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What Friends Are For

Lacey Thorn



Book 2 in the Girls Night Out series.



Friends can make the best lovers. Or at least that’s what
Jacey decides when she finally takes that step with her longtime friend Jonas.
He knows her, what she likes, what she wants, what she needs. Maybe even better
than she does. But Jonas isn’t willing to settle for just a sexual relationship
when Jacey finally comes around. He wants more. He wants it all. And this time
he won’t give up until they’re much more than friends.
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Chapter One



“Fuck him.”

“You don’t mean that, Jacey,” Dee stated. “You and Jonas
have been friends for a long time now.”

“That was before he decided I should take a hike.”

“That’s not what you told us he said.” Mischa snorted. “I
believe the man just asked you to knock instead of barging in. Your brother is
sort of living there.”

Jacey laughed. “He might as well be living with Dee at this
point. Good grief it’s only been a couple of weeks and you two are practically
joined at the hip.”

“Yeah,” Dee agreed with a grin.

“She’s got that great-sex glow,” Mischa said.

“Oh, hell, yeah,” Dee nodded.

“And I so don’t want to hear about sex with my brother on
GNO,” Jacey groaned before grinning wide. “However, he’s my brother, so of
course he’s incredible and all that. It’s a family thing.”

“Really, when was the last time you had sex, Jacey?” Mischa
asked.

“I’ve been busy.”

“You’ve never been too busy for sex.” Dee snorted. “I don’t
remember you mentioning anyone since we saw Jonas out to dinner with that
redhead.”

“Yeah, wasn’t that when you walked out in a snit?” Mischa
smirked.

“I did not have ‘a snit’,” Jacey snapped. “I just lost my
appetite seeing him try so hard, that’s all.”

“Try so hard on what?” Dee pressed. “Having fun? Going out?
Living his life?”

“Isn’t that what you’ve been teasing him to do forever?”
Mischa added.

“Whatever,” Jacey muttered. “What happened to the rule about
no picking at each other on girls’ night? Does that one not exist if it’s me?”

“Yep,” Dee agreed.

“Yes,” Mischa said at the same time, making them all laugh.

“Seriously, Jacey,” Dee spoke as soon as the laughter
quieted down. “Just take a little bit of time and think about why this is
really bothering you.”

“Think about it and then do something,” Mischa added.

“Trust me,” Jacey said, looking incredibly sad, “I’ve
thought about very little else for the last two weeks. I just don’t know what
to do.”

“What?” Mischa slapped her hand on the table. “You always
know what to do.”

“This is different,” Jacey said.

“How is this different?” Dee asked.

“Because it matters,” Jacey confessed with a sigh. “Damn it,
Jonas matters. I don’t want to lose him as a friend.”

“And how many times have you stopped over to see him in the
last two weeks?” Dee wanted to know.

“None,” Jacey admitted.

“Then seriously, Jacey, what have you got to lose?” Mischa
asked softly, putting her hand out to rub her friend’s arm.

“You still have the key to his place, don’t you?” Dee asked
and Jacey nodded. “Then use it.”

“I don’t think he wants me to.”

“Did the man take the key back?” Mischa demanded.

“No.”

“Enough said then,” Mischa stated. “If he didn’t want you
there, he’d have snatched that key back or changed the locks.”

“What if I walk in on him with someone?” Jacey sighed.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” Mischa demanded. She
reached out and tapped her fingers against Jacey’s head. “Hello? Is the real
Jacey in there? Can she come out and play because this insecure whiny bitch is
getting on my damn nerves.”

They all laughed again and for the first time that evening
Jacey started to feel more like herself.

“You’re right. I either need to do something or move on.”

“So what are you going to do?” Dee asked when she realized
Jacey wasn’t going to elaborate.

“I’ll let you know tomorrow,” Jacey said with a laugh. “Now,
doesn’t someone have an anniversary coming up?”

Mischa seemed to practically glow. “One year the end of the
month. I can’t believe I’ve been married to the perfect man for an entire
year.”

“He does seem pretty awesome,” Dee agreed.

“Yeah, I kind of wondered if we would have to do GNO without
you once you got married,” Jacey confessed. “I was afraid once he got the ring
on, things would change.”

“Nah, he loves it when I have girls’ night,” Mischa said.
“Besides it gives him a free night to go hang with his buddies and do guy
stuff.”

“True.” Jacey nodded.

“So I have this really wild, kinky idea for our one-year
anniversary.” Mischa leaned in to the table to tell them. “A weekend away at
this cabin I found and I already put a deposit on. Now I just need you two to
help me shop for some fun stuff to take with me.”

“Fun stuff? Please tell me this will involve a trip to our
favorite toy store,” Dee said. “I could use a few new things myself.”

“Not going there,” Jacey said, looking at Dee, but she was
grinning nonetheless. “What kind of fun things do you have in mind? Tell us
everything!”

“Well, I’m thinking this is as good a time as any to play
out some of our sex talk fantasies,” Mischa said.

“Fantasies are good,” Dee said. “I have a few myself.” She
looked at Jacey and laughed as her friend buried her face in her hands and
groaned. “A few I will refrain from sharing.”

“Bless you, my friend,” Jacey said and they all laughed
again.

“So what are we looking for?” Jacey asked Mischa. “What kind
of fantasies are you talking about?”

“And is Clint going to kill you for telling us?” Dee asked
with a laugh.

“Please, girl, we’re married. My man knows I share
everything with you two. Hell, at this point he asks me what you guys said!”

They all laughed again.

“He’s a good guy, Mischa,” Dee said.

“A total keeper,” Jacey agreed.

“I think so.” Mischa smiled. “Now about these fantasies.”

The waitress arrived then with fresh drinks and food. At
this point she knew that it didn’t matter who she gave what plate as they
always passed and shared everything. That was why they all ordered something
different and at least one of them ordered whatever they saw that was new on
the menu.

“Oh my god, this is so good,” Jacey moaned as she popped a
stuffed mushroom in her mouth.

“So dinner, shopping and then the bar?” Dee asked.

“Sounds good to me,” Jacey mumbled around a full mouth,
making them all laugh again.

“Sounds like a plan,” Mischa agreed.

* * * * *

Dee and Mischa waved as Jacey pulled out of the parking lot
at the bar. They’d all done some serious shopping, letting Mischa’s fantasy
list inspire them.

“Do you think she’s heading home?” Dee asked.

“As many times as you said that Jack was waiting for you at
your house, I’m hoping that she goes to see Jonas.”

“Well, I just wanted to let her know that her brother wasn’t
staying with Jonas tonight.”

“Do you think he’s with someone?”

“No, Jack said Jonas is a moody ass lately. He hasn’t been
out since the redhead and according to Jack, Jonas said it was a bad idea.”

“Well, duh.” Mischa snorted. “You can’t go out with one
woman when all you do is think about another one.”

“Not fair to any of them,” Dee agreed.

“Man, I just want to smack them both upside the head and
tell them to quit being stupid,” Dee said and Mischa went off into peals of
laughter. “What?”

“I’ve felt that way for over a year now,” Mischa told her.
“Welcome to the world of happiness and being with the man you love.”

“Yeah.” Dee smiled. “I’ve been trying not to say the words
though.”

“Why not?”

“He’s just not ready yet,” Dee said.

“Meaning, he’s not ready to say them. But, honey, everyone
knows you’re in love with that man.”

“I know, but I’m trying not to make him feel pressured into
feeling like he has to say them in return. Is that silly?”

“No, honey. It’s definitely not silly. And when he sees
what’s in that bag of yours, he just might be moaning the words by the end of
night.”

Dee giggled. “My one bag has nothing on your three bags!”

“My man won’t know what hit him.” Mischa grinned wickedly.

“I can’t wait to hear all about it.” Dee snickered.

“I can’t wait to experience it,” Mischa said. “The next few
weeks will be the longest of my life, even longer than the ones leading up to
our wedding.”

“Better tell him that you rented a cabin so he doesn’t plan
something.”

“He knows and he knows I have more planned. He keeps
commenting on the wicked light in my eyes.”

They both laughed.

“Are you planning to drive by Jonas’ and see if Jacey’s car
is there?” Dee asked and they both laughed again.

“Hell, yeah,” Mischa said.

“Me, too.” Dee nodded.

“I say we give her at least ten minutes to get out of her
car.”

“At least.” Dee grinned. “If he’s there, and she finally
decides to go inside, I hope she rocks his world.”

“Oh, honey,” Mischa said, “I hope that man rocks hers.”





Chapter Two



Jacey sat in her car and stared up at Jonas’ window. The
light was on. His car was in the drive but his motorcycle was gone. She had no
idea if that meant he was gone or if he’d loaned it to her brother or another
friend, or if it was in the garage. A shadow moved at the window and the
curtain shifted aside. Definitely Jonas. He was home.

Her phone rang, making her jump. She looked down at it and
wasn’t surprised to see Jonas’ name on the ID. She was busted. She slid her
finger across the screen to answer and put it to her ear.

“You planning to sit out there all night, Jacey?” His voice
was that deep timbre that she’d always associated with safety and comfort.
She’d missed hearing that voice. “Jesus, I’m feeling stalked here.”

That made her laugh. “I wasn’t sure if I was welcome.”

A sigh. That was what came over the line. “What do you want,
Jacey?”

“To talk.”

“I’m tired, Jacey. Go home.” And the son of a bitch hung up
on her.

“You did not just fucking hang up on me,” she yelled at her
phone. She was good and pissed now. He was tired? Well, fuck that. She wanted
to talk and by god he was going to fucking listen to her.

She slammed her car door and when the curtain moved again
she couldn’t control the impulse to flip him off as she moved toward his house
and the outside stairs that led up to his porch. He should have taken the key
away if he didn’t want to talk to her. He was tired! Well, bully for him. He
could wake the fuck up.

The door opened as soon as she reached it and Jonas filled
the space. His brown waves were mussed as if he’d been running his fingers
through them as he often did when he was agitated. His brown eyes were a deep
chocolate shade behind his glasses, and if she wasn’t mistaken, he’d been
drinking. He still had on the slacks she was sure he’d worn to the office that
morning but his shirt was unbuttoned and hanging untucked and wide open,
revealing a chest that no computer geek should have.

God, how had she been so blind? How had she not realized
that Jonas meant more to her than a mere friend? And when had that changed?
When had her feelings for him changed? Because, honestly, she didn’t know. She
just knew that when he said she should find someone else to discuss her love
life with, it had hurt. Then when she’d seen him with that redhead, well, she’d
seen red. And she hadn’t been looking at the bimbo’s hair.

“I told you to go home.” Jonas’ voice washed over her and
she shivered, her nipples getting tight and hard. She wasn’t missing the way he
made her feel now.

“Well, good for you,” she said and shoved past him into his
house. “But I want to talk.”

She turned around when she was safely inside only to see him
still holding the door open. “Shut the door, Jonas, before you let the flies
in. Besides, I’m not sure you want the neighbors to hear what I’ve got to say.”

