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          Bye Felicia

        

      

    

    
      “Fuck, baby,” she said and reached for me, but I slipped out of her grip. “Where ya running off to?”


      I grabbed my jeans off the floor and pulled them up quickly, needing to get out of here. “This was a mistake, Jeanine,” I admitted without looking at her as I zipped up my pants.


      She tried to pull me back toward the bed. “Come on. You know you want more,” she said as she kneeled with her legs spread, giving me a full view of everything I’d already sampled and nothing I wanted again.


      “It was nothing more than a moment of weakness.” I shook my head, pulling out of her grip. “It won’t happen again.”


      Her body jolted back before she narrowed her eyes at me. “You’re a real asshole, Frisco.”


      “Babe, you knew exactly what last night was.” I leaned forward and kept my eyes pinned to her. “Don’t act like you’re crushed.”


      She glared at me, crossing her arms over her chest. “But I thought—”


      I put my hand up. I was done. Done with her. Done with us. Done with everything that had to do with her. “That’s the problem. You didn’t bother to listen.”


      Her nostrils flared as she flung virtual daggers with her eyes. “You said you wanted me, though.”


      “Yeah, I wanted to fuck you. Nothing more. We’ve been over for a long time.” I pulled on my T-shirt, smoothing out the wrinkles with the palm of my hands. “Face reality, Jeanine. You’ll never be more than a fuck to me. You made sure of it when you fucked your trainer.”


      The one thing I could never forgive was infidelity. She thought that her pussy was so damn good, I’d forget about her offering it up to someone other than me. When I made a commitment to someone, I fully expected the other person to follow the same rules. Jeanine hadn’t felt the same way.


      Maybe I treated her shitty by fucking her last night and being harsh with her this morning, but I didn’t care. The hurt she caused me ran deep, and the pain hadn’t dulled in the three months since the truth had come out.


      I ducked just as her high heel landed near my head. “Get the fuck out of here. You were the biggest mistake of my life.”


      I grinned as I slid on my boots. “I’m the best man you’ll ever have, babe. You’ll never forget the way I fucked you, how deeply I loved you, and how caring I was with you. You’ll crawl back to me someday, begging for it again.”


      She closed her eyes, dropping her head. “Just leave, Frisco.”


      I stopped in the doorway, glancing over my shoulder. “Call me when you’re missing my cock.”


      “Fuck you!” she yelled, reaching over the edge of the bed, and I took that as my cue to get the hell out of there.


      “Never again. That I promise you.” I headed down the hallway, feeling a freedom I hadn’t felt before. I’d never let her talk me into spending another night in her bed. I wouldn’t even fuck her in a bathroom stall if she offered me pussy with no strings attached.


      I jumped when a loud thud echoed through the small space. I guessed I’d hit a chord with my ex.


      I’d spent three months feeling sorry for myself. Jeanine had ripped my heart out. We’d been together for two years, and just when I was about to propose to her, I caught her fucking him. She begged for my forgiveness, swore it had only happened once and that it would never happen again, but I told her to hit the road.


      It wasn’t that I swore off women, but I couldn’t even think about a relationship. The ladies at the Neon Cowboy, my favorite bar and hangout, were more than happy to share my bed without ties.


      I walked out of her house knowing it was time for me to move on. Jeanine was my past, and who the fuck knew where my future would lead me.


      I’d been given a fresh start.


      For the first time in a long time, I felt ready to conquer the world. I had a kick-ass job at ALFA Private Investigations, a great group of new friends, and my buddies at the Neon Cowboy. Pussy was in abundance.


      Life couldn’t be any fuckin’ better.


      I’d never needed anyone to make me feel whole. I’d spent years in the military, traveling to countries most people only read about, and served as a member of one of the most elite fighting forces—the Navy SEALs. The men I surrounded myself with were my family and everything in the world to me. We’d looked out for each other.


      Now, I had a new team. The guys at ALFA were my new family, and we had each other’s backs just like my brothers in the SEALs did when I served.


      Right now, work was the name of the game.


      Pussy was a recreational activity.


      Variety is the spice of life, right?


      Who wanted to be nailed down to one woman?


      I sure as hell didn’t.


      ***


      “Aren’t those the same clothes you wore yesterday?” Thomas asked when I sat down.


      “Shit happens.”


      “Who was it last night?” James dropped a stack of files on the conference table with a smug grin on his face.


      “You don’t wanna know.” Sam began to laugh.


      James shook his head, knowing the answer already. “You didn’t?”


      “She offered. I took.” A slow grin spread across my face.


      “Never go back.” Thomas rubbed his forehead like he was trying to remove a spot from his skin. “It never ends well.”


      I leaned back in the conference chair, twisting from side to side and thought about his words. “Ended well for me.” I laughed, remembering how pissed off Jeanine had been when I left. Fuck her feelings. She hadn’t been thinking of mine when she cheated.


      “Let’s start the meeting and forget about Jeanine.” Her name sounded like acid coming from Thomas’ mouth.


      “Please.” Her smell still lingered on my fingers, taunting me as I rubbed my chin.


      The guys hadn’t stopped giving me shit about her. Every time I said her name, they’d tell me to get the fuck over her and find a new woman.


      The problem was, I found too many.


      “Let’s welcome our newest member, Bear.” Thomas gave Bear a nod.


      “I’m happy to be here,” he replied without a smile as everyone greeted him.


      That was Bear—serious as a heart attack, funny as fuck, and scary as hell. We’d been friends for years. We were regulars at the Neon Cowboy and both friends of Thomas’ brother Joe. We both jumped at the chance to work for a PI firm in town when Joe mentioned they were looking for new guys to hire for the crew.


      “Frisco.” James snapped his fingers, annoying the hell out of me.


      I dragged my eyes to him. “What’s up?”


      He slid a folder down the long, black table, and it stopped right in front of me. “New case for you this week.”


      “What is it?”


      “Someone wants proof that their spouse is cheating.”


      I looked up at James’ grinning face and gritted my teeth. “Getting a kick out of this aren’t ya, man?” I asked. Really, I’d been given a free pass for too long and could handle the job, but it was nice being offered the better cases.


      “Shit happens every day to people. Just do your job and get the proof.”


      “Fine,” I grumbled, reading over her details and pretending to be upset.


      “Sam, where are you with your case?” Thomas changed the subject and left me to study my next assignment.


      I hadn’t taken a cheating case in three months. Thomas and James had been kind enough to pass them along to the other guys.


