved back. She rose from her seat on the bed and watched as he moved to lie back right in the middle of it, rearranging the pillows so that he could recline against the headboard. He reached over and snagged a condom, dropping it on the bed beside him before wrapping his fingers around his cock, giving it a squeeze before sliding his palm up and down its length.

“Your clothes,” he prompted when she just watched his hand work his cock.

She lifted one foot to rest on the bed while she undid the back zipper on her boot and slipped it off. Her other foot followed and she did the same, letting her shoes drop to the floor. She’d get them later.

“I don’t know how you walk in those, Dee, but I love the way they look on you. I never thought of shoes as sexy before, but yours… Pure sex.”

She grinned as she shimmied out of her pants.

“Do all your bras and panties match?” His voice was that deep husky timbre again.

“Yes.”

“I can’t wait to see them all.”

She definitely liked the sound of that.

Jack gave a chuckle. “You’re looking at me like I’m your last meal here, darling.”

“You’re exactly what I’d want for that,” she said and crawled onto the bed between his sprawled legs.

Leaning forward, she let her tongue lick over the inside of his knee, nipping the muscle just above and slowly working her way up to his cock and the hand that still worked it. She had to stop and cuddle his scrotum again, licking and rubbing her tongue over it before gliding up to his shaft. She licked around his fingers, over them, slipped under them as she made her way to the wet tip.

She met his eyes as she lifted up, her mouth hovering just over his cock, and pursed her lips, blowing a breath of air down onto him. He groaned and his legs shifted restlessly on the bed. Keeping eye contact, she moved low enough that she could run her tongue over the head, taking the taste of him into her mouth and savoring it like a fine wine.

“I love the way you taste, Jack.”

“You’re killing me here, Dee.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Suck it. Fuck it. At this point I’m open to anything that has it surrounded by your wet heat.”

“I can do that.”

She took his cock in her hand, taking over the stroking for him, and he dropped his hand to fist in the bedcovers beside his hips. She matched her mouth to the rhythm of her hand and began sucking, squeezing and licking him from tip to root. She took the head as far into her mouth as she could. She couldn’t take him into her throat, honestly didn’t know how to although she’d read about deep throating in several books. So she took as much as she could and let her hand handle what she couldn’t. He didn’t seem to mind.

With her free hand she reached up and traced his nipple, loving the way it was hard like hers. She knew that she enjoyed her nipples being played with and wondered if he did as well. She scraped her nail over one and when he groaned and thrust up into her mouth she realized he did. She moved that hand back and forth between his nipples, rubbing and lightly pinching them, running her fingers through the hair on his chest.

“You have to stop, Dee, or I’m going to come in your mouth.”

She wanted that, wanted to feel the splash of him in her mouth, consume more of that taste she’d been teased with. So she sucked harder, tightened her fingers and gave them a little twist as she worked up and down his shaft.

“Fuck, baby, I’m going to come.”

She felt his buttocks contract and his hips lifted up as he began thrusting into the clasp of her fingers and suction of her mouth. She tightened her lips around the head and rubbed her tongue vigorously against the sensitive notch just under the head.

Jack gave a harsh groan and moved his hands to clench in her hair, holding her where he wanted. She felt the first splash of hot liquid against the roof of her mouth and almost choked in surprise at how much there was and how far it shot. She swallowed instead and the first was immediately followed by another then another. Each jet contained less liquid and she was finally able to really taste him on her tongue, explore the flavor of him.

He tugged at her hair, urging her to release his spent cock and she couldn’t help giving another greedy suck and probe of tongue to the slit in search of more of the delicious taste of him. He groaned and the next tug was a little sharper as he pulled her away.

“It’s really sensitive right now,” he told her, releasing his fingers to run them through her hair. “It always is just after I come.”

“Sorry.”

“Nothing to be sorry about. That was one incredible blowjob.”

“I aim to please.”

“Oh you did, too well.”

She laughed. “Too well?”

“I think you drained me. Damn near killed me, but what a way to go.”

She moved up beside him, snuggling into his side. Her hand automatically went to explore through the hair on his chest, loving the feel of it against her fingers, fantasizing about it against her nipples. She didn’t realize she was rubbing her pussy against him until he slid a hand down to rub against her through her panties.

“I think that revved you up.”

“God, yes,” she agreed. Giving him a blowjob was the best foreplay she’d ever had.

He laughed. “Most men consider a blowjob the final event, not foreplay.”

Why was she always speaking her thoughts aloud with him?

“That’s okay,” she said. “We can just take up from here after dinner.”

Next thing she knew she was flat on her back with Jack looming over her. “You had your appetizer. Now it’s time for mine.”