He slammed the door and flipped the lock before moving away
from her. She followed him to the kitchen and took in the dishes in the sink,
the clutter on the counters and the open bottle of whiskey and glass on the
table. Jonas was neat. Jonas was tidy. Jonas didn’t drink all that often.

“What’s going on Jonas? Everything okay?” she asked, really
concerned.

“Everything’s perfect,” he said, plopping down into his
chair and lifting the whiskey glass to his lips for a sip. “Abso-fucking-lutely
perfect.”

“Jonas, you can tell me,” Jacey said. “We’re friends.”

“Friends,” he muttered and she watched the glass lift for
another longer sip. “You wanted to talk, so talk. Who’s the guy this time,
Jacey? What’s wrong with him? Did he suck in bed? Was his dick too small?
Didn’t he satisfy you?”

Jacey blanched at his candor. Oh god. Had she destroyed any
chance of going further with him by talking to him about her sex life? Did she
really talk like that with him? Usually she said those things to Dee and Mischa
but she did feel safe and comfortable with Jonas, she just hadn’t realized why
until he’d pulled away.

“There isn’t a guy, Jonas,” she said.

“Wow, the amazing sex machine called Jacey is taking a
little fuck break,” Jonas muttered then chuckled. “What will the male
population do?”

“You might as well have just called me a whore,” she said
quietly.

“Well, if the shoe fits,” he muttered again and she rose to
her feet.

“Fuck, Jacey, I’m sorry,” Jonas said, coming to his feet
beside her and grabbing her arm to keep her from leaving. “I told you I was
tired and apparently I’m a fucking douche bag as well.”

“Yeah, you are,” she agreed.

“Just go home, Jacey,” he said. “Before I say something else
that attempts to destroy any friendship we have left.”

“I can’t,” she whispered. If she left now she might not have
the courage to come back. She’d been the one to tell him about her conquests,
laughing as she described having sex with another guy. She was an idiot. And if
he told her to get the hell out when she was done, then she would. It would
kill her to walk away but she would.

He sat back down and lifted the glass. “Then stay at your
own risk. I’m not going to pussyfoot around with you when I told you now wasn’t
the time.”

“I understand,” she said, sitting beside him again at the
table.

They sat for a few minutes in silence. Jacey had never seen
Jonas like this. It was blowing her mind.

“Jacey,” Jonas said as he emptied his glass and reached for
the bottle. “You better talk soon.”

“Why are you drinking?” she blurted.

“You came all the way over here on a Friday night, a night I
know is girls’ night, to ask me why I’m sitting in my house drinking?”

“No, I’ve just never seen you drink like this,” she said.

“There’s a lot you’ve never seen,” he muttered and took
another sip.

“So show me,” she whispered and finally, he met her eyes.

“Don’t,” he said.

“Why not?” she countered.

“Trust me. You don’t want to go there. Not now. Not
tonight.”

“Why not tonight?”

“Because I’m not in the mood to play games with you
tonight.”

“Too bad. Girls’ night included a toy store visit and I
picked something up.”

“Go find someone to play with then, Jacey.”

“I’m trying to.”

“Don’t, Jacey. Just don’t. I’m not going to be one of your
bed buddies for a night.”

“Why? I know you want me,” she blurted.

“So, you finally opened your eyes, huh? Well, good for you,
Jacey. Chalk me up to another male conquest and just go home.”

“I’m not leaving, Jonas. So you can either deal with me or I
can sit here and watch you drink.”

“You wouldn’t like the way I’d deal with you,” he muttered,
standing and taking his glass to the sink where, with a sigh, he dumped the
whiskey out. “You’ve ruined a really good buzz.”

“Maybe I’d enjoy the way you’d deal with me,” she said,
coming to her feet and moving over to stand behind him.

He turned around, his eyes blazing. At
five-foot-eight-inches, she wasn’t that much shorter than he. In fact their
bodies aligned perfectly. He had a longer torso than she so their legs were the
same length, making the important parts align just right. She glanced down at
his slacks where there was definitely something growing.

“Sizing me up?” he said and her eyes flew back up to his
face.

Damn it. Enough was enough. “Yeah, I’m sizing you up,
Jonas.” She moved into him, not stopping until they were touching, her breasts
against his chest, her pussy nudging the growing bulge in his pants.

“Back off, Jacey,” he grunted. His nostrils flared and his
hands gripped the counter behind him so tightly that his knuckles were white.
But she could feel his cock at full mast now and damn it felt good.

“Or what?” she asked. “Are you going to discipline me,
Jonas? Gonna spank my ass until it’s nice and red?” She reached out to shove
his shirt off his shoulders, trapping his arms at his sides, and scraped her
nails over his chest. “Is that what you want to do to me?” she purred and
rubbed her hot cunt along his clothed cock.

“Fuck it,” he said. “I tried, Jacey, I really tried.” Then
he was shoving away from the counter and his shirt was on the floor. She found
herself backed against the wall with him plastered against her. “No more Mr.
Nice Guy. Tonight I’m going to take what I want.”

“Yes,” she moaned in agreement as his lips found her neck
and he began sucking and licking along the column. “Tonight you’re mine,” he
stated and nipped her jaw with his teeth, making her cry out. “Say it, Jacey.
Say you’re mine,” he ordered.

“I’m yours,” she agreed, hungry for his kiss.

“Anything I want, any way I want,” he said.

“Yes,” she agreed.

“Good,” he said, and nodding, he grabbed her hand and pulled
her out of the kitchen, heading down the hall to the stairs that led to his
bedroom. She’d been in there before. But not like this, not with the intention
of sex. They were up the stairs in a blur and at his bedroom door.

He stopped then and turned back to look at her. “Be sure,
Jacey. Be very sure,” he told her.

“I’m sure,” she nodded.

He opened the door and set her away from him as he shut it.
He leaned back against it, crossing his arms and looking at her. He was
incredibly sexy wearing nothing but his slacks, chest and feet bare. God, he
was sheer perfection. She licked her lips in anticipation of seeing him naked.

“All right, Jacey.” He broke into her thoughts. “Strip.”





Chapter Three



Jacey gulped. “Strip. Just like that?”

“Scared, Princess?” he asked with a smirk and she knew he
didn’t think she’d do it. He was purposely trying to piss her off or scare her
into leaving. Not fucking happening.

“Fuck you, Jonas,” she said.

“Exactly what I have in mind,” he agreed and the wicked
gleam in his eyes had her pussy so wet she bet her panties were soaked. Who
knew Jonas had such a dominant side? She hadn’t, that was for sure. But, god,
he was turning her on.

She reached for the hem of her shirt and lifted it over her
head, tossing it to the floor. Jacey undid the snap and zipper on her jeans and
shimmied her hips until they slid down enough for her to sit on the side of his
bed. She bent to take her sneakers off first, making sure her breasts dangled
just right in her bra. Jacey heard him catch his breath and felt smug. Take
that, she thought.

She took her socks off and then stood to push her jeans down
her thighs. When only one foot remained, she kicked the pants in his direction
and stood there in her bra and panties. Jacey could see her image in the mirror
on the door behind him. The red-lace set went perfectly with her skin tone and
her black hair. Her blue eyes were bright and filled with seduction. She moved
toward him but he held a hand up.

“All of it, Jacey,” he commanded. “Take it all off.”

She lifted her eyebrow but just shrugged. If he wanted her
naked, then she’d get naked. Reaching behind her, she undid the clasp on her
bra and slowly let the straps fall from her shoulders to her elbows. She
squeezed her breasts together as she slid it all the way off and then moaned
and grasped them, rubbing her thumbs over her nipples before moving her hands
to her hips.

She watched Jonas and didn’t miss the throb of his cock in
his pants. He liked that. Wait until he saw the rest of her. The girls had just
had a spa day so her pussy was freshly waxed. She liked to keep it bare, liked
the way her hands felt on the sensitive flesh. She hoped Jonas would like it
too.

She gripped the sides of her panties and slowly pushed them
over her hips, bending forward and blocking what she was revealing as she
continued sliding them down her legs to pool around her feet. She toed them
aside and stood back up, running her hands up her thighs, over her pussy,
across her belly to cup and lift her breasts. She gave her nipples a slight
pinch and then raised her eyes to meet his face.

His eyes were all over her, seeming to touch her everywhere.
“Like what you see?” she murmured, her voice husky and hopefully seductive
enough to have him joining her soon. She wanted to see all of Jonas, as naked
as she was.

“Oh yeah,” he answered but made no move to come toward her
yet. “Bend over the bed, Princess,” he ordered her.

“What?” she asked. “Why?”

“Didn’t you say something about discipline? Me spanking that
ass of yours until it’s nice and rosy from my hand?”

She gulped and looked at him.

“Scared?” he asked, and damn it, he knew just how to flip
her switch. No way would she ever admit to being scared, even if she was. But
in all honesty, she was hotter than hell and the thought of his hand on her
ass, even in a smack, had her pussy clenching in need.

“Hell no,” she said and turned to face the bed. She leaned
into it, letting her hands catch her weight as she lowered her upper body flat
against the mattress. She wiggled a bit, knowing he was watching her every
move, then glanced back over her shoulder. “Is this what you had in mind?”

“It’ll work,” he said and finally pushed away from the door
and headed toward her. “Face forward, Jacey.”

She sighed but did as he told her. And somehow not being
able to see where he was, what he was doing had her all that much hotter. She
could feel him behind her, feel his eyes on her, but the wait for his touch was
killing her. She was trying to hold as still as she could but her mounting
desire had her wanting to wiggle and grind her soaked pussy against the
mattress for a little relief.

The smack came out of nowhere. No touch, just a firm slap at
the bottom curve of her right cheek. It was an explosion of fire and heat and
the startle of pain but it faded quickly. He cupped where he had spanked her
and ran his thumb over the place she assumed held the mark of his hand.

“So beautiful, Jacey,” he murmured, stroking over her flesh.
“I’ve always loved your ass. Always wanted to see you just like this, bent over
my bed with your ass just waiting to blush for me.”

“Jonas,” she began but he shushed her.

“Don’t make me gag you, Jacey,” he whispered.

Fuck! she thought. Her pussy was clenching with need.
He was killing her with his sex talk and turning her on to the point that she
was ready to slip her hand down and give herself a little touch or two or four.

He smacked her again and she cried out. It was the other
cheek this time, high. His hand fell again and then again, each time touching a
new part of her until it felt as if her entire ass was on fire. But, god, it
hurt so fucking good. Who knew a spanking could be such an incredible means of
foreplay. She’d fantasized about it—probably even confessed that to Jonas.

“Jonas,” she moaned his name, burying her face in his
comforter and inhaling the scent of him. She wiggled her ass, couldn’t stop
herself even if she wanted to.

His lips touched her then. She felt the stroke of his
tongue, the brush of his kiss over the hot cheeks of her ass.

“Did I hurt you?” he asked, his voice laced with sincere
concern. “I’ve never really spanked anyone before.”