      I read the information that Mary Green had written while cases were assigned to everyone else around the table. There wasn’t anything unusual. Her husband had started staying later at work, began dressing differently, changed his cologne, and added a password lock to his phone. She suspected he was cheating and wanted proof.


      “Can I just ask something real quick?” Bear rubbed the back of his neck and seemed uneasy. I’d never worked with Bear, but he wasn’t acting like his self-assured asshole self I knew.


      “Shoot.” James motioned toward Bear with a quick nod.


      “When the fuck did we start calling him Sam?” His eyes moved to Sam before anyone could answer the question. “You’ll always be Flash to me. Sam just sounds so, so…fucking old.”


      Sam’s face turned pink. “I dropped the nickname years ago, Bear.”


      Sam, aka Flash, had worked with James and Thomas years ago. They were undercover DEA agents and Sam worked for the FBI. They worked together, not always nicely, to take down one of the biggest motorcycle gangs in Florida. Afterward, they were all sick of the life and the lies they had to tell, and that’s how ALFA came to fruition.


      “It suits you, though, pretty boy. I’m calling your ass Flash. Just putting it out there,” Bear said and crossed his arms over his chest as he stood his ground.


      Sam never seemed to sound right, but he tried to throw out the nickname. I didn’t know much about the guy, but I knew that he’d had a thing with James’ wife before they were a couple. The tension between James and Flash was often so intense that I could almost see the anger radiate from James.


      Sam would laugh it off and try to smooth the waters, but James never got rid of the chip on his shoulder. Sam had a woman, Fiona, and was madly in love with her. Izzy, James’ wife, was happily married and didn’t want anything more than a friendship from Sam. James being James let the past lie, but he didn’t forget everything entirely.


      “Whatever you want.” Sam held his hands up and gave Bear the killer smile he’d been nicknamed for.


      “Glad that’s settled,” Morgan chimed in, tapping his fingers on the table, looking completely bored. “We done here?”


      “Are you good, Frisco?” James asked, ignoring Morgan.


      I nodded, giving him a fake smile while I closed the file. “I got this. Easy case.”


      “If it’s too soon, I can give it to one of the other guys,” he offered.


      “What the fuck?” Morgan complained, rolling his eyes and groaning.


      I lifted my chin to him before I glanced at Morgan. “I’m not a pussy, man. I got it.”


      “About damn time,” Morgan said with a smile. “You back finally, brother?”


      “I’m back.” I stood and glanced around the table. Each of the men around the table had my back. They treated me with kid gloves during the entire breakup. I wouldn’t have made it through with my sanity if it hadn’t been for them. “And better than ever,” I added before I walked out of the room.


      As I headed down the hallway toward my office, I could hear the guys hooting and laughing. I felt the truth in those words when I spoke them. I was no longer the man I had been even the day before.


      I was better, a different version of my former self.


      I was a self-described asshole, but I had a kind heart too.


      One thing I knew for sure: I’d never be anyone’s doormat again.


      “So it’s really over?” Bear called down the hallway, following close on my heels.


      I stopped at my office door and turned to face him. “Finished.”


      He fist-pumped the air and whooped before he spoke. “That bitch didn’t deserve you.”


      “I know.” My happiness had been written all over me since I’d left her place, unable to wipe the grin off my face. She fucking didn’t. I knew that before I caught her with that steroid-filled douchebag.


      “Drinks tonight to celebrate my first case?”


      “Sure, Bear. Neon Cowboy?”


      “Fuck yeah. Where else, man?”


      “I’ll be there. Now get to work so they don’t fire your ass before you start.”


      “Pussy,” he whispered and disappeared into his office.


      Bear always knew how to put shit in perspective. He’d never liked Jeanine, but then again, I never cared what his opinion of someone had been before. Closing the door behind me, I tossed the file on my desk from across the room and took a deep breath.


      Tonight was a night to celebrate.
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          My thing…My business

        

      

    

    
      I walked through the doors of the Neon Cowboy and glanced around, scanning the crowd for Jeanine. Not because I wanted to see her, but because I didn’t want to deal with her shit tonight.


      “Hey, Frisco.” Brandy, the waitress I flirted with often and fucked sometimes, greeted me.


      Brandy and I had an agreement. We’d spent some nights together, enjoyed each other’s bodies, and didn’t need anything more. She was easy and didn’t make my head hurt with her bullshit.


      I buried my face in her hair. “Hey yourself, beautiful. How you doin’ tonight?” My lips brushed against her ear and she shivered in my arms.


      “I’m better now that you’re here,” she whispered.


      “Want me to wait around for you tonight? I can give you a ride home?”


      “Yeah. I could use a ride,” she replied with a small laugh.


      “Let me hang out with the guys and then find me when you’re ready to get off.”


      “I plan on it.” She dragged her lips against my cheek before she backed up a step.


      Tonight I’d get a piece of ass without hearing shit about it in the morning. That had been the best part of being single. No one expected anything from me.


      “Look who finally decided to show his face,” City said when I approached the table. He wrapped his arm tightly around his wife, Sunshine, before he took a sip of his beer.


      We’d been friends for as long as I could remember. Unlike the other guys we hung out with at the Neon Cowboy, City and I had an understanding. I’d even say we were cut from the same cloth. We both believed in fidelity and loyalty above all else, and we knew how to treat our women until they needed to be tossed to the curb.


      City had the look of a man you didn’t fuck with. He was big, wide, and dark. His piercing blue eyes were haunting against his olive skin and dark hair, and his appearance unsettled many people who crossed his path. Much like me, his skin was covered in tattoos, but his were part of his trade.


      “If your brother didn’t work me to death, I’d be here more often.” I pulled out a chair and collapsed. “Hey, Sunshine.”


      She gave me a lopsided smile and swirled the drink around in her glass. “Hey, Frisco. I haven’t seen you in so long. How are ya, sweetie?” Her blond hair cascaded down her shoulder, kissing the edge of her cleavage, but I didn’t dare stare.


      I watched the way she curled into her husband’s side, always touching him. “Just perfect, babe.”


      When I’d first met Sunshine, I didn’t think she had a chance in hell of lasting with City. They were complete opposites—him a badass biker who inked for a living, and her a prissy schoolteacher with more issues and rules than I had back in Catholic school. But here they were, happily married.


      “Are you over her?” Her eyes shifted when she referred to Jeanine.


      “Yeah, babe. She’s in the past.” I looked around the table and my eyes stopped on Bear, who had a look that screamed bullshit.


      He held the beer bottle in front of his face and stared at me down the glass. “Where was your dick last night?”