She caught her breath as his hands slipped behind her to unfasten her bra. He pulled it forward and she lifted her arms up to help him as he tugged it off her. He tossed it to the side, his eyes seeming to eat up the sight of her naked breasts. She could feel her nipples growing harder under the heat in his gaze. Then his head lowered and, oh god, that wicked tongue flicked over one tight point.

Her turn to clench her hands in the bedcovers, searching for something to anchor her as he moved back and forth between her nipples. He had her pressing her thighs together in a vain attempt to quiet the demands of her needy pussy. His lips wrapped around her nipple, sucking greedily before his teeth gave a nip. Then he would flick his tongue all over it and blow a soft breath of air before moving over to her other one. He was driving her crazy.

“Jack,” she moaned his name. She wanted that mouth on her pussy, his lips and tongue plying their magic on her clit.

“I love your tits, Dee. I could spend forever right here and be a very happy man.”

“Later,” she promised. “Spend forever later.”

He laughed and gave the nipple he was currently laving a sharper nip with his teeth. This had her crying out as a lightning flash seemed to travel down from that point to her womb and send a rush of liquid to coat the lips of her pussy. His mouth traveled the smoldering path, nipping and licking over her belly. He paused just long enough to peel off her panties, then positioned himself between her thighs, spreading them wide around him.

One hand spread her labia and his tongue immediately ran over her.

“I must be starting with dessert,” he whispered, licking her. “I swear, nothing could taste as sweet as your pussy.”

“Oh god,” she moaned as he finally rubbed over her swollen clit with his tongue.

“Just Jack,” he said with a chuckle.

She giggled but it was cut short when he wrapped his lips around her and sucked her clit. His finger rimmed her opening and then sank deep inside her, rubbing along her clenching walls. He added a second finger and bent the tips just enough to allow for him to rub all along her channel with each thrust. All playing was gone as he worked her with his mouth, his fingers, coaxing her up higher and higher toward orgasm.

He pulled his mouth from her clit, replacing it with his fingers and thumb, keeping it hard, aroused and on edge while he moved down to lick at her spilling juices. He turned and bit gently at the inside of her thigh while continuing to fuck her with his fingers and her hands flew up to wrap in his hair. She wanted that mouth back on her pussy, eating her. He complied eagerly, increasing the speed and roughness of his finger-fucking and pinching and tugging at her clit. His tongue licked over her, gathering her flowing juices.

She came with a scream, grinding her pussy into his mouth as she rode the crashing wave of release. And he took it, didn’t pull away from her. His fingers left her only to be replaced by his much smaller tongue and he fucked her with that, his lips sucking her. She came back slowly, easing her hips back down to the bed and he helped by softening his lips, tongue, switching to soft kisses against her spent flesh.

“You are so amazing,” she sighed.

“You rejuvenate me,” he said and snagged the condom before rising to his knees between her thighs.

His cock was hard and thick again, ready for action.

“Nice recovery.”

He laughed. “You inspire me.”

“I like that.”

He rolled the condom on and she bent her knees, moving them out a bit wider as he lowered to her. They both watched as he fit his cock to her pussy and eased inside. They both groaned at the pleasure shared. She lifted her legs to hold his hips and he lowered to kiss her softly on the mouth. He tasted of her and she felt naughty for enjoying it.

He moved slow and easy, no rush, just heat and passion and the building of something more. She could feel it in that moment, see it in the way he looked at her. He wanted her, that was obvious. But it was more than that. He looked at her as a man looked at a woman who mattered. It wasn’t a sex look. It was a shared look, as if they had a secret from everyone else. She’d waited her entire life to experience that look. And now, here she was sharing it with Jack, in her bed with him moving inside her.

This was a beginning. He wanted her, wanted tomorrow with her. He said he couldn’t say that he loved her yet but she felt that she was already in love with him. Maybe that came from the unrequited love for him she’d had as a girl. She didn’t know. All she knew was that she was going to hold on to him as long as he let her and if forever was down the road for them, well, she’d take it. No more jacking around searching for Mr. Perfect. She grinned at that thought. Well, no more jacking around with anyone but Jack.

“What’s that grin for?”

“I’m just happy,” she told him, thankful that she’d at least managed not to blurt that thought out loud.

“Me too,” he agreed. “I’m absolutely dee-lighted,” he added with a grin.

Hmmm, so maybe she did say it out loud. It didn’t matter. He picked up speed and she reached up to play with his nipples. Her moans and his groans were all the conversation they shared as they moved together. When she reached orgasm this time it was a softer journey, a slower, gentler wave that carried her in its wake. She squeezed around him, gripping him with the walls of her pussy and milking release from him.