“What?” She reared up, knocking Jonas to floor and coming to
stand over him. “You spanked me like that and you didn’t know what you were
doing? You could have hurt me, Jonas.”

He smiled at her. “I didn’t say that I didn’t know what I
was doing, Jacey. I just said that I’d never really done it before.”

“What does that mean?” she demanded, her hands fisted on her
hips. “You either have or you haven’t.”

“I’ve read up on it. Researched, watched videos on how to do
it correctly. Spoke with some professionals to get the right technique down.”

How perfectly Jonas. He researched everything. Apparently
even how to spank someone. And she’d bet he’d done it as soon as she’d spoken
of interest in it.

“So I’m the only woman you’ve ever spanked?” she asked.

“Trust me,” he said with a shake of his head, “you’re the
only woman I’ve ever wanted to spank.”

She wasn’t sure if he meant that sexually or not. But as
that was how it was playing out, she would take it.

“What else have you wanted to do to me?”

“A lot,” he stated, moving up to his knees in front of her
and running his hands up the outside of her legs to her hips. “Everything.”

“Like what, Jonas?”

“You’re wet, Jacey. I can see your juices on your pussy.
Your sweet bare pussy.” His hand moved over to trace her mons, rubbing over the
baby-smooth flesh there. “You’re so soft. I want to taste you, to feel you
under my tongue.”

“Yes,” she moaned her agreement, and when he nudged her back
to the bed, she let him. She sat on the edge and then reclined back for him.
She opened her legs wider as he moved into her. Her ass was a little tender
where it touched the bed but every nerve seemed to focus on her pussy and the
pleasure in store.

She watched as he lowered his head between her thighs,
sighing as he finally placed a soft kiss where his fingers had just traced
over. Several more kisses and then his tongue stroked out to taste and explore
her bare flesh. Her fingers clenched in the cover as she waited. She could feel
her thighs trembling in anticipation.

His tongue traced her lips, dipping inside here and there,
but just teasing. She wiggled a little bit and he glanced up to meet her eyes.

“I’m going to make you come,” he promised and she realized
he’d discarded his glasses at some point. His eyes were deep-chocolate pools
that she wanted to dive into. “With my fingers and my mouth I’m going to make
this pussy come and then I’m going to lap it all up. Just like I’ve dreamed of
for a long time.”

She wanted to ask how long. How long had Jonas wanted her
like this? And how had she not realized it? How had she not seen that he wanted
her? How had she not really looked at Jonas and realized just how much she
wanted him?

Then his fingers parted her and those soft lips of his
wrapped around her clit and started sucking. All thoughts fled her mind, save
one. Jonas.

His mouth suckled, his tongue played, licking and tapping
while he traced one finger down between her folds to her wet opening. One
finger rimmed her then slipped inside. He pulled it out then used two fingers
to pump back into her. He fucked her with them, rubbing her walls and stroking
every nerve to screaming awareness.

His mouth fed, sipping at her clit and soon he had her
bucking and moaning. He pulled his head back and she cried out reaching for him
and wrapping her fingers in his thick brown waves, trying to urge his mouth
back to where she wanted it. He chuckled and nipped her inner thigh with his
teeth. He kissed and sucked at her labia, continually working his mouth lower
to where his fingers still fucked her.

His other hand was suddenly spreading her lips even wider
and his thumb stroked out and over her clit, rubbing small circular patterns
over and over. First soft, then hard, then soft, in a constant switching
pattern. His tongue dipped inside her, fucking in tandem with his fingers.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes.” She knew she was crying out but didn’t
care. She was so close, so close to an orgasm that promised to be
earth-shattering.

Jonas picked up on her cues and pulled his mouth back from
her. “Look at me.” Her eyelids were dipping closed but she jerked them wide at
his command.

She couldn’t deny him. And when she met his eyes, he
rewarded her instantly. He fucked her hard with his fingers and pushed her over
the edge when he pinched her clit between his thumb and finger.

She came with a scream, bucking and thrusting her hips up
against his hands. He held her gaze for a long moment then finally released her
when he ducked his head and began licking her pussy again. His hands gentled on
her and his mouth laved and sucked at her, easing her down while he lapped at
her juices.

“So beautiful,” he whispered against her skin. “So incredibly
beautiful.”

“God, Jonas,” she moaned.

“What?” he asked with a smile. He couldn’t seem to keep his
mouth off her skin and kept returning to trace kisses over whatever part of her
he was closest to.

“That was incredible,” she keened. “So amazing.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

“So tell me something,” she said as her heartbeat slow down
and her lungs finally ceased their pant for air.

“What do you want to know?”

“What else did you picture doing to me?” she asked. “Did you
dream of fucking me?”

He grinned. “Oh yeah, all the time.”

She leaned up on her elbows and used one hand to beckon him
to her. “Well, don’t leave us both waiting then. Come on and take me.”





Chapter Four



She couldn’t tear her eyes away from him as he rose to his
feet in front of her. She eased back on the bed, moving so that she was
centered and her entire body was now reclined.

Jonas was an engineer, a thinker who seemed to always be on
his laptop. He wore suits and ties daily. Who knew those suits hid such an
incredible body. His chest was broad, sprinkled with a light dusting of hair
that blended into a thicker happy trail that led to what she was dying to
finally see.

God, please don’t let him be small, she prayed and
then felt horrible. But damn it, she could at least be honest with herself. She
liked her men to have at least a little length and thickness. It had to be a
man who said that size didn’t matter, because, honestly that was a lie. A man
had to have something to work with. The bulge in Jonas’ pants said he
definitely had something to work with, something that promised to be
spectacular.

Jonas’ hands finally had his belt undone and the button and
zipper released on his slacks. He pushed them down and off, kicking them aside.
He wore men’s bikini underwear. She’d never seen a guy wear them before, had
snickered at them in the past. But on Jonas they were incredible, leaving
little to the imagination. Then with a jerk of his hands they were down and off
and he stood in front of her with nothing but a hard-on bobbing in front of him.

He was big, thick, perfect. The head of his cock was
slightly larger than the shaft, crowning over it, giving it a mushroom shape
that she loved. The head was already wet with arousal and she wanted to touch
him, taste him like he had her.

“Meet with your approval, Princess?” he asked, palming his
length and giving it a stroke and squeeze while she watched.

“Oh yes,” she breathed and sat up. She loved it when he
called her princess. She didn’t care for pet names in general but she’d allowed
it from Jonas since he’d first started it years ago.

“Don’t move, Jacey,” he said. “You look so good lying in my
bed.”

“I want to taste you.”

He shook his head. “Not now. I’m on the edge here and I want
to be inside you.”

She nodded her agreement, licking her lips. Yeah, she wanted
him inside her too.

He walked to the side of the bed and opened a drawer in the
bedside table. He pulled out an unopened box of condoms and she almost laughed
as she watched him turn it so that he could check the date on it. Always
practical. They must have been okay as he ripped it open and pulled a strip
out. He ripped one free and tore it open. Within seconds he had it rolled on
and was joining her.

She started to ask him a question and then thought better of
it. She didn’t want to take the chance that she might say anything that would
stop him from thrusting his cock deep inside her. Instead she opened her arms
and legs wide, making room for him between them.

He moved over her and braced one hand on the bed, lifting
the other to trace over her nipples.

“I’ve always loved your breasts. So perfect.”

“They’re just average.”

“There’s nothing average about you.”

Then he dipped his head and licked over her. He let his body
cover hers, his head aligned with her chest, his hard abdomen pressing against
her pussy. He used his hands to plump and shape her breasts while his mouth
moved back and forth between them, kissing and licking over the mounds and
nipples. Finally he took one nipple between his lips and sucked greedily on it.
Hard pulls that had her rubbing her pussy up against his stomach.

“Jonas,” she moaned.

He slowly let her nipple slip free and his lips moved up and
then over her shoulder before tracing a wet path up her neck. She felt his hand
slide down between them and then the head of his cock was at her opening,
nudging for entrance. She lifted her knees, bracing her feet against the
mattress and pressed up into him.

He sank a little ways inside and they both groaned. His
hands gripped her hips, holding her while he thrust hard and filled her with
his cock. Perfect, as if he were made for her body. She fit him like a glove
and she flexed and squeezed around him, letting him feel how perfect they were
together.

“Fuck,” he moaned and began pumping inside her.

She could tell he was trying to take it slow but she wanted
none of that. She wanted it hard and fast and now. She grabbed his shoulders
and urged him on. Her hips lifted to meet every thrust and she gripped him as
he pulled back. Then he stopped.

He shifted to his knees between her sprawled thighs and
lifted her legs high in front of him until her feet rested on his shoulders.
Holding on to her calves he thrust into her again. Slow and easy, as if he were
testing to see if she could handle him in this position. She could. She used
his shoulders to brace herself as she lifted her hips into him, meeting him
thrust for thrust.

She could see the sweat on him. The sheen of it on his chest
and arms, felt sweat coat her skin as well. For her there was nothing better
than hot, sweaty sex. She loved the smells, the sensation of taking a man’s
cock inside her. She loved every position, every facet and, honestly, there was
little she hadn’t tried. But for some reason, this was different. Sex was
different with Jonas. Somehow it was better, more intense.

He pulled free again and damn it, she had been really close.

“Roll over.”

She hurried to comply. Doggy-style was one of her favorites.
She loved the feel of a man behind her, coming over her, gripping her hips and
driving into her again and again.

As soon as she was on her hands and knees he was behind her,
thrusting his cock inside. His hands gripped her hips and held firm while he
pumped. His grip kept her from moving back into him, allowing him complete
control. It was just how she liked it. Feeling her orgasm approaching, she
lowered her upper body to the mattress, going down onto her elbows and gripping
the comforter with her hands.

Jonas seemed to enjoy the slight change in angle and with a
groan he rode her harder, faster until the only sound that filled her ears was
the slap of their flesh and the harsh sound of them both panting.

“I’m coming.”

“Fuck yeah,” he said and she knew he was close.

She dropped her head between her braced forearms and moaned
as her release tore through her. Her pussy clenched and released around his
pumping shaft, growing wetter and wetter. Her nipples were steel-hard points
where they brushed against the covers. Her legs were weak and his grip was
literally all that held her up.

He continued to thrust and she cried out as he kept her in
the grip of her orgasm, holding her in the storm until he joined her. His cry
rivaled hers and her knees left the bed as he thrust deep and filled the condom
that separated them. So powerful that she could still feel his release through
the thin layer of latex.

Slowly he let her knees touch the mattress again. She could
feel him shuddering behind her, hear him gasping for air, and she smiled
smugly. When he pulled free of her she collapsed facedown on his bed. She would
be perfectly content to just stay in this position forever, or at the very
least until she could feel her body again.

She had no idea where Jonas got the renewed energy but he
left the bed and she followed him with her eyes as he stepped into his adjacent
bathroom and removed the condom.