      Motherfucker. Bear always had to throw me under the fucking bus.


      I glared at him, grinding my teeth. “There’s a lady at the table.” I leaned forward in my chair, resting my elbows on the table and glaring at him.


      He glanced around before looking at me. “Who?”


      I shook my head, wondering if he’d had a few too many already. “Sunshine,” I snapped, motioning toward her with my fingers.


      He laughed. “She’s one of the guys now. I’ve heard her say some pretty nasty shit. Ain’t that right, Sunshine?” He winked at her, causing her to giggle.


      “Yeah.” A straw clung to her bottom lip. “So where was it?”


      There it was.


      The innocence.


      We’d all teased her about her inability to use cuss words, and she hadn’t changed. But every so often, when you got her mad enough, she’d let them fly.


      Everyone was fishing. They all wanted me to admit what I tried to hide, wanted to hide. I don’t know if I was ashamed of the night before or just didn’t want to hear their comments. I could see that no matter what I said, they weren’t going to drop it until I fessed up.


      “Where was what?” I asked Sunshine, trying to get her to say the word.


      “Your thing,” she replied as she set her drink down.


      The entire table erupted in laughter. Sunshine had been a good girl—hell, she still was. She may have hung around with a crowd that cursed as if it was our only language, but she still couldn’t use the words herself.


      “See.” I pointed at her, unable to contain my smile. “She’s still an innocent.”


      I wanted someone like her.


      Scratch that.


      Although I loved her to pieces, I needed someone with a little more bite.


      Scratch that too. I didn’t want anyone. Didn’t need them.


      City choked on his beer and wiped his lips with the back of his hand. “She’s far from that, man.”


      Bear slapped the table, tears forming in his eyes as he laughed. “Stop stalling. Since you’re over her, why don’t you tell us where your thing was last night?” He raised an eyebrow, challenging me to answer even though he knew I wouldn’t back down.


      “Fuck off, Bear.” I waved my hand in front of my face.


      “Hey, guys.” Brandy held her tray against her hip and bounced slightly on her heels. “Another round?”


      “I’ll take a shot of Jack and a beer, Brandy.”


      “You got it, Frisco.” She winked at me.


      “Another round for everyone, including Sunshine. Make hers a double.” Bear nudged City with his elbow. “We’ll get you laid tonight.”


      City laughed, pushing Bear back. “She isn’t as much of a lightweight as she used to be, Bear, and I don’t need to liquor my girl up. What do you want, sugar?” He stroked her shoulder with his hand.


      “I’ll take another, but not a double.” Sunshine pushed her empty glass toward Brandy. “I have a kid to take care of.”


      “Coming right up,” Brandy said before sauntering off.


      Bear watched her walk away. “I’d love to sink my teeth into that.”


      “You’d sink your thing into anything, Bear. Who the fuck are you kidding, you old bastard?”


      “You think you have more game than me, buddy?” he challenged, adjusting himself in the chair and leaning forward.


      “I think I can get more pussy than you. In a fuckin’ heartbeat.”


      “Yo, fuckers!” Tank yelled as he walked up to the table and tossed his cigarettes in front of his open seat.


      “Tank,” everyone replied without looking.


      “What the fuck did I miss?” His eyes swept around the table.


      I laughed and pointed my thumb at Bear. “He thinks he can get more pussy than me.”


      Tank slammed his hand down on the table and broke out into laughter. “That old fucker thinks he can beat you in a pussy contest?” Tank looked at Bear, shaking his head. “You senile or some shit?”


      “No, asshole,” Bear snapped, his top lip snarling. “I can get any pussy in this room.”


      Tank laughed harder, holding his side with one hand. “You should get your ass checked for that dementia. Frisco has a good fifteen years on your ass, and he knows how to treat a woman. Plus, his face doesn’t hurt either.”


      Bear recoiled and his expression hardened. “What the fuck is wrong with my face?” He ran his fingers through his beard before smoothing it.


      Tank slapped the table again, doubling over in laughter. “I can’t,” he said, trying to catch his breath. “You’ve got to be fucking joking me.”


      Bear’s face softened as he looked around the table. “I’m pretty.”


      “Scary,” City added, joining in on the laughter.


      Bear crossed his arms over his chest, pushing back his shoulders. “Fuck you guys. You’re all assholes.”


      Sunshine leaned in front of City, looking Bear straight in the face. “I think you’re pretty.”


      City looked down at her. “You can’t be fuckin’ serious?”


      She peered up at him, giving him a warm smile. “Everyone is beautiful, babe.”


      He dragged his hand across his face. “Jesus. The woman likes everyone.” Glancing toward the ceiling, City let out a loud sigh.


      Bear slapped him on the back, laughing. “Lucky for you, man. How else did you get yourself such a wonderful girl?” Bear gave City’s shoulder a tight squeeze.


      A grin crept across City’s face. “That was my thing.”


      Everyone broke out into laughter.


      Sunshine rested her head on his chest as she looked up at him. “That sealed the deal, baby.”


      Bear blanched and turned his eyes on me. “You up for the challenge, little man?”


      I pushed my chest out, squared my shoulders, and smiled. “You’re on, old fuck,” I said with a gleam in my eye.


      “You boys are bad. You shouldn’t treat girls that way,” Sunshine added as she glanced between Bear and me with her mouth agape.


      I cleared my throat, leaning back in my chair. “We won’t treat them any other way than they want to be treated, sweetheart. Not every woman is looking for a relationship.”


      She nodded slowly, giggles bubbling out of her. “Works for me.”


      “What’s our target?” I rubbed my chin and thought about the best way to go about this. Really, no matter how we did it, I’d win. I’d never lost at anything. “Quantity or—”


      “Here’s your drinks, guys,” Brandy interrupted, placing her tray on the table before handing them out.


      “Thanks, Brandy.” Bear leaned forward and cleared his throat. “Can I ask you something?”


      Here we go. I knew what was coming. Bear had been sweet on her, but then again he was sweet on a lot of girls. He didn’t know a thing about Brandy and me. We kept our arrangement on the down low. It wasn’t anyone’s business but our own.


      She looked up at him, chewing her lip. “Sure, Bear. What’s up?”


      “Well…” His eyes shifted. “Tank here wanted to know if you’re taken.”


      Brandy blushed, glancing down at the floor. “No, I’m single,” she whispered as her face turned red.


      “Brandy.” Tank’s voice was soft as he reached out and touched her arm. “It wasn’t me asking, but don’t be ashamed, babe. You’re a beautiful woman.”