He stayed over her for a long moment, elbows locked, hips pressed tight to hers as he pulsed and throbbed inside her. Then slowly he lowered to rest on her, shifting just enough that his head rested on her left.

“I’ll move in just a minute. I swear.”

She hugged him close, loving the feel of him over her, on her, still inside her. “Take your time. I like feeling you like this.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

She let her legs slide down, releasing her grip and sprawling them out on the bed. A girl could definitely get used to this.

“Let’s not wait a week before doing this again.”

He laughed and they both groaned as he rolled over, slipping free of her and lying on his back beside her.

“How about after dinner?” he teased her.

“I might be able to wait that long,” she teased back.

He groaned and closed his eyes, making her laugh. Until she looked at the clock.

“We have exactly an hour to meet your sister and Mischa for dinner. I’m going to go get in the shower.”

“Mind if I join you?” he murmured.

“Sure,” she agreed. “You’re too worn out to do more than wash anyways,” she added with a wicked grin.

“Is that a challenge?” he asked, his eyes flying open.

“No,” she shook her head vigorously. “We literally only have an hour, Jack.”

She bounced out of the bed and turned to head toward her master bath. “I’ll get the water started. Join me when you’re ready.”

She could feel his eyes glued to her ass as she walked away and she smiled.









Chapter Seven

 

They barely made it to the restaurant in time. As it was she’d made him drop her off at the door while he went to park her car. He’d tried to talk her into taking Jonas’ motorcycle but she’d promised him they could do that later. He’d have to take the bike back to Jonas anyway and pick up his truck. She would go with him. She’d fantasized once or twice about doing things to Jack—with Jack—in his big truck. Maybe she could play one out tonight.

He’d tried to get frisky in the shower but she’d managed to be almost washed by the time he joined her and she jumped out quickly to start drying her hair while he finished. Of course when she’d turned the blow-dryer off and walked into her bedroom she’d caught him wearing nothing but a towel around his hips and it took her back to the first time she’d seen him like that. He played a starring role in every fantasy she’d had since then. From the tame ones of a young girl awaiting her first real kiss to those of a young woman who’d already had her first taste of sex and wanted more.

“Keep looking at me like that and we’ll be lucky to leave this room tonight,” he’d said and dropped the towel to show that his cock was starting to chub up at her interest.

She’d quickly turned to her closet to pull out clothes, stopped at her dresser to get a new bra and panty set and then gone back into the bathroom to get dressed. No use in tempting them both more by dropping her towel in front of him. It promised to be an amazing night.

She snapped out of her thoughts as Jacey hollered her name across the room. She waved at the hostess and pointed toward her seated friends to indicate she was joining them. She hadn’t told them yet that Jack was joining them but thankfully they were already at a table with four chairs.

“Hey,” Mischa said as soon as she joined them. “This trip must have been fantastic. You’re practically glowing.”

“You could say this was the best trip I’ve ever taken,” Dee agreed with a smile. “You feeling okay, Jacey?”

Jacey looked positively green, as if she was going to be sick.

“Ummm, Dee…” Jacey began and then she seemed to lose all her color as her eyes caught on something behind Dee.

Dee turned to see Jack walking in. He was gorgeous. Her eyes were glued to him as he walked to their table to join them. She was certain that hers weren’t the only eyes watching him. He just commanded attention. He dropped to the seat beside her and draped an arm over the back of her chair.

“You’re in so much trouble,” he said by way of greeting.

Putting a hand over her mouth, Jacey bolted, heading in the direction of the restroom.

“What the hell is that about?” Jack said, looking at her and Mischa.

“Mischa?” Dee questioned, shrugging her shoulders at him.

“She’s worked herself up into a hot mess over you two this week,” Mischa said. She pointed her finger at Dee. “You never called her back so she had nothing but her imagination to fill her in.” She pointed at Jack. “And you wouldn’t leave her alone with your constant demands for Dee’s number. She was going to ask Dee but then she didn’t hear from her. You kept pushing so she lied and said she’d given it to Dee, hoping to talk to Dee before she got back. But then you called in the middle of stuff.” She gestured with her eyes as if Dee should know what she was referring to.

“I was finishing packing to come home,” Dee said. “It was the first chance I had to call her.”

“According to Jacey that wasn’t all you were in the middle of,” Mischa muttered, glancing between Dee and Jack.

“What are you talking about? I swear I was packing, that was it.”

“Do you really want me to say something in front of him?”

“Hell yeah,” Jack answered for her. “No way am I missing this.”

Dee nodded in agreement.