He tied it off and wrapped it in toilet paper before
throwing it into the trash. He turned to the sink and washed his hands before
shifting his hips forward and washing his cock off. He left the water running
as he grabbed the hand towel and dried himself. She watched him wet a washcloth
and then he turned the water off, and grabbing the hand towel with his other
hand, moved back toward his bed and her.

“Roll over.”

She lazily rolled over and reached for the cloth he held but
Jonas just smiled.

“Let me,” he whispered and then his hands were between her
legs, using the wet cloth to clean the residue of sex from her folds and
thighs. He was gentle and thorough, and when he seemed satisfied, he used the
other cloth to dry her before heading back to the restroom. She watched him put
both in the hamper he had there before coming back into his bedroom.

Her eyes were filled with tears. She couldn’t remember any
other guy she’d been with taking the time to clean her. Usually they were the
ones flat on their backs on the bed, not moving until they had to. Only
Jonas, she thought. And what did that say about her and the men she usually
chose to be with?

She watched as he moved around the room, picking up their
discarded clothes and folding them before stacking them on his dresser. Finally
he turned to face her again and she realized he was nervous. She patted the
mattress beside her. This was the Jonas she knew and she was beginning to
realize she cared about him a lot more than she’d even thought.

He sat on the bed beside her and just looked down at her.
She figured she must look pretty wanton still sprawled naked on top of his
comforter. But she’d never been real modest.

“Do you want me to leave?”

“Do you want to?”

“No.”

“Then stay.”

She shifted on the bed so that he could pull the covers down
for them to slip beneath. When he was settled beside her she shifted closer,
feeling the tension in him. Her hand rested on his chest, stroking over him.

“How long?” she asked.

“How long what?”

“Have you wanted me?”

“Since I saw you at the lake.”

She remembered exactly when he was talking about. She’d been
sixteen and finally filling out her bikini. Her brother Jack had been home on
leave from the Marines and he’d dragged Jonas to the beach with them. Jonas had
kept his T-shirt on with his swim trunks and though he’d played Frisbee with
Jack, he hadn’t gotten in the water. But she’d felt him watching her and had
done her best to make herself seem sexy and grown. It was that summer when he’d
started calling her princess.

“Why didn’t you ever say anything?”

“You were so far out of my league, Jacey. Even then.”

“What?” How could he ever think that she was out of his
league? If anything she was the one who wasn’t even close to his league.

He just shook his head. “And then I became your guy friend,
the one you used as a sounding board for male behavior. It was too late. I was
firmly in the friend slot.”

“I didn’t know, Jonas. I had no idea. I’m so sorry.”

“Shhhh…” He stroked one hand through her hair. He’d slipped
his glasses on again and it was almost as if he used them as a shield. “No need
to be sorry.”

“All the times I told you things.” She closed her eyes,
remembering all the details of her sex life she’d shared with him.

“I used to go to bed, thinking of the stuff you told me,” he
whispered. “I’d jack off, imagining it was me doing them with you.”

She laughed and smacked him on the chest. “Pervert.”

“But a faithful one,” he chuckled. “It was always you that I
jacked off to.”

She laughed and lightly pinched one of his nipples making
him yelp. How it must have hurt him to listen to her stories, to hear of her
exploits with other men. How could she have done that to him?

“I’m so sorry,” she said again.

“Don’t,” he said, shaking his head at her.

She sighed. “I was so jealous when I saw you with that
redhead,” she admitted. “I didn’t know why it bothered me so much, just that it
did.”

“I decided it was time to move on.”

“I was so pissed when you told me to talk to someone else,”
she confessed. “I was confused and hurt.”

“I had to move on, Jacey. I couldn’t keep on the way we
were.”

She nodded her head in understanding. “I didn’t realize how
much you meant to me until then, Jonas. Which should show you how shallow and
self-centered I am. I wouldn’t blame you if you kicked me out and never spoke
to me again.”

He reached down and wiped a tear off her cheek, making her
aware that what she’d been trying to hold at bay was dripping from her eyes.

“Don’t cry,” he whispered softly, shifting down in the bed
so that they were face-to-face. “I’d never be able to not speak to you again.
Not ever.”

“I’m so sorry, Jonas,” she said, fighting to hold back the
sobs. “I never meant to hurt you. I’ve been so stupid, so blind. And I’ve
managed to hurt the one person who means the most to me.”

“It’s okay,” he said, feathering her face with kisses.

“No, it’s not. I’m a bad person and I don’t deserve a guy
like you.”

“You’re not a bad person, Jacey. I never took the chance to
tell you. I figured a part of you was better than none of you. And that was
what I would have been left with if I’d told you how much I wanted you and
you’d walked away.”

“I could never walk away from you,” she vowed then laughed.
“Apparently not even when you tell me to.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Yes.”

“So this isn’t a one-night stand?” he asked her softly. And
she deserved the question. Lord knew she’d had enough of them, in fact, had a
habit of them.

“I’m hoping you don’t want it to be.” She didn’t know
exactly what she did want but she knew she didn’t want only a night.

“I don’t. I love you, Jacey. I have for a long time. I love
everything about you, even when you drive me crazy.” He laughed. “Hell,
especially when you drive me crazy.”

“You love me?”

“Yeah, Princess, I love you.”

She was crying again. But Jonas just smiled and pulled her
close, hugging her tightly. She knew he wasn’t expecting her to say the words
back and the truth was that she couldn’t. She wasn’t sure what love was, not
love between a man and woman anyways. She loved her friends, her family, but
that was all she knew.

Her parents had divorced when she was too little to
remember. But from the look on Jack’s face whenever her dad’s name was
mentioned she had little doubt that her dad had been a bad person. Her brother
never referred to him by name. In fact, unless her mom was present he called
him “the abusive bastard”. If her mom was there he didn’t discuss him at all.
Her mom loved her and her brother but she’d never dated and Jacey had always
thought her mom was a little afraid of men. There’d been a few who showed interest
through the years, but her mom never reciprocated.

“You okay?” Jonas asked, pulling her from her turbulent
thoughts.

“Perfect,” she said, snuggling closer to him. “I care so
much for you, Jonas. I went a little crazy when I thought I might lose you.”

“You won’t lose me,” he said into her hair.

“So where do we go from here?” she asked. She wasn’t good at
relationships, never had been. Sex she was good at. Work she was good at.
Friendship, she was loyal to the last. But the whole guy-girl love kinda thing,
she wasn’t sure of at all.

“Where do you want it to go?” he asked. “I can’t go back to
being just friends, Jacey. And I won’t settle for just being your booty call.”

“I wouldn’t do that to you,” she said. “But I have to be
honest with you. I don’t know how to do a relationship, Jonas. I have no idea
what to do. What the rules are or even if I can follow them.”

“What do you want to do?”

“I want to be with you,” she confessed. “I want to have sex
with you. Morning, afternoon, night. Whenever. Wherever. I want you.”

“I want you too, Jacey. But I want more than just sex. I
want to take you out. Dinner, movie, or just a walk somewhere. I want to hold
your hand, to snuggle on the couch and watch crappy TV shows. I want to wake up
with you in my bed, go to sleep every night with you beside me.”

“You want me to move in with you?”

“Yes.”

She could feel the panic wanting to close in around her. The
need to run before things got too serious. But she couldn’t. She wouldn’t. Not
this time. Not with Jonas. She didn’t know if she loved him, but she did know
that she couldn’t lose him.

“I don’t know if I’m ready for that,” she admitted.

“It’s okay, Jacey.” He grinned. “I didn’t mean today. I just
meant in general, eventually.”

“Oh,” she said, letting her breath whoosh free of her lungs.

He laughed. “No need to go into panic mode and
hyperventilate.”

Damn it! How did he know her so well? She sighed. Because he
was Jonas and he paid attention, that was why.

“I’m not panicking,” she lied.

“Sure you are,” he disagreed, grinning.

“No, I’m just thinking.”

“Really?” he asked, the skepticism loud and clear in his
voice. “And just what is it that you’re thinking about, Jacey?”

“About what other fantasies you’ve had about me,” she said
in a husky tone.

“Too many to count,” he said, and those eyes were deep, dark
pools again.

“If I’m staying with you tonight, then why don’t we make a
few more come true?”

He shifted beside her, making her aware that his cock was
hard and ready again.

“Why don’t we,” he agreed.





Chapter Five



“Do you remember when you told me about the guy with the ass
fetish?”

“Maybe we should forget what I’ve told you about being with
other guys.”

Jonas laughed and the bed shook with his mirth. “Forget it.
Trust me, every story you’ve shared with me is burned into my brain. Of course,
I’ve twisted them here and there to make me the one with you.”

“I like that.”

“Me too.” He nodded. “So the ass fetish thing…”

She laughed. “I assume you’re referring to my anal-sex
phase?”

“Hell yeah,” he agreed, rolling so that he was on top of
her, his cock like steel against her thigh. “Feel like revisiting that phase?”

“Honestly?” she asked and he nodded. She could see the lust
and desire in his eyes and knew it was reflected back to him in hers. “I never
left that phase.” His cock moved against her.

“Fuck, Jacey,” he murmured, dropping his head to kiss her.
He nipped her bottom lip with his teeth and then soothed it with the slide of
his tongue before dipping inside. The man could kiss. He had a way of making
her feel as if she was his favorite meal and he could savor her forever.

“Do you have lube?” she asked when the kiss ended.

“Yes,” he groaned, but instead of moving he just kept
sprinkling kisses over her face and neck. His hands were moving over her as
well. One thumb plied a nipple while the other hand was already smoothing down
her tummy toward her pussy. She was wet and ready for it.

His mouth worked down her neck, nipping and sucking at her
skin. She hadn’t had a hickie in a long time but the thought of Jonas marking
her excited her. He licked over the tops of her breasts then moved to slide his
tongue under them. He shifted his mouth over each globe but never touched the
nipples, which she desperately wanted him to. They were stiff points of need
that he managed to keep avoiding.

“Jonas,” she moaned his name when she couldn’t wait any
longer.

“So impatient,” he chuckled but he took a nipple in his
mouth and sucked greedily on it. His other hand was finally down between her
legs and he used his thumb to rub small circles over her clit.

Hell yeah. She wrapped her hands in his hair and just
held him while he moved back and forth between her nipples. She pulled her
knees up, opening herself up to him and his fingers and he rewarded her by
sliding away from her clit and thrusting two fingers inside her.

She moaned long and low as the pleasure built inside her.
Jonas left her nipples and forged a path of sucks, nibbles and licks down to
where his fingers had her primed and ready to go. His lips took over the
clitoral play and in seconds he had her hovering on the brink of orgasm.

“Jonas,” she breathed his name as she undulated beneath his
fingers and tongue. “I’m going to come.”

“Mmmmhhhhhmmmmm,” he moaned around her clit and the
vibration sent her spiraling over.

He stayed with her, licking softly and placing delicate
kisses along her folds and inner thighs. But his fingers—his wicked
fingers—were taking her juices and using them to lubricate her anus. He rimmed
her, rubbed her, but didn’t press for entry. She wanted him to.

“Jonas,” she whispered his name and he glanced up, meeting
her eyes. “Get the lube.”