      Her eyes met Tank’s. “Thanks, Tank. You’re really sweet.” She winked at him and turned her attention toward Bear. “Anything else?” she asked as her body straightened.


      “We’re good.” City dragged a beer in front of him and barely hid his amusement. “Thanks, Brandy. You can leave before one of these assholes says something else.”


      She nodded and hugged her tray before she walked away.


      “You’re assholes.” Sunshine shook her head.


      The entire table turned to her and gawked.


      “Mark this day in the books, men—Sunshine swore,” Bear announced, pretending to write a note on his palm.


      “Fuck off. Stop harassing my woman,” City ordered, kissing the top of her head and pulling her closer while glaring at Bear.


      “Fine. Back to what we were talking about before. Are we going for quantity or do you want to go head-to-head?”


      Tank cleared his throat before he choked on his beer. “That didn’t sound right,” he said in a strangled voice.


      “Sick fuck,” Bear snapped. “So what’ll it be, Frisco? Are you man enough?”


      I leaned forward, rubbing my hands together, ready for the challenge. “I can beat your ass head-to-head any day. What’s the target?”


      Bear leaned forward too, glancing around the table and speaking quietly. “Brandy.”


      My eyebrows rose as I caught a glimpse of her across the room. “Brandy?” I asked, keeping my voice low. “Seriously? You think you can land her after that bullshit you just pulled? Her body language when she left didn’t say fuck me.” I laughed, knowing I had this one in the bag.


      Bear smirked, toying with the scruff of hair hanging from his chin. “She wants me.”


      “Clueless,” Tank mumbled before he brought the beer bottle to his lips.


      I studied him and almost felt sorry for what was about to happen, but the feeling quickly passed. “What am I going to win when I crush the hell out of you?” This shit would be way too easy. Some would say it was cheating, but this was Bear and it was like taking candy from a baby.


      “Fifty bucks.”


      “Cheap fucker,” City muttered.


      “One hundred, then,” Bear said.


      I grabbed my beer, took a sip, and studied Bear. “You’re on, man. Ready to go down quicker than a hooker lookin’ for a fix?” The corner of my mouth twitched as I tried to hide my amusement.


      “In your dreams, prick,” Bear shot back and cracked his neck, readying himself for victory. “Watch how it’s done.” He pushed his chair back and stood, zeroing in on his target. “I’m going to end this before it gets started.”


      I motioned toward Brandy, trying not to laugh. Bear looked so damn serious and confident. “Have at it, man. Let’s see what game you got.”


      “Watch and learn, little boy.” He straightened, smoothing his shirt and beard before he marched off toward her.


      “You’re already meeting her after work, aren’t you?” City asked as we stared at Bear, waiting for the scene to play out.


      I nodded, unable to hide my laughter anymore. “Yeah, I talked to her when I walked in.”


      Tank turned toward me. “How often you hitting that fine piece of ass?”


      I glanced at him and crossed my arms in front of me, feeling a little protective. “As often as she wants.”


      Tank patted me on the back, a smile creeping across his face. “That’s my boy.”


      “I wish I had fuckin’ popcorn.” City shook his beer, checking how full the bottle was before slamming it back.


      “Me too, man. Me too.” I tried to watch, but I kept looking away, guilt gnawing at my insides. The poor guy was about to lose and fall hard. But the one thing I knew about Bear was that he never let it affect him. The man would get knocked down and hop right back up, bigger and better than before.


      “I missed you guys.” Sunshine watched Bear intently, barely breathing.


      Tank glanced over at her. “Eh, we’re assholes, babe,” he muttered. “You make us better men, though.”


      “Clearly that’s a lie,” she mumbled, toying with the pink umbrella resting on the rim of her drink. “You guys are up to the same nonsense as always.”


      “That’s why you love us,” I reminded her before I leaned forward, resting my elbow on the table and watching the train wreck unfold before my eyes.


      “Yeah, that must be it,” she muttered. “Poor Bear.”


      “Oh, please. He’s an asshole,” City said.


      Bear tried to wrap an arm around Brandy and sweet-talk her the same way I had when I walked in, but she slipped from his grip.


      “It’s not lookin’ so good for him.” Tank laughed. “I should record this shit.”


      “Sick fuck. That would just be cruel,” City said, watching as stoically as the rest of us.


      Bear tried again, caging Brandy against the bar as she leaned back. If she were mine, I would’ve already been on top of him, teaching him how to treat a woman. But I knew Brandy could handle herself. Working at a country biker bar like the Neon Cowboy, she had to deal with assholes all the time.


      Brandy dipped under his arms, sliding out of his hold and squaring her shoulders. She glared at him, her hands waving in front of his face, and she laid into him.


      He replied, but I couldn’t read his lips. Suddenly her hand flew through the air, striking him in the face. His body recoiled as he grabbed his cheek, stunned.


      I jumped from my seat, moving quickly to her aid and grabbed him by the shoulder.


      “Bear,” I warned.


      “Dude, what?” he said, still holding his cheek with fire in his eyes as he glared at Brandy.


      “Watch it.”


      He turned his glare on me. “You think I’d fucking hit her?” His mouth dropped open and he shook my hand off.


      I gave him a weak smile. “I don’t know, man.” But I did. The one thing I knew about Bear is that he’d never hit a woman. He had always been the one to step in and stop us from doing something we’d regret later.


      “I deserved the slap.”


      “I’m sorry, Bear.” Brandy glanced down at the floor, hiding her face behind her brown hair.


      “Nah, Brandy. I was a dick. Forgive me?”


      She brought her eyes to his but didn’t smile. “I’m still not fucking you, Bear.”


      “Can’t blame a guy for trying,” Bear replied before walking away and leaving us behind.


      “What the fuck was that about?” she asked, shaking the sting from her palm and peering over my shoulder.


      Grabbing her hand, I massaged her tender flesh. “I’ll tell you later.”


      “It better be good.” Her shoulders sagged as I continued to rub her fingers. “That feels so good.”


      “I’ll make ya feel better, sweetheart,” I promised, giving her a smirk that I could only describe as carnal.


      A greedy smile spread across her face. “I know you will, handsome.”


      I released her hand and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “Get back to work and let me deal with Bear.”


      “I’m counting the hours,” she whispered, turning her face to brush her lips against mine.


      “Me too.” I pulled away, letting our fingertips touch as I took a step backward before turning and heading for the table.


      I couldn’t hide the smile on my face. Bear’s posture said it all. He was pissed.


      “I smell defeat,” I teased as I sat down and rubbed my hands together.