“Jacey said that she heard Grun call out for you to bring him a towel and that you said he was in the shower and you’d be right back.” Dee could feel Jack tense up beside her and she slipped her hand down to squeeze his thigh. “She even said that she heard him say that if you weren’t already dressed he’d pull you in with him and give you a good soaking. That you laughed and promised ‘next time’.”

Dee burst out laughing. She laughed so hard that she had tears flowing down her cheeks and had to hold her sides. Jack was looking at her with a lifted brow but at her laughter his tension had left. Mischa was looking at her as if she was a crazy woman, which was the look she was getting from several other patrons as well. She pulled herself together and finally managed to speak.

“The shower was leaking in my bathroom. Grun decided he could fix it.”

Mischa snorted a laugh and Dee knew it was from all the stories she’d shared with her friends about his attempts to play handyman.

“He managed to make it worse and soak himself in the process. I’d already called a repairman and was trying to flee before he arrived.”

“Oh god.” Mischa snorted another laugh.

“Why didn’t he shut the water off first?” Jack asked.

“Because he’s Grun,” Mischa said at the same time that Dee did. They both started laughing again.

Dee tried to explain. “My boss is brilliant when it comes to most things. But he can’t fix anything around the house. He has a way of making them worse than they were to begin with. Mr. Fix-It he is not.”

“So Jacey thought you were having sex with your boss?” he questioned and she could easily read below the surface of that question. He wanted to know if there had ever been a time when she had or had wanted to that would make Jacey’s thoughts leap that direction.

“Never,” she assured him. “You’ll have to meet Grun. Then you’ll understand.”

“Is he gay?” Jack asked.

“No,” Dee stated.

“Yeah, you don’t seem to be a good judge of that,” Jack said and there was no doubt what or who he meant by that.

Mischa was the one laughing hard now.

“I better go check on Jacey,” Dee said, shaking her head at them.

“We’ll order drinks and an appetizer while you’re gone,” Mischa said. “Hurry back.”

“We already had an appetizer,” Jack quipped. Dee flushed a deep red and Mischa looked at them and grinned.

“Yeah, Clint and I do that a lot,” she said referring to her husband. She looked at Dee and winked, letting her know that she knew exactly what Jack was referring to. “It sure works up an appetite.”

Jack’s chuckle followed her as she moved away, taking the same path as Jacey. She pushed through the doors and saw her friend sitting on the couch, her eyes red, tear tracks drying on her face. As Dee walked in fresh tears began.

“Jacey.” She rushed to her friend’s side and pulled her in for a hug. “What is the matter with you?” It wasn’t like Jacey to get this worked up. It had to be about more than Jack and her.

“I’m so sorry, Dee,” Jacey cried. “I’m so sorry. I should have called and called and called until you answered. But I didn’t, and I lied, and I’ve ruined everything. You guys are going to hate me!”

“Jack and I are fine,” Dee said, pulling back from her friend. “I’m sorry I didn’t call you back sooner. You shouldn’t have lied to him about giving me his number but neither of us would ever hate you, Jacey.”

“But what about Chicago? Grun?”

“He was trying to fix the leaking shower in the room I was staying in. I’m sure you can imagine how well that went,” she added with a laugh.

Jacey snorted a laugh and then hiccupped. “I bet.” She looked as if she was going to cry again for a minute. “I didn’t screw things up for you and my brother, did I? I think he really likes you, Dee. I’ve never seen him go that crazy before. He was a bear while you were gone.”

Dee laughed. “He was waiting on my doorstep when I got home.”

“He was?”

“Yeah, and after he scared the hell out of me, we went inside and talked.”

“Talked?”

“You really want me to tell you sex details that involve your brother?”

Jacey looked a little green again. “God, no. I just want you to be happy, Dee. Jack too.”

“We talked. We’re going to see where things go. No promises. Just one day at a time.”

“Are you sure you’re okay with that?”

“Yeah, I am. With Jack, I am.”

“If he hurts you, we’ll strip him naked, cover him in honey and stake him over a black ant hill. Pinky swear.” Jacey held her right pinky out to Dee.

“Pinky swear,” Dee agreed with a laugh and wrapped her finger around Jacey’s.

“Best friends?” Jacey asked.

“The bestest,” Dee vowed. “What else is going on, Jacey? Those tears can’t all be for me and Jack.”

“Jonas,” Jacey said and Dee wondered if her friend had finally figured out that he was in love with her.

“What about Jonas?” Dee prompted when Jacey didn’t continue.

“He’s weird lately. We’ve been friends for almost ten years now. I’ve always been able to talk to him about anything, he’s like a male version of you. But lately it’s like he doesn’t want anything to do with me. In fact, he told me that since Jack was staying with him maybe I should stop showing up whenever I wanted and to knock first.”