He grinned and rolled away to sit on the edge of the bed
before reaching out to open the bedside drawer again and pull out a tube of
lubricant. Then he ripped another condom from the roll on the tabletop and
turned back toward her.

She quickly moved to lie on her stomach across the bed, her
eyes on his bobbing cock. “Let me,” she said and held her hand out. He dropped
the condom in her hand and just stood there, waiting. She could see his stomach
muscles clenching with anticipation of what she might do.

She came up onto her hands and knees. Balancing with one
hand braced on the bed, she took his cock in her other and gave him a slow
stroke from the head to the base and back up again. Looking up at his eyes, she
dipped her head and rubbed her tongue over him.

He moaned, dropping the lube to the bed beside her. His
hands moved to her head, capturing her hair where it fell on either side of her
face and pulling it back, holding it there while he watched her. She kept her
eyes on his while she licked, stroked and placed soft sucks along his cock. Her
fingers and mouth worked together, tormenting him with the pleasure she was
giving.

She loved his cock. The shape. The way it filled both her cunt
and her mouth and soon, her ass. She wallowed in the taste of him, tapping and
rubbing against the slit in search of pre-cum. She bathed the taut globes of
his testicles, loving the texture and feel as she sucked lightly on the skin,
gently scraped her nails over them.

“Jacey,” he moaned her name and tugged softly on her hair.

“My mouth or my ass,” she told him, licking over the crown
of his cock again. “Your choice.”

He swallowed and she watched his Adam’s apple bob. “Your
ass,” he managed. “This time.”

She smiled and placed another soft kiss before coming up to
her knees in front of him. Jacey leaned in and took his mouth, taking,
devouring, conquering him with her kiss. She pulled back slowly and nipped his
lip.

Jacey turned around on the bed and, moving into the center,
dropped back down to her hands and knees, facing away from him. She dropped her
torso down to rest on her forearms and wiggled her ass. Glancing back over her
shoulder, she saw him just looking at her. He grabbed the condom where she’d
dropped it on the bed instead of putting it on him like she’d said. But she’d
wanted to taste, had to taste instead. He opened the condom and rolled it on,
never once looking away from her ass.

He grabbed the lubricant tube and met her eyes. “I’ll take
it easy. I’ll make it good for both of us.”

She had to glance away from him but she nodded her
agreement. She didn’t want him to see the tears in her eyes. No one. No one had
ever made her feel the way Jonas did. In bed or out of it.

She felt his fingers, slick with lube, slide between the
crease in her ass and touch her anus. He rubbed softly around her back
entrance, applying the lube in abundance and torturing her before finally
dipping one finger inside. Not far enough though, just enough to tease and torment.

“Fuck me,” she begged, almost insane with need.

“Not yet,” he whispered and his hand left her. Before she
could beg again, it was back with more lube on his fingers. She felt the cool
gel as he rubbed over her anus again. This time he pressed into her, deeper,
going past the first ring of muscle and burying one digit inside.

“Yes,” she breathed.

He pulled it back and thrust again. Then pulled it free. She
was ready to scream. He’d put on more lube. No rubbing this time though. He
thrust two fingers inside and scissored them, spreading and lubing her. He
fucked her with them and she was moaning and begging and couldn’t stop.

He squirted more lube on her but didn’t remove his fingers
this time. She had to be good and ready at this point. Surely he didn’t plan to
use the whole tube to get her ready. Her ass wasn’t virgin territory. Hell, the
best orgasm she’d ever had was during anal sex. She loved it.

“Jonas,” she moaned his name. “Please,” she begged.

She heard the tube drop and then his fingers were gone. The
bed shifted as he moved into place behind her. Then his hands were back,
gripping her ass cheeks and spreading them. She knew he had a great view of her
now. The position she was in allowed him to see her wet cunt as well as her
lubed ass.

He slid his sheathed cock along the seam of her pussy,
tapping her clit with the head with each stroke as he coated it with her
juices.

“Your pussy is so pink and wet,” he told her. “I love how
wet you get for me. Love how bare you are.”

“Yes,” she agreed. Anything to get him to take her.

His cock moved and rode the seam of her ass. She clenched
her cheeks, giving him a firm squeeze. His reward was a firm slap on the top of
her right ass cheek, making her cry out and shudder.

“I love your ass,” he continued, stroking against her. “Love
these two dimples you have on your lower back. You have the most incredible ass
I’ve ever seen.”

“God, Jonas,” she swore. “Fuck me. Please just fuck me.”

“Yes,” he said and the head of his cock lodged against her
anus.

She caught her breath as he pushed, seeking entrance. Slowly
he forged inside, slipping past that ring of muscle and filling her with his
cock. So good, so fucking good. He pulled back just as slowly and thrust again,
moaning as he did.

“Better,” he moaned. “So much better.”

“What?” she groaned.

“Fucking your ass,” he sighed. “So much better than any
fantasy.”

“Then fuck it, Jonas,” she cried. “Fuck it.”

With a harsh groan he began thrusting faster, slightly
harder, shafting deep before retreating. She dropped her hips to the bed and he
followed her, continuing to fuck just the way she wanted him to. She moved one
hand down and found her clit. She rubbed and ground her flesh against the palm
of her hand, desperately working toward the explosive release she knew was
possible.

“You need this?” Jonas asked as his hand slid under to catch
hers at play. “Yeah, Princess, show me what you want.”

“Oh god,” she cried as she took his hand and used it to ride
her clit against. She screamed as she came. The orgasm was so intense that she
could feel the tears on her cheeks as she shook. Every inch of her seemed to be
on fire, then tingling as if her entire body had fallen asleep and was waking
up. It hurt. It consumed. It filled every inch of her and had her begging for
mercy.

She was vaguely aware of Jonas moving his hand, gripping and
lifting her ass while he rode her hard and fast to his release. She shuddered
and gasped for breath as he collapsed on top of her. He kissed her shoulder,
shifted so that the top of his body rested beside her on the bed but kept his
hips glued to her ass.

“Incredible, Jacey,” he whispered. “You’re so incredible.”

“You’re not so bad yourself,” she lied. He was amazing.
Completely and utterly amazing.

He chuckled and shifted again. She moaned as he pulled his softening
cock free of her ass and kissed the back of her head. “God, I love you,” he
whispered.

She just sighed and snuggled deeper into the bed. She wanted
him. Needed him in her life in ways she’d never wanted or needed anyone else.
But was it love? Or would it fade as it had with every other guy she’d slept
with? Would she still want Jonas tomorrow? Or the day after? A month from now?
A year? She could feel the panic wanting to set in and did her best to restrain
it. A day at a time. That was all she could do. One day at a time.





Chapter Six



Jacey awoke to the smell of bacon. Her stomach grumbled and
she realized she was starving. She rolled over and stretched, feeling all the
delicious aches and pains that one could expect after a great night of sex. And
that was just what she’d had. A fucking incredible night of sex. The best night
of sex in her life.

She grinned. Jonas was cooking breakfast. He was cooking for
her, for them. She stepped out of the bed and moved toward his bathroom. She
noted the damp towel and water droplets still on the shower door. Jonas must
have already showered. She slid it open and flipped the water on before taking
care of more pressing needs.

She found a new toothbrush on the counter by the sink and
smiled. Did he think of everything? The water was wonderful. His soap smelled
like Jonas and now she was going to smell like him all day as well. Stepping
out, she wrapped a towel around her body and a second around her hair. No
blow-dryer. No makeup. No clean clothes. She sighed. She really hadn’t thought
this through.

Walking back into Jonas’ bedroom, she rummaged in his
drawers until she found some boxers and pulled a pair on. Then she raided his
closet for a shirt. She found a selection of T-shirts and grabbed one at
random. Moving back into his bathroom, she cleaned up after herself, brushed
her teeth and towel-dried her hair as best she could. Then she headed down to
the smell of bacon and coffee, both of which she desperately wanted.

She stood in the kitchen doorway and just watched. Jonas had
cleaned it up since they’d been in here last night. The clutter was gone. The
dishes in the sink were gone. The bottle of whiskey was gone. He stood with his
back to her, cooking French toast. She could see a plate piled high with what
he’d already made.

“Are you just going to stand there and watch me or are you
coming in?” he asked without turning away from what he was doing. “Coffee’s
ready. Just finishing the French toast.”

“Smells incredible, Jonas,” she said, moving toward the
coffeepot. “Need a cup?” She was as at home in his kitchen as she was in hers.
Honestly, she probably spent more time in his kitchen then she did in her own.

“Please,” he said and she poured him a cup, leaving it black
as he took it.

She noted that he’d set her creamer out for her. Funny.
She’d never given it a thought before but Jonas tended to keep things in his
kitchen, in his refrigerator, that were for her. The tea bags on the counter
and the teakettle that she bet was only used when she was here. Her favorite creamer.
She moved to open the fridge. Skim milk next to his two-percent, a jar of
mayonnaise that she loved even though he never ate it, and other little things
that she just hadn’t paid attention to.

What type of guy did that? Hell, even the guys she’d dated
for a while never went to the effort of keeping her creamer at their house. But
Jonas did. Jonas always had. He found out what she liked and the next time she
was over he inevitably had it for her. How had she failed to see what was in
front of her this entire time? He’d always cared about her, looked out for her,
been there for her.

She walked over to him just as he turned with the plate of
bacon in one hand, French toast in the other. As soon as he set them on the
table she moved into him and hugged him close, leaning her head against his
chest. His arms wrapped around her and held her tight. Comfort. Warmth.
Acceptance. He offered them all. And love. He said he loved her.

“You okay?” he whispered against the top of her head.

“Yeah.” She nodded. “I’m wonderful.”

“Yeah?” he asked and used his hand to tip her face up to
look at him.

“Yeah.” She smiled, lifting up to kiss him. It was slow and
sweet and made her heart stutter more than all the passion they’d shared the
night before. “I’m starving.”

“I made food.” He smiled, pointing to the table.

He held her chair out while she sat and then went around and
took the seat across from her. He always did that. Waited for her to sit before
he did. Stood when she stood. Held doors open for her. Always walked on the
street side of her, keeping himself between her and the road. He was a
gentleman.

“You work today?” he asked while they filled their plates.

She shook her head, her mouth already filled with the first
bite of syrupy toast. He made the best.

“Feel like spending the day with me?” he asked.

“Sure,” she answered between bites. She was almost finished
and he had yet to take a bite. “What did you have in mind?”

“A motorcycle ride,” he said. “No particular destination.
Just a ride. Maybe dinner later.”

“Sounds good,” she agreed, forking another piece onto her
plate and grabbing another slice of bacon. “If you plan on eating more than
what’s already on your plate, you’d better get started. I won’t be nice and
save you any. It’s too damn good.”

He laughed and dug in.

“I need to go by my house,” she said. “Change clothes.”

He nodded.

“Maybe pack a bag for tonight?” she asked. Did he want her
to stay another night with him?

“I’d like that.” He smiled.