      His eyes narrowed. “I call bullshit, Frisco. You had her before we made the bet.”


      I glanced around the table, glaring at everyone. “Who fuckin’ opened their big mouth?”


      The only person at the table smiling was Sunshine. She never could keep a secret, especially after a few drinks. I sighed, rubbing the back of my neck because what was done was done.


      “Don’t be mad at me,” she whispered, displaying a sweet, innocent, bullshit smile on her face.


      I shook my head and sighed. “I could never be mad at you, babe.”


      “He just looked so sad. I couldn’t help myself.” She drew her shoulders up near her ears in an exasperated shrug. “Sorry, Frisco.”


      I waved her off. “It’s cool. I’m still the winner in the end. I’ll be going home with Brandy, and Bear will only go home to a handy.” I laughed, but I winced when City grimaced. “Sorry, man. Too much?”


      His piercing blue eyes softened. “A little.”


      Sunshine just laughed and gave him a quick, playful swat to the chest. “Oh, stop. I’ve heard worse from his brothers.”


      “Let’s not forget Izzy,” Bear chimed in.


      City turned slowly as he pinned Bear with his glare. “Forget she exists.”


      Bear swallowed hard, all color draining from his face. “Forgotten.”


      “I better go get a drink at the bar. I don’t think Brandy will be coming back.”


      “Grab a round while you’re up.” Tank shook his empty bottle.


      “I’ll put it on Bear’s tab,” I called out over my shoulder.


      “Fucker,” he mumbled.


      “I plan to,” I added, turning around to hide my laughter.


      Bear wanted to beat my ass. It was a good thing he’s my best friend or I would’ve been laid out already.


      “Hey,” Brandy said from beside me as I leaned against the bar. “I’m getting off early. Bar’s slow. Wanna leave in an hour?”


      I licked my lips and raked my eyes over her body, leaning into her space. The heels she had on showed off her calves beautifully and caught my eye. “I’m ready when you are. I can’t wait to sink my teeth into you and taste your sweetness,” I whispered in her ear. The line had been cheesy; I’d admit that. Brandy didn’t need to be wined and dined. We had the same goal—to get off.


      “You know all the right things to say to me.”


      “Uh-huh,” I mumbled, sucking her earlobe into my mouth and biting it gently. “Now be a doll and bring us another round, and I’ll make all the misery melt away when I eat your sweet pussy later.”


      “Yes,” she said, shivering in my arms.


      I kissed her on the cheek. “Good girl.”


      As I started to walk away, she took the liberty of smacking my ass. The loud music of the bar mixed with the chatter of the crowd drowned out the thwack of her hand. I laughed, shaking my head as I walked back toward the assholes I’d have to kill an hour with.
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          Cupcakes and cuties

        

      

    

    
      “I don’t know why the fuck I’m here,” Bear said as he grabbed a cupcake off the dessert table.


      I slapped him on the back and he jolted forward. “Because City is your friend and it’s his kid’s birthday party, dumbass. Can’t you be a happy bastard one day in your life?”


      He cracked a smile, barely visible behind all the facial hair. “I’m always happy.” He scraped the pink frosting off with his index finger, eyeing it with curiosity. “How was Brandy Friday night, you lucky bastard?” He stuck his finger in his mouth and closed his eyes.


      I widened my stance, feeling my muscles tense. “I don’t kiss and tell, Bear.”


      He waved me off. “You’re such a liar.” He looked ridiculous with a small dollop of pink frosting stuck in his beard.


      “I didn’t see you leaving the bar alone. So don’t pretend you didn’t get a piece of ass.”


      City cleared his throat behind us. “Can we watch our language? There are children around.”


      I grimaced and knew better. Sunshine would’ve smacked me for such language. “Sorry, City. It won’t happen again.”


      “I’m just fucking with you.”


      “Great party, man,” Bear mumbled before he shoved the entire cupcake into his mouth.


      City glanced around the yard and radiated confidence. “It turned out better than I thought.” He placed his hands on his hips, puffing out his chest as his eyes roamed the crowd. “Suzy pulled it off.”


      The yard had been transformed into a pink princess wonderland. Round tables had baby-pink tablecloths with bright pink flowers as centerpieces. Pink lanterns, pink balloons, and pink streamers were tied everywhere. Pink threw up in City’s yard, but his daughter Gigi seemed to be ecstatic as she ran around the party squealing.


      Bear whistled. “I thought you decorated this masterpiece.”


      “Don’t be an asshole, Bear.”


      There was a light tap on my shoulder. “Frisco,” Sunshine said from behind me in a soft voice. She was up to something. I’d known the woman long enough to know when her sweetness had a purpose or a victim.


      I turned, giving her a smile. “Hey, babe.” I wrapped my arms around her. “Thanks for inviting me.”


      Her tiny hands rubbed my back when she curled into my body. “You guys are like family.”


      “The side we don’t talk about, of course,” City added.


      “Dick,” Bear mumbled.


      City smacked Bear on the shoulder. “Language, fucker.”


      “What the—” Bear started, but City silenced him with a single look.


      “Everything looks great, Sunshine,” I told her after I let her go.


      “Thanks, Frisco. So, I wanted to ask you…” She clasped her hands in front of her as she started to shift on her feet, ready to hit me with her request. “I know things didn’t end that long ago with Jeanine, but I think—” She stopped talking and glanced at City.


      He placed his arm around her shoulder. “Tell him, sugar.”


      I tried like hell not to make a facial expression that would make her feel bad. I knew where this was going—the classic fix-up for the poor guy who couldn’t get a date.


      Suzy Sunshine was always trying to fix everything. Sometimes the heart couldn’t be fixed; it needed to mend on its own…or never.


      Sunshine peered up at me through her eyelashes. “I have a friend I’d love for you to meet.” There it was.


      I had become everyone’s charity case.


      I rubbed the back of my neck, trying to find the words that wouldn’t make me seem like a complete asshole. “I don’t know, Sunshine. I don’t know if I’m ready for anything yet.” I gave her a halfhearted smile as my hands dropped to my side.


      She cocked her head, raising an eyebrow. “You were ready to go home with Brandy the other night.” Her foot tapped rapidly on the grass as she stared at me.


      “Well, that was different,” I lied.


      Sunshine poked me in the chest, her eyes piercing me. “It is not. Now, you listen to me, Frisco, and listen good.” She poked me harder and stepped closer. “Georgia is a lovely girl. I work with her, and I think you two would really hit it off.”