“Wow, you don’t say,” Dee tried hard to keep a straight face. Sounded as if Jonas was finally fed up with his “friend” status.

“Do you think I’m wrong for being upset by that?” Jacey demanded, all traces of her tears gone as anger took over instead.

“Nope,” Dee said, playing devil’s advocate. “I know for a fact that Jack won’t be there tonight. I think you should go over and confront him. Find out what’s going on.”

“Really?” Jacey seemed happy with that idea—too happy—which made Dee have second thoughts.

“Only if you’re ready to listen to him. Can you handle it if he says that he doesn’t think you two should be friends anymore?”

Jacey’s eyes went wide. “Do you think that’s what’s going on?”

Yeah, Dee did. But she was also convinced that Jonas had wanted to be more than friends with Jacey for a long time. “I don’t know, Jacey. I’m just saying if you confront him then you have to make sure you’re ready for whatever he says. It may not be what you want to hear.”

“You’re right.” Jacey nodded.

“I’m here if you need to talk,” Dee promised. “And Mischa’s going to kick our asses for having this conversation without her.”

Jacey laughed. “Yeah, she will.”

Just then the door pushed open and Mischa entered, shaking her finger. “I’m going to kick your asses if you’re in here having a serious conversation without me.”

Dee and Jacey went off into gales of laughter while Mischa just stood and looked at them. “You both better hurry up. Jack’s been chomping at the bit since you left the table, Dee. I told him I’d go check on you two before he marched back here to do it himself. That man seems to be bitten by the Dee bug.”

“Yeah,” Dee agreed with a smug grin.

“Good for you,” Mischa said and pulled her to her feet and into a tight hug. “About time.”

“Now let’s go. Drinks and appetizers will be on the table when we get back.” Mischa winked at Dee and they both grinned.

Laughing and grinning, they made their way back to the table. Dee met Jack’s eyes and she swore everything else faded away. The man stole her breath.

She bumped into someone and automatically apologized. Tearing her gaze from Jack, she saw it was Mike and the girl he’d been with the week before. He looked embarrassed to see her and it made her sad. He’d really been a great friend.

“Hi, Mike,” she greeted him with a genuine smile. “Good to see you again.” She turned to his date. “Dee,” she offered and held out her hand.

“Tabby,” the other woman said and glanced quickly at Mike.

“Nice to meet you,” Dee said. “You two have a great evening.” And she really meant it.

“Thanks,” Mike said and ushered his date away.

Mischa and Jacey had moved on to the table and Dee joined them just in time to here Mischa say, “Hey, there’s Jonas. I didn’t know he was dating anyone.”

Dee turned to see Jonas entering with a very beautiful redhead at his side who was talking a mile a minute. Oh shit went through her head as she quickly turned back to Jacey.

She was pissed. That was easy to tell. Dee could practically see the steam billowing from Jacey’s ears. She glanced back toward the door and Jonas just in time to see him realize they were all there. She almost choked when Jack waved at Jonas and motioned that he could come over and sit with them.

Jonas just lifted a hand in greeting and seemed to almost attack the hostess when she arrived to seat him.

“Wonder what that’s all about?” Jack said and Dee almost laughed.

“Fucking asshole,” Jacey said.

“Jacey,” Dee said.

“I’m glad things worked out for you two despite my idiocy,” she said, coming to her feet beside the table. “I’ve lost my appetite. I’ll catch you guys later.” She threw a five down on the table and stomped off.

“Did I miss something?” Jack asked, looking around no doubt in search of what had prompted Jacey’s comment and exit.

“About time she woke up,” Mischa said. “Good for him.”

Dee sort of agreed but still she didn’t want Jacey hurt. “Hopefully it’s not too late.”

“Only herself to blame if it is,” Mischa said matter-of-factly, but Dee could see the worry there too.

“What are you two talking about?” Jack demanded.

Mischa shook her head but Dee leaned into him, kissing him on the cheek and whispering. “Tell you later.”

“Thought we had plans for later,” he whispered back.

“Yeah,” she agreed, her mouth breaking into a big smile. “We so do.”

He leaned closer and kissed her. No chaste touching of mouths but a deep, wet kiss that had tongues clashing and rubbing and her panting when he finally pulled away.

“Damn,” Mischa said. “I’m almost on fire all the way over here.” She patted her hands over her arms, face and hair. “I think I might even be singed just a bit.”

Dee giggled and smiled at Jack. She couldn’t wait to get home.

“Me too,” Jack agreed.

Yeah, she was practically on fire too. And she couldn’t wait to burn even hotter.
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