“Okay.” She grinned. “I’ll head over to my apartment after
breakfast then. Change clothes and throw some stuff in a bag.”

“You want to drive back over here or me to pick you up?” he
asked.

“I’ll head back here,” she decided. “That way I have my car
in case I need it for something.”

“Sounds good,” he said and reached out to take her hand in
his. “I’m glad you didn’t listen to me last night.”

“Which time?”

“When I told you to just leave. I’m glad you stayed.”

“Me too.”

* * * * *

Jacey had her clothes from the night before in a bag she’d
grabbed from Jonas. She dumped them in her overflowing laundry basket and
thought with disgust that she really needed to do laundry. Or go shopping. She
opened drawers, tossing stuff aside as she found the bras and panties she
wanted to wear and packed them. She tossed shorts and jeans in along with a few
different shirts she liked.

She opened her lingerie drawer and dug through it. She
didn’t want to wear anything she’d ever worn for another guy. It had to be
something new, something she’d never worn, and she found it on the very bottom.
A sexy red-and-black set that she’d bought on a whim but never worn. It was
tossed in the bag. Once she got back to the car, she’d be sure to throw in her
new toy as well. She’d told him she’d picked something up but not what. With
his fascination over her ass, she had little doubt that he’d enjoy trying out
the anal beads she’d grabbed last night. She would definitely enjoy trying them
with him. The thought of having them stuffed in her ass while he pumped his
cock in and out of her pussy had her squeezing her thighs together. Oh yeah,
those were definitely getting broken in soon.

A quick stop in the bathroom for toiletries and she was
grabbing another bag. Blow-dryer was a must, plus all the other mish-mash of
stuff she used on a daily basis. She looked at the two bags and laughed. All
this for a night. Then really laughed as she took in the state of her bedroom.
Clothes thrown everywhere. Shoes all over. Drawers half open with their
contents spilling out.

Maybe she should let Jonas see her bedroom. He might change
his mind about her staying with him then. Her heart did the stutter thing again
and she reached up to rub her chest. She glanced at his boxers and T-shirt on
her bed. She should pack them and take them back to him. But she wouldn’t. That
way, just in case she said or did something stupid to chase him away, she’d
have them here.

She took a deep breath and headed out of her bedroom. She
stopped to check her answering machine, hitting play while she grabbed a bottle
of water from the fridge.

“Jacey, oh my god, you’re not going to believe it.” Dee’s
voice bubbled out of the machine. “I don’t believe it myself. I wished. I
hoped. But I’d accepted that it might never happen.” A giggle and a squeal.
“But it did. Last night. After we…well, after.” In typical Dee fashion she was
taking forever to get to the point. “Oh, Jacey.” She could her the sniffle of
tears in Dee’s voice now. “Jack said he loves me. He loves me. He really loves
me.” Definitely tears there and Jacey had to wipe them off her cheeks while she
listened. “I’m so happy. I didn’t think I could get any happier but I was
wrong. I thought I didn’t need to hear the words. But I did. I love him, Jacey.
I love him so much. I’m always telling him. But this time, this time he said
them back to me.” A long sigh. “They mean everything. I’m going to call Mischa.
Talk to you later.”

The message ended, another beep and then Dee’s voice filled
the air again. “I forgot to ask about last night. I hope you and Jonas worked
things out. I saw your car there last night and again this morning.” A deep
breath and Dee continued. “I’m going to say this because I love you and I know
you. You’re a good person, Jacey. And you deserve to be loved and to be happy.
You deserve a great guy like Jonas. Okay, off my soapbox. I’m seriously calling
Mischa now. Love you! Talk to you later.”

The machine stopped. Jacey was sitting on her couch and
tears were flowing down her cheeks. Her brother had told Dee that he loved her.
How did he know? What was it about Dee that made him see that he loved her? If
he could fall in love then maybe she could. Maybe he could tell her what it
was, what it felt like? She had to talk to Jack. Her brother would know the
answers.

She called him real quick before she thought on it.

“Hey,” he answered by way of greeting.

“Jack,” she sniffled a little bit as she said his name.

“You okay, Jacey?” he asked. “Are you crying?”

“Can you come over to the apartment?” she asked, unable to
keep from sniffling again. “I need to talk to you.”

“On my way now,” was his terse reply and then he hung up.

She hit a button on her phone and brought Jonas’ number up
to send him a text.

Running late. Be there soon.

His reply was almost instantaneous. Can’t wait.





Chapter Seven



Her brother pounded on the door when he got there. She’d changed
her mind almost as soon as she’d received Jonas’ text but Jack hadn’t answered
the phone when she’d called him back. She’d seriously thought about just
leaving but she had little doubt that her brother would just hunt her down
until he found her.

“What happened?” were the words her brother greeted her with
as soon as she opened the door. He stomped inside and immediately started
looking around. “Is he here?”

“Who? What?” Jacey asked, shutting the door.

“Whoever made you cry. I’ll kill ’em.”

“I’m fine, Jack,” she shook her head and laughed. “But it’s
nice to know you’d kick ass for me.”

He turned and looked at her. “So what’s up then? You don’t
usually call me. I hear from you less now that I’m home than I did while I was
gone. I have to pry info out of Dee to know what’s going on.”

“Hmmmm, so what did she tell you?”

“Nothing,” he said staring at her intently. “And I’m
beginning to think I should have made her talk before I headed over.”

“I’m surprised she isn’t with you.” Jacey laughed.

“She was in the shower when I left,” he said, and when Jacey
lifted her eyebrow he laughed. “I told her I’d be right back.”

“You love her,” Jacey said.

“Hell yeah, I do,” Jack said, dropping to sit on her couch.
“What’s not to love about her? I’m an incredibly lucky man.”

The way he said it. So easily. As if saying it once opened
the door and made it easier to say it again.

“What’s going on, Jacey?” He interrupted her thoughts.

“First off, promise me you won’t go crazy or do anything
stupid,” she said.

“Fuck, I hate it when you start out with shit like that,” he
groaned. “It means I’ll probably do both.”

“Promise, Jack,” she said.

“Fine.”

“I spent the night with Jonas.”

Jack surged to his feet, fists clenched tightly. “I’ll
fucking kill him.”

“He’s your best friend,” Jacey said with a laugh.

“You’re my sister.”

“You can’t beat up Jonas.”

“I’m pretty sure I can take him.”

Jacey remembered Jonas’ body, every delicious naked inch of
him.

“And I don’t even want to know what you’re thinking right
now with that sappy look on your face. Did he hurt you, Jacey?”

“No.” She shook her head but she felt the tear slip down her
cheek.

Jack walked over to her and used a finger to wipe it away.
“Then why the tears? What happened?”

She walked away, paced around. “Jonas and I have been friends
for a long time.”

“I know.” Jack nodded. “He kept me up on stuff with you
while I was gone.”

“He’s always been like a best friend to me, the guy I could
go to and talk to about anything.” Jack nodded and sat back down, listening
quietly to her. So she kept talking. “I don’t know when things changed for him.
But they did. At some point he…” She stumbled over the words. “At some point he
fell in love with me.”

Jack laughed.

“What?”

“You say that like you’re surprised,” he said. “Jacey you’re
an incredibly sexy woman. Hell you’re almost as gorgeous as me.”

She shook her head and laughed.

“Besides, honey, Jonas has been in love with you for a long
time. Remember the summer we went to the beach?”

She nodded. Jonas had brought that time up too.

“He could barely take his eyes off you. I had to remind him
that you were sixteen and my sister several times. He started calling you
princess that summer. Did you ever wonder why?”

“I…” She shook her head.

“He said you reminded him of royalty, a princess. So
confident and sure on the outside with all your emotions locked away, just
waiting for the right prince to come along and awaken you.”

“He said that?”

“Yeah, and I laughed my ass off and told him he was a douche
bag.”

Jacey couldn’t help but giggle.

Jack stood back up and walked over to take her hands. “Jonas
is my best friend, Jacey. He has been for a long time. But you’re my sister and
I love you. If he hurt you, I’ll kick his ass.”

“You’d kick your best friend’s ass for me?”

“Hell yeah,” he grunted. “Buy him a beer afterward but it’s
the point. No one gets to hurt my sister.”

“I love you, Jack,” she whispered, hugging him close.

“So what’s it to be?” He sighed, releasing her and stepping
back. “Ass kicking?”

“No.” She shook her head. “Honestly I called because of Dee.”

There was panic in her brother’s eyes and Jacey had to bite
her lip to prevent the burst of laughter from escaping.

“Did she say something was wrong? Is she not happy? Fuck!”

He was pacing now and Jacey realized that it was the first
time she’d seen him that way over a girl.

“No, she’s happy,” Jacey assured him and he stopped pacing
to turn and face her.

“What then?”

“She was giggly and happy and bouncing off the walls.”

“That’s a good thing. Right?”

“It’s a great thing. Want to know why?”

“Do I?”

She laughed. “Because you said the words, Jack.” When he
just looked confused, she told him. “You told her that you love her. You said
the words.”

“But she’s known I love her for a long time. How could she
not?”

“The words were important to her.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“So you called me over to tell me that the words were
important to her? No offense, Jacey, but you could have told me that in a phone
call or a text for that matter.”

“I called you over because Jonas said he loves me and it
terrified me.” She was pacing again, her hand rubbing at her chest. “I don’t
know about love. I don’t know if I can love.”

“Jacey.” Jack sat back down on her couch and patted the
cushion beside him until she came over and sat down. “You love me. Mom. Dee.
Mischa. You can love.”

“That’s different. You and mom are family, blood. And Dee
and Mischa, they’re like sisters to me.”

“And Jonas? Tell me what you think of him.”

“Jonas is….well, Jonas is Jonas. He’s always there for me.
No matter what time, I know that I can count on him. He listens, really
listens. He’s smart and funny and reliable and not afraid to tell me what he
thinks. And sexy, so sexy.”

“What would you do if something happened to him? How would
you feel?”

“I’d kill anyone who hurt him,” she vowed, her eyes hard.

“I think you know how you feel then, Jacey,” Jack murmured.
“And you know that you’re capable of feeling it.”

“But how do I know for sure?” she asked. “How do I know it’s
changed from what I’ve always felt for him before?”

“Let me ask you this,” Jack said. “How do you feel when he
walks in the room? Do your eyes go immediately to him and only him? Do you get
that tingle or tug inside and a smile instantly on your lips? Would you kill to
protect him? Die to save him? Do you just want to be with him? You and Jonas
have been friends for a long time, Jacey. That makes you lucky, in my opinion.
You already know the little things about each other. Each other’s likes and
dislikes.”

She nodded her head.

“So you have to decide if that friendship is all you want or
if you want what comes next.”

“I don’t know.” She shook her head, eyes wide as she looked
at her brother.

“I think you do.” He tapped his fingers over her heart. “In
here. You just have to catch up.” He tapped her temple. “In here. Stop
overthinking, Jacey. Sometimes you just need to feel.”