      “Georgia?” Bear interrupted, bursting into laughter and regrouping. “She sounds hot.”


      Sunshine turned slowly and glared at him. “Suck it, Bear.”


      Bear repeated “Georgia, Georgia” over and over again quietly so only I could hear.


      “Sunshine…” I shifted on my feet, trying to think of something brilliant to say. “I just don’t think it’s a good idea. I’m not really looking for a relationship right now.”


      In all honesty, a girl with the name Georgia probably wasn’t my bag of chips. I liked Brandys, Candys, and Trixies right now. I knew what I was in for, they knew what I offered, and it kept shit simple.


      Sunshine laid her hand on my chest, looking up at me with her big baby blues. “Will you at least meet her? Please,” she said, pleading with me.


      “Give it up, man. She won’t stop until she gets what she wants,” City said.


      I’d known her long enough to know that she wasn’t a quitter. “Fine,” I growled. I didn’t have a fucking choice in the matter, and I might as well get it over with.


      “Yes!” she cheered, fist-pumping the air. “Stay right there.” She pointed to the ground with wide eyes before shuffling off. “I’m going to go get her.”


      “Yay!” I chanted sarcastically and clapped my hands.


      This wouldn’t end well.


      Fix-ups never did.


      Bear nudged me in the ribs. “Hope you and Georgia have fun.”


      “Shut up,” I grumbled. Watching Suzy walk across the yard toward a giant group of women huddled under a tree, I held my breath.


      City slapped my shoulder. “Dude, you’ll like her,” he promised before he walked away.


      I couldn’t breathe. It felt like my throat was closing, like I was having an allergic reaction.


      “I mean, she sounds hot,” Bear said, causing me to glance at him. “Probably a teacher like Suzy Sunshine and likes to sit home with her twenty cats on the weekend.” Bear wiped the tears away from his eyes.


      “Fuckin’ great.” My gaze flickered upward before zeroing in on Sunshine. “Clusterfuck.”


      “This is going to be fun.”


      “Don’t you have somewhere to be?”


      “I ain’t going anywhere now. Shit’s about to get good. You’ve never been able to say no to Sunshine.”


      “Don’t act like you don’t have a soft spot for her too,” I snapped. Bear would take a bullet for Suzy. He’d kill for her if need be. Not because he wanted her, but because he loved her like family.


      We all did. Hence why my dumbass hadn’t taken off. I stood here, waiting for her to introduce me to her friend and felt a sense of impending doom.


      Staring across the yard, I watched as Suzy spoke to the group. Which one was she? They weren’t bad-lookin’ ladies, but none of them looked to be my type.


      That was a lie.


      I didn’t really have a type, other than a woman who could keep her legs closed for five damn seconds when out of my presence. I was game for just about anyone. Color didn’t matter, ethnicity didn’t factor, even size. I loved women who were comfortable with themselves above all else.


      Dating a friend’s friend complicated shit. There was nothing in the world I’d want to do to fuck up the friendship I had with Sunshine and City.


      Suzy glanced at me and I waved her over. I had to put a stop to this before it ended badly. I’d just have to tell her that I couldn’t meet Georgia.


      “Yeah?” she asked as she approached, her sundress swaying as she tried to hold the hem from blowing up with the wind.


      I peered over her shoulder, noticing the group of women staring in silence. “I don’t think this is a good idea.”


      She recoiled, taking a step backward before recovering. “Oh no, you don’t, buddy. You’re going to meet her.” Her lips were set in a firm line when she grabbed my hand.


      “Suzy.” I tried to pull away but failed. “It won’t end up well. I’m not made for a schoolteacher, babe.”


      She rolled her eyes. “Frisco, she’s not a schoolteacher.”


      “Oh?” My eyebrows shot up. I’d just assumed she was, not that it was a bad thing. Most teachers I knew were actually freaks in the sack, but being that she was Sunshine’s friend told me she had to be innocent like her.


      “Stop being a baby. We aren’t all like her.” I loved that Sunshine referred to the cheating whore as her. She was like an outcast who didn’t deserve a name.


      “I know,” I said, squeezing her hand gently.


      “Come on.” She turned around and tugged me forward.


      I dug my heels into the ground, but the woman didn’t listen. She pulled me forward, yanking me by the arm like a woman possessed, and I let her.


      “Suzy,” I said.


      “Have fun, man!” Bear called out.


      “Don’t listen to him. You’re gonna love Georgia.”


      “Georgia,” I whispered, choking on the word. I swallowed hard when ten sets of eyes swept over me.


      “Everyone,” she said, releasing my hand and motioning toward me, “this is Frisco.”


      I waved like a moron. “Hi, ladies.” I suddenly felt self-conscious when I noticed a few of them lick their lips.


      “I’m going to borrow Georgia for a little bit.” Sunshine reached through the crowd, and my eyes followed her every movement, waiting to see her.


      Everything seemed to stop.


      Maybe it was the redhead with the glasses who looked like she hadn’t been fucked properly in her entire life. We’d never get past first base.


      What was I thinking coming to this damn party?


      A woman stepped through the crowd and waved. “Hey,” she said, sounding like an angel. Her look, on the other hand, was anything but heavenly. Don’t get me wrong. She was hot as hell, but she didn’t look an ounce of innocent.


      My jaw dropped open and the air in my lungs disappeared. I closed my mouth, trying to find my words. Before I could speak, I reached out and brought her hand to my lips. “It’s nice to meet you, Georgia,” I whispered, peering into her rich, dark eyes.


      She blushed and batted her eyelashes. “You too, Frisco.”


      “Why don’t you two go sit and chat a while?” Sunshine suggested as she touched our arms and moved us forward. “Go spend some time learning about each other.”


      “She’s bossy,” Georgia said before her shiny red lips turned up in a smile.


      I laughed, nodding in agreement and mesmerized by her mouth. “You have no idea.”


      Sunshine waved her hands dismissively at us. “Scoot, you two.”


      I gave Sunshine a peck on the cheek before turning toward Georgia.


      I held out my hand to her, trying to be a complete gentleman. “Can I get you a drink?” I asked.


      She slid her fingers into my palm and took a step closer. “I’d love a drink.”


      As we walked toward the makeshift patio bar, I caught a glimpse of Bear. His eyes were bulging out of his head and his jaw was almost touching the grass.


      Eat your heart out, buddy. I smirked and gave him a chin lift.


      “Fucker,” he mouthed. He shook his head and grabbed another cupcake, drowning his envy in desserts.