He kissed her on the top of her head and stood up. “I love
you, Jacey.”

“Love you.”

“Call me if you need to talk again.”

Jacey nodded but sat and watched as her brother walked out
the door. Her brain was thinking so hard that she was surprised the fire alarm
wasn’t going off. He told her not to overthink but here she sat going over and
over and over stuff again and again.

She thought maybe she’d always cared for Jonas. First as her
brother’s friend. Then when Jack left for the Marines, she’d kind of claimed
Jonas as her surrogate brother. Or had she? Hadn’t a part of her started
sharing bits of her sex life with Jonas to see what he would do? To see if she
could make him jealous? Then over the years it had just become routine. She had
a guy problem, she went to Jonas.

Jacey was always turning to Jonas. And when he’d told her to
find someone else, it had blown her entire world apart. Then she’d seen him at
the restaurant with the redhead and she’d gone ballistic. Because it hurt. It
cut to the bone to see him with a woman who wasn’t her. Jonas didn’t date. Or
at least if he did, he was so discreet that she’d never once known about it.

Hell, she’d been miserable the two weeks she’d forced
herself to stay away from him. She’d cried. She didn’t cry. God, she’d been
dripping tears like a weepy woman for two weeks now. She thought about her
brother’s questions. She would kill for Jonas in a heartbeat. She thought about
him at least twenty million times a day. He always made her feel. Happy, mad, giddy,
pissed off. He just made her feel. No other guy had been able to get past her
shield and make her feel emotions.

Maybe Jonas was right and she was a princess just waiting
for the right prince to come along. If that was true, then she’d been in a deep
sleep for too long. Her prince was here, had been since she was sixteen.

She took a deep breath and walked to the bathroom to splash
cool water on her face. Straightening up, she dried it off and looked at the
woman in the mirror. Really looked at her. Her dark hair was pulled back in a
high ponytail and her face was bare of makeup. But there was a sparkle in her
eyes, a flush to her cheeks. She looked like a woman with a secret.

She grinned, just couldn’t hold it back. Sometimes
overthinking paid off. She hurried back out to grab her bags and head out of
the apartment. She was done waiting. She’d finished thinking. She was a woman
of action. She had a prince waiting. And she had something really important to
tell him.





Chapter Eight



Jacey was barely in the front door before Jonas had her
against the wall and was kissing her hungrily. Her bags dropped to the floor
and her hands were all over him, touching, stroking, rubbing. He pulled away to
flip the lock on the door and then took her hand.

“You don’t mind if we postpone that ride for a bit, do you?”

She shook her head.

He leaned in to kiss her again but pulled back before she
could deepen it. “I missed you.”

She grinned. “I missed you too, Jonas. I—”

“Shhhh,” he said placing a finger over her lips. “Let’s go
upstairs.”

She nodded her head and let him lead her back to his
bedroom. She could already feel her pussy getting wet, her nipples hardening
into tight points. All he had to do was look at her and she was ready. She knew
he would please her, knew her pleasure would come first. But that wasn’t what
she wanted this time. It was her turn. Her turn to taste and touch and bring
him to orgasm.

As soon as they were in the door she flipped the tables. She
cornered him at the door, shoving him against it and raking her nails down his
T-shirt.

“My turn, Jonas,” she whispered, finding the hem and jerking
it up. “My turn to taste every inch of you.”

He groaned but lifted his hands to help her pull the shirt
off.

She tossed it away and brought her hands back to run over
his chest and shoulders. “I love your shoulders. So broad. So strong. They
could hold the weight of the world if I asked you to. And your chest with just
a light dust of hair,” she traced her finger across it then followed the trail
down over his abs to his jeans, “I love this. Love the delicious place it leads
to.”

She bent forward and ran her tongue over first one nipple
then the other. “I love the taste of your skin,” she moaned, continuing to nip,
lick and suck at him. “Salty and sweet at the same time.”

She worked her mouth down to his abdomen and nibbled the
prominent muscles there while they rippled and flexed. “I love your body. It
should be a sin for a man to be as sexy as you are.” She reached his jeans and
dipped her tongue just under the band and ran it all the way across from one
side to the other before standing.

She grabbed his face and took his mouth in a searing kiss.
Tongues dueled and fought for dominance as they tasted and ate at each other.
Finally she pulled back, kissing and licking his lip and then his chin. “I love
your kiss. The way you consume and seduce me with just a glance.”

Her hands fell back down to his jeans, finding the button
and releasing it before tugging the zipper slowly down. She tucked one hand
inside, cupping and rubbing his length through his underwear. “I love your
cock. I love the way it makes me scream with pleasure.” She took both of her
hands and grasped the open front of his jeans and shoved them down over his
hips, tugging his underwear with it. “I love it fucking my pussy, my ass, any
part of me.” She held his eyes as she dropped to her knees in front of him. “I
want to taste it.” She licked her lips and he groaned. “I want to suck and lick
and feel the hot splash of your cum in my mouth.” She dropped her gaze to his
cock and shoved his clothes lower on his thighs so that his cock and balls were
completely bare to her.

“Jacey,” he moaned.

“Shhhh,” she whispered, licking over the head of his cock.
“Relax, Jonas, and let me have my way with you.”

She felt the muscles in his legs tense up, watched his abs
ripple again, but he just adjusted his position against the door and widened
his stance a bit.

With a moan, she licked him again, this time running her
tongue all the way down his shaft and over his testicles. His hands were tight
fists resting against the door by his hips. She reached out and ran her fingers
over them, smiling as he automatically opened his. She laced their fingers
together. Looking up into his eyes, she took the head into her mouth and sucked
gently on him. It would take more work to use only her mouth on him, to forgo
the use of her hand to hold him in place or stroke him with. But the look on
his face promised it would be worth it.

She moved her lips slowly down, taking as much of him into
her mouth as she could. When the head just touched the start of her throat she
swallowed, giving a slight squeeze to the very top of him. Jonas moaned and his
hands clenched and released around hers. She did it again, swirling her mouth
around him. This time when she pulled back she released him from her mouth.

Her tongue lapped at his bobbing cock, bathing every inch
before she tucked lower and rubbed along the seam of his balls. She traced one
then the other before sucking gently on them. Then she nuzzled lower, moving
her mouth just under his sac and the tight skin there. She licked and sucked,
driving Jonas crazy.

His hands left hers and flew to her hair. Her hairband was
pulled free and he wrapped the freed strands around his hands. “Suck it, Jacey.
Suck my cock.”

She grinned against his skin and turned her face to nip his
inner thigh with her teeth. Jonas rewarded her with a sharp tug on her hair.
She reached up and wrapped a hand around him, jacking it up and down his shaft
before cupping her mouth over the head and sucking. She rubbed her tongue in
the notched groove just under the head that seemed to be so sensitive and he
bucked against her, pressing more of his cock into her mouth.

She squeezed him with her hand, let him feel the scrape of
her teeth, and he plunged in again. Her other hand slid down to fondle and play
with the taut sac of his testicles and then lower to rub the skin under them.
She swore she felt him grow thicker in her mouth. He was fucking now, thrusting
through the tight grip of her fingers and into her mouth. She sucked, licked
and matched him stroke for stroke.

His fingers tightened in her hair and she felt a tingle in
her scalp. She hoped he didn’t snatch her bald when he came.

“Fuck, Jacey,” he grunted, his pace slowing and then speeding
up again only to slow once more. “I’m going to come if you don’t stop.”

She just sucked harder, deep pulls on him and her tongue a
wicked blade forcing him closer.

“Jacey,” he moaned her name. She loved the way it sounded on
his lips.

The first spurt of his cum hit the roof of her mouth in a
hot jet and was quickly followed by a second. She swallowed them down and
sucked for more. He didn’t disappoint her. She savored him, running her tongue
along the slit atop his cock, greedy for every drop. When he pulled back from
her, she let him, switching to soft kisses along his thighs while he gasped for
air above her.

“I love the taste of you,” she told him, looking up with a
smile. He was leaning against the door and his eyes were closed.

“Yeah?” he grunted, making her laugh.

“Yeah,” she told him, coming to her feet in front of him.

“I love something else too, Jonas,” she whispered.

His eyes opened. He lifted a hand to brush her hair back
from her cheek.

“What’s that, Princess?”

“You,” she told him and watched his eyes flare, his body
jerk up from his slouch against the door. “I love you, Jonas.”

“Jacey, you don’t have to,” he started to say but she
stopped him by leaning in and kissing him softly on the lips.

“I know I don’t have to, Jonas,” she said. “I want to. I
realized some stuff this morning when I went home.”

“Like what?” he asked, reaching down to pull his underwear
and jeans back up and tug the zipper. He took her hand and led her over to sit
on the side of his bed, facing one another.

“I realized how much you mean to me,” she said. “I count on
you, to be there for me no matter what.”

“That doesn’t necessarily mean you love me,” he told her. “I
count on a lot of people who I don’t love.”

She laughed. “When something happens, good or bad, you’re
the first person I think of sharing it with. Not Dee. Not Mischa. You. When I’m
happy or sad or lonely, it’s you I think of. I didn’t pay attention to that
before. Just didn’t realize until you told me to find someone else to talk to.”

“I’m sorry, Jacey,” he told her. “I didn’t mean to hurt
you.”

“But you did,” she said. She cupped his face and kissed him
softly again on the lips, trying to take the sting out of her confession. “I’m
glad you did because it really opened my eyes.” She smiled at him. “You made me
cry, Jonas.”

“Oh god,” he growled. “I’m so sorry.”

She just laughed. “No guy has ever made me cry before.”

“Not exactly making me feel good here.”

“Don’t you see? They couldn’t make me cry because they
didn’t mean anything to me. But you made me cry. You made me cry because you
mean everything to me. It broke my heart when you sent me away. And when I saw
you walk in with that woman—”

“She was a mistake,” he vowed, interrupting her. “An
incessantly chatty, couldn’t-wait-for-dinner-to-be-over mistake.”

“Good.” She grinned.

“You love me?” he asked softly.

“Yeah, I really do,” she said. “I—”

“Shhhh,” he whispered, wrapping his arms around her and
pulling her closer. He hugged her tight, rubbing his hands up and down her
spine.

“So how badly do you want to go on that motorcycle ride
today?” he asked.

She laughed. “I’ve really been looking forward to it since
you mentioned it, Jonas.”

He sighed, releasing her and standing up. Her eyes
immediately dropped to his crotch and the now-hidden cock that she’d just satisfied
so well.

“No more of that,” he said, undoing the zipper just long
enough to adjust himself before fastening his jeans closed. He walked over and
scooped up his shirt from the floor and pulled it on. “We’re more than sex,
Jacey.”

“Yeah.” She nodded and stood up, walked over to him. Sex was
easy for her. They both knew that. After all she’d shared with him over the
years he probably knew her better than she did. Every relationship she’d tried
had been based on sex, and they’d all faded quickly. He wanted more than that
from her and she wanted to give him more. She wanted to give him everything.

“So you want that motorcycle ride then?” she whispered.