      She leaned close and whispered, “Your friend?” She motioned toward Bear with her head, and her black locks shimmered in the sunlight.


      “Some people call him that.” I held her hand, helping to stabilize her on the grass until our feet touched the concrete patio. “What would you like?” I asked and released her tiny hand.


      “Hmmm.” She tapped her chin and stared at the bottles behind the bar while I watched her. “I’ll take a Bellini.”


      I couldn’t stop my face from contorting. “A what?”


      “A Bellini.”


      “A Bellini…” I stammered as I spoke to the bartender. He nodded, and I was happy as hell that he knew what the hell it was, because I’d sure as fuck never heard of it. “And a beer for me, please.”


      “Sure thing,” the man in the pink tuxedo said before he reached into the cooler and grabbed my drink.


      “So, Georgia…” I rested one arm against the bar, thinking I looked calm, but inside I was anything but. “Do you work with Sunshine?”


      Great, I already sounded like a douchebag.


      “Sunshine?” She looked at me confused with the cutest tiny crinkles in her forehead. Actually there wasn’t a wrinkle on her face. Not one. Nothing even around her eyes when her face softened.


      “Sorry,” I said. I needed to remember that only the guys at the Cowboy called her that. “Suzy.”


      “Yeah,” she replied. She took the champagne flute off the bar and studied the liquid before turning her attention to me. “I just started working with her this year.”


      “Are you a teacher?”


      She grinned against the rim of her glass. “No.”


      Just as I was about to take a sip, I paused with the glass in front of my lips. “I was going to say. Teachers have changed since I was a kid.”


      As I gulped down the beer, she said, “Yeah. I’m a librarian.”


      I choked, almost spitting all over the bar. “A librarian?” My eyes widened.


      When the fuck did librarians become hot?


      Georgia did not look like the woman who used to read me Charlotte’s Web when I was in school. I always thought of librarians as old ladies with gray hair and business suits.


      That didn’t describe Georgia. She had on a hot little sundress, classic fifties style with a V-neckline, and shoes with skulls. Her cleavage wasn’t enormous, but her tits were enough to fit in my hands. Her long black hair and thick black eyeliner didn’t fit the bookworm type.


      “You’re shitting me?” I tried not to eye-fuck her over my beer bottle.


      She shook her head, blushing while she sipped her Bellini. “Nope. I’m a total nerd,” she admitted and looked away.


      “The last thing I’d call you is a nerd.” Where in the hell had this girl come from, and why had Sunshine been holding out on me? “Want to sit down?” I asked, glancing at her shoes and noticing her heels had to easily be five inches.


      She sighed and shifted on her feet. “I’d love to. My feet are killing me in this heat.”


      We stole glances at each other as we walked toward an empty table.


      She sat and crossed her ankles, holding the champagne glass in her lap. “So what do you do, Frisco?”


      I turned my chair to face her, wanting to be closer. “I’m a private investigator.”


      “Oh, that sounds like fun.”


      “It can be.”


      She fidgeted with the glass, turning it between her fingers. “My dad’s a retired police officer, which can be scary sometimes.”


      I should’ve run away as soon as she mentioned her father being a retired cop.


      I definitely wasn’t her type.


      I wasn’t a criminal, never had been and never would be, but the people I associated with weren’t always cop-loving folks. “Being a PI isn’t scary. It’s mostly boring work and stakeouts to grab photos of cheating spouses or tracking down someone who doesn’t want to be found.”


      “Suzy speaks very highly of you,” she said as she continued to fidget with her glass.


      My back stiffened. “She does?”


      Georgia’s bright white teeth gleamed against her cherry-red lipstick when she spoke. “Yep. She said you’re one of the good ones.”


      My face heated. “I don’t know about that.”


      “May I?” she asked as she hovered her hand above my arm.


      “Yes.” I nodded, staring at her hand when it touched my skin.


      Her fingertips slowly traced the ink on my forearm, following the lines. “This is amazing stuff. Where did you get it done?”


      The feel of her against my skin was something I couldn’t describe, and my stomach did this odd flip-flop thing that threw me for a loop.


      “Some of it at Inked and a few at Cherry Bomb.”


      “Me too,” she said, her eyes flickering up at me.


      “How old are you?” I couldn’t stop myself from asking the question.


      I knew it was wrong.


      A woman should never be asked her age, but I couldn’t help myself. She didn’t have the small lines near her eyes. I’d had them since I was twenty-five, and now that I was creeping up on thirty-one, they were almost caverns.


      “Twenty-two.”


      Fuck.


      She was way too young for me. I shouldn’t even be talking to her. What the fuck was Sunshine thinking trying to hook us up?


      My leg began to bounce uncontrollably. “Can you excuse me for a moment?” I asked.


      “Surrre,” she drawled, pulling her hand away from my arm but keeping her eyes on me.


      I set my beer down on the table and stood. “I’ll be right back.”


      “’Kay,” she mumbled, frowning behind her Bellini.


      I marched straight for Sunshine, needing her to explain her thinking. A twenty-two-year-old was a baby. Georgia had her entire life ahead of her, and I was used, older, and broken.


      “Sunshine,” I whispered, and tapped her on the shoulder. “Can I speak to you?”


      She turned around, giving me her full attention. “Don’t you just love Georgia?” she asked and bounced from foot to foot, her blond hair swaying.


      “She’s a nice girl, babe. But that’s just it. She’s still a girl.” I blinked rapidly, trying to stop a weird twitch that had started in the corner of my eye.


      She poked me square in the chest with her bony little finger and stood on her tiptoes. “Don’t call her that. She’s a grown woman, Frisco.”


      Running my fingers through my hair, I groaned. “She’s twenty-two, for Christ’s sake.”


      “Oh, shut up.” She rolled her eyes. “She’s legal. I wouldn’t have introduced you if you two weren’t perfect for each other. So just go over there and be the man I know you are.”


      “What, a cradle robber?”


      “A man who needs a loyal woman,” she shot back before slapping me on the arm.


      “Fuck,” I muttered and rubbed the spot her hand had just hit. “I’m not looking for a girlfriend.”


      She waved her hand in front of my face. “Neither was City when I met him, but here we are.”


      “When shit goes bad, I’m blaming you.” I gritted my teeth and pointed at her with narrowed eyes.


      “You’ll be thanking me.” She grabbed my sides and tried to turn my body around. “Go back over there before you look like a complete jerk.”


      I cleared my throat. I had already made myself look like one when I walked away from Georgia. “I think I already fucked up.” I winced and glanced over my shoulder at her.


      She sat in the same spot, sipping her drink and watching us. I waved, giving her a smile, and, much to my surprise, she reciprocated.


      “Nah,” Suzy whispered and shook her head. “Go already.”


      “Fine,” I muttered before I walked back toward the table. My eyes were glued to her. She looked like a vision, but a fucking young one. She’d be a perfect pinup model, and she came straight out of my wet dreams. “Sorry about that.” I took my seat, fidgeting with my shirt and averting my eyes.


      She set her glass on the table and clasped her hands in her lap. “Everything okay?”


      I nodded and dragged my eyes to her. “I just needed to tell Sunshine something.”


      “Are you worried about my age?” she asked point-blank, and her gaze flickered toward me.


      I sighed, pinching the bridge of my nose. “A little. I’m not really in the frame of mind for a relationship here, Georgia. My head’s all fucked up.”


      She grabbed my hand, taking it away from my face, and placed it in her lap. “I’m not looking to get married.”


      “You’d be shit out of luck, babe.”


      She patted my hand before leaning back in her chair. “Suzy thought we could become friends.”


      “That I can do,” I said and rubbed my free hand against my jeans.


      “How old are you, Gramps?” She covered her mouth with the palm of her hand, hiding her grin.


      “You’re a smartass.”


      She nodded and laughed. “I am. So fess up. Are you forty?”


      My mouth fell open and my eyes widened. Forty? Fuck me, I wasn’t even close. “No! Jesus, do I look that fuckin’ old?”


      She nudged my knee with hers. “No. How old are you, really?”


      “I’m thirty-one.” I closed my eyes, waiting for her to stalk off from my geezer ass.


      “Well, you’re not my daddy’s age, so we’re golden.”


      I slumped in my chair, thankful I wasn’t the same age as her father. That would be weird and fucked up. “Unbelievable.”


      “Have you been a PI for a long time, or did you do something else before?” She tilted her head and studied me.


      I grabbed my beer to have something to hold, because I felt off my game. I felt fidgety and a little unsure of the entire situation. “I haven’t been a PI for long. I used to be in the service. I served ten years.”


      “What branch?”


      “Navy,” I replied, using the opportunity to take a sip of my lukewarm beer and quell the dryness that had settled in my mouth.


      “My dad was in the Marines.”


      It just kept getting better and better. He’d hate me because I was a Navy man, plus, with my affiliation with the Neon Cowboy crew, I wouldn’t be an ideal match for his baby daughter.


      “That’s nice,” I replied, trying to find a smile.


      “Were you an officer?”


      I lifted my chin, the familiar pride I’d always felt when I said the words settling inside me. “I was a SEAL.”


      She gasped, leaning forward. “Wow. I wouldn’t have guessed it. You don’t look like what I picture as a SEAL.”


      “’Cause I’m not built like The Rock?” I cocked an eyebrow and flexed my arms, showing her my muscles.


      “You’re built, but yeah, just not as big as I thought.”


      “I’ve been out for a couple years. I’ve slimmed down a bit. But Georgia—” I flexed my arms again “I can assure you, I’m all muscle.”


      She giggled, throwing her head back.


      City whistled. “It’s time to sing ‘Happy Birthday’!” He motioned toward the dessert table.


      “We better go,” Georgia said, setting her glass on the table and standing. “Can you walk with all those muscles? I wouldn’t want you to tip over.”


      “I can do a whole lot more than walk with all this awesomeness.”


      She blushed. “You’re an interesting man.”


      “More like a handful.” I smirked, waggling my eyebrows like an idiot as I stood.


      “Well, I…” she stammered.


      “Yeah,” I replied, knowing I threw her off. “Let’s get some cake.” I placed my hand on the small of her back and guided her toward the dessert table.


      “Sure.” She looked up at me through her thick black eyelashes. “Cake.”


      When we approached the table, her friends called her over and she excused herself. I couldn’t help but catch stolen glances as the crowd sang to Gigi. Georgia smiled as she listened to her friend whisper in her ear.


      “You’re fucked.” Bear nudged me in the ribs and looked toward Georgia.


      “I am not.” But I fucking was.


      “So fucked,” he whispered.


      We clapped as little Gigi blew out her candles. She’d grown so quickly, and I thought of her as a niece instead of as just my friend’s kid. She was a doll and meant the world to me.


      “Gonna hook up with her?” Bear asked.


      Georgia turned her back and I instantly missed her smile. “Nah, man. She’s just a kid.”


      “Can’t handle her,” he teased, slapping me on the back.


      “If she weren’t Sunshine’s friend, I wouldn’t have a problem getting a piece of ass and walking away, but I just can’t do it.”


      “You’re losing your touch, dude.”


      “Maybe so, or maybe I’m getting a conscience.”


      “Fuck that. Who needs it?”


      I motioned toward the bar with my head. “Want another?”


      “Only if you do a shot with me.”


      “I don’t think it’s that kind of party.”


      “Kids,” he muttered and rolled his eyes.


      “Frisco.” Thomas walked up to us but didn’t look me in the eye.


      “Hey, T. What’s up?”


      He peered around, looking uneasy. “I need you to meet Mrs. Green at the office.”


      “Now?” I scratched my neck and searched for Georgia.


      “Yes. She called in a panic. I’d go, but she’s your client and this is my niece’s party.”


      I sighed. “It’s fine. I’ll go, man. No problem. I was getting ready to head out anyway. Tell Sunshine I’m sorry I had to leave.”


      “I will. I’m sorry to do this to you on a weekend.”


      “Work always comes first. I’ll take care of it,” I said as I rubbed the back of my neck. “Catch ya later, Bear.”


      “Maybe I’ll go find Georgia.” Bear smirked and started searching the crowd.


      “If you think you got a shot, knock yourself out.” I didn’t mean a word of it, but I wasn’t about to admit that she’d captured my attention and had me intrigued.


      He rubbed his chin as his eyes stopped on her. “Dumbass, I’ll tell her you got called away on business.”


      I wanted to poke him in the eyes to keep him from virtually fucking her in his mind.


      This wasn’t good.


      I needed to step away.


      Staying at the party would only lead me back to Georgia. Being called in to work was probably for the better. She was too young for me. I was too broken for her, and in the end, it would be a complete clusterfuck.


      “Don’t forget to tell Sunshine,” I called over my shoulder as I walked toward the front yard. Thomas gave me a thumbs-up and nodded.


      Just as I was about to round the corner and disappear from view, I saw Georgia waving at me and the smile fell from her face.


      I wanted to run to her and tell her