“I think it’d be a good idea to get out for a bit. And I’d
like to take you out.”

“Think you can handle me rubbing against your back while we
ride?” she asked, kissing him on the jaw.

“Just keep your hands above the waist, Jacey,” he told her.

She stroked her hands up his sides, over his chest, across
her shoulders and up his neck. “Promise,” she whispered.

“Fuck,” he moaned, making her laugh.

It didn’t matter where she touched him, she’d still turn him
on. And they both knew it.





Chapter Nine



The cookout had been a last-minute idea but her friends had
rallied and shown up. Jonas had asked if she wanted to pick up some steaks to
grill and she’d said how much she loved summer grilling with friends. They’d
just rolled with it and now their friends were here with more food and beer
than they could possibly consume.

“Look at them,” Jacey said, shaking her head and Dee and
Mischa glanced out the kitchen window that overlooked the backyard.

Jonas was at the grill with Jack while Clint sprawled at the
picnic table. Jack and Jonas were arguing over something, that much was
obvious. Clint was just laughing. But the three men were relaxed and got along
so well. It made the women watching them happy.

“You know, I’ve always loved Jonas a bit myself,” Mischa
said, going back to chopping veggies.

Jacey laughed. “You love him because if it hadn’t been for
him, you would have never met Clint.”

“I think I’d have met Clint eventually no matter what,”
Mischa said with a smile. “That man was definitely meant for me. But yeah, it
worked out better with him and Jonas rooming together in college. Or more
importantly, Jonas dragging him back here on some of those breaks from
college.”

“So did you give him any clues about your weekend away?” Dee
asked with a snicker as she sliced fruit.

“Nope,” Mischa replied with a huge grin on her face. “I
don’t want him to have any clue what’s planned.” She was quiet for a minute.
“I’ve been looking at some of the stuff I bought though, trying to get familiar
with how to use them. Have either of you ever used a butt plug?”

Jacey didn’t miss that fact that Mischa was looking at her
when she asked or that Dee immediately looked her way too.

“I can honestly say that I’ve never used one,” she admitted.

“But you’ve had anal sex,” Dee blurted.

Jacey thought of Jonas and how amazing he was. “Yeah, I
have.”

“And you say that like a woman who really, really enjoyed
it,” Dee added.

“I did. I do.” Jacey glanced back out toward Jonas.

“You two?” Dee asked. “Already?”

“Oh yeah.” Jacey sighed.

“Good for you.” Mischa laughed. “Did he rock your world?”

“My feet still aren’t too steady on the ground,” Jacey
admitted.

“I knew that man would be good for you,” Mischa said.

“He really is,” Jacey replied. “He’s the most amazing guy.
He treats me like I’ve never been treated before. Like I’m special, important.”

“Well, you are,” Dee added.

“’Bout time you gave that man a chance to show you how it
should be,” Mischa stated.

“I told him I love him today,” Jacey confessed.

Dee stopped and got a little teary eyed. She pulled Jacey in
for a hard hug. “Oh, Jacey, I’m so happy for you.”

“I’m glad you finally realized that you love him,” Mischa
said with a snort. “I was worried that we might have to hit you over the head
with something to wake you the hell up. But then Clint had a better idea.”

“What?” Jacey asked.

“He decided to ask a friend from work to push Jonas into
going out on a date,” Mischa told them. “A certain redhead who I believe you
saw briefly.”

“Clint set that up?” Jacey asked, in full glare mode.

“Ohh, he’s good,” Dee said with awe.

“I told you that man was meant for me,” Mischa said. “And
yes, when I told him how aggravated it made me that you just refused to see
what was right in front of your eyes, he said that we needed to change the view
then. So he asked Bronte, that’s her name, if she would go out with Jonas. He
did tell her that she had to make sure Jonas was miserable the whole time,
though.”

“He said she wouldn’t stop talking,” Jacey admitted with a
laugh.

Mischa laughed. “She’s really a great girl, Jacey. And I
think you owe her for this.”

“We’ll have to invite her to the next girls’ night,” Jacey
said with a sigh. “I guess I do owe her. Where’s she from? I don’t think I’ve
ever met anyone with a name like Bronte.”

“East coast,” Mischa answered. “Just moved here a few months
ago. Clint felt sorry for her because she’s so quiet at work and didn’t seem to
know anyone. So we’ve had her over a few times. I’ve met her for lunch. She’s
nice, quiet, but nice. Her parents are writers and her mother was, or is
obsessed with all the Brontë sisters and their work. Thus the name.”

“Think she can handle our language and subject matter on a
GNO?” Jacey asked.

“Yeah,” Mischa said with a laugh. “More importantly, I think
she needs to.”

“Why didn’t you mention her to us before?” Dee asked.

“Because I was checking her out,” Mischa replied. “Ours is
an exclusive group, ladies.”

“Amen,” Dee agreed.

“I’ll drink to that,” Jacey said and finally hit the button
on the blender for their first batch of margaritas.

As soon as it stopped, Mischa continued. “Then Clint had the
idea of waking Jacey up. So I waited.”

“That man of yours is so devious,” Jacey said. “I might have
to try to drown him in the pool today.”

Mischa laughed. “Or give him a big ole smooch for being the
one to give you that push.”

“Yeah,” Jacey agreed with a laugh. “I might just have to do
that instead.”

They took long sips of their drinks and moaned with
pleasure.

“Nothing better than sun, fun, food and a clear blue pool to
kick off the summer,” Mischa said.

“Yeah, this cookout was a great idea,” Jacey said. “Good
thing none of you already had plans.”

“We would have changed them if we did,” Dee responded with a
shrug.

“Looks like the guys need another round of beers,” Jacey
said. “I’ll just run them out and give that man of yours a big smooch.”

Mischa laughed. “Go for it! Warm him up for me.”

Dee laughed, reaching for the fruit-and-cheese tray to take
out to the table, her drink in the other hand. Mischa grabbed the veggies.
Chips and salsa were already on the table.

“Here’s one for you,” Jacey said, handing a cold beer off to
her brother and giving him a smooch on the cheek.

“Ahhh, just what I wanted,” he sighed, taking a long pull.

“I thought I was what you wanted,” Dee said and Jack turned
to take the tray from her and set it down before pulling her close for a
scorching kiss.

“Every day in every way,” he murmured.

“One for you.” Jacey laughed and handed a beer to Jonas
before moving on to Clint.

“And one for you,” she said with a grin. Reaching up, she
took his face in her hands and placed a loud kiss full on his mouth before
hugging him close. “Thanks, Clint,” she whispered for his ears alone.

“You’re welcome, little sister,” he murmured, softly hugging
her back.

“So how come I’m the only one who didn’t get a kiss?” Jonas
asked as she stepped away from Clint.

“It’s because my man is so sexy, he makes the rest of you
pale in comparison,” Mischa said as she dropped her tray onto the table.

“Only for you, baby,” Clint told her, coming up to wrap his
arms around her and pull her back against his chest. He nuzzled her neck and
shoulder until she turned her head up for his kiss.

Jacey walked back to Jonas. She took his beer from him and
set it down before stepping into him and running her arms up his sides to his
shoulders. “Maybe I just wanted to save the best for last,” she said.

Wasn’t that just what she’d done? Sure, there had been plenty
of men before Jonas, but looking into his eyes, she knew that there would never
be another like Jonas. He was the best in so many ways. And she hoped, prayed,
that he would be her last.

She leaned up and kissed him softly on the mouth, gradually
letting him turn the kiss into something deeper. When she pulled back, the
words just tumbled out. “I love you, Jonas.”

He grinned and hugged her tighter. “I love you too, Jacey.”

“So who’s ready for the pool?” Mischa asked and pulled off
her cover-up, tossing it aside.

“I definitely need a cool dip with you in that, honey,”
Clint said.

“Man, I’m going to look so pale next you,” Dee sighed as she
removed her cover-up too. “You make me want to tan.”

Mischa laughed. “All the tanning in the world won’t give you
my gorgeous skin tone, baby.”

“I like you just the way you are,” Jack told Dee just before
he pushed her into the pool.

She came up sputtering. “I’m going to kill you slowly,
Jack,” she swore, shaking her soaked hair out of her face.

“I’ll help,” Mischa said and gave him a shove in after his
girlfriend.

They were all laughing when he surfaced and wrapped his arms
around Dee.

“You going to let your wife push me around like that?” he
asked Clint with a grin.

“You know, everything changes when you get married,” Clint
said with a sigh.

“And I know you mean that in an ‘Oh, my god, I’m the
luckiest man alive’ kinda way,” Mischa said with her hands on her hips.

Clint gave an exaggerated sigh and scooped her up in his
arms. Mischa squealed and wiggled but he held her firm.

“When you’re married, you jump in together,” he said and
plunged feet first into the deep end.

They both came up laughing and Mischa wrapped around her
husband. “Togetherness is important.”

Jonas opened the grill and flipped the steaks, moved the tin-foil
potatoes around a bit. When he shut the lid again, Jacey was there waiting.
She’d tossed her cover-up aside and now had on her little red bikini. He
automatically reached out and put his arm around her, pulling her into his
side.

“I’m glad we decided to cook out,” she said.

“Me too,” he told her.

“I wonder how long everyone will stay,” she said as she
leaned her head on his shoulder.

“Why?” he asked. “You have something going on later?”

“Well, I told you that we went to the toy store, right?”

“Yeah, I seem to recall you mentioning that.”

“I picked up a little something while I was there, something
that I think you might enjoy trying out with me.”

“What’s that?” he cleared his throat and asked.

“I picked up this set of beads. I think they’re packaged as
anal love beads.”

“Oh fuck, Jacey,” he groaned.

“Oh, I’m hoping we get to that later,” she whispered, going
up on her toes to nip his earlobe.

“Whose idea was this cookout anyways?” he muttered.

She laughed. “I guess I shouldn’t tell you about the hot little
red-and-black number I brought to wear for you tonight then, huh?”

“Unless you don’t mind our friends seeing just how happy I
am right now, you might want to hold those thoughts for later.”

“Hey, you two,” Dee yelled. “Come in and play for a bit.”

“Yeah, Jonas,” Jacey teased. “Come in and play for a bit.”

Jonas groaned. “Damn, woman, you’re going to kill me.”

Jacey laughed and reached up to take his glasses off and lay
them aside. Then, grabbing his hand, she pulled him toward the side of the
pool. “We can at least get wet before you have to check the grill again.
Besides, I have a feeling you might need to cool off.”

“Vixen,” he murmured and pulled her to stand in front of
him. He wrapped his arms around her waist, holding her close against his chest.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m ready.”

With his arms around her she was ready for anything.
Together they stepped off the edge. They came up smiling and Jacey turned
around to wrap her arms and legs around her man.

“I don’t think I’ve ever been this happy,” she confessed.

“Me either. And this is only the beginning, Jacey,” he
promised. “It’ll only get better from here.”

“Better,” she sighed. Everything was better now that Jonas
was so much more than a friend.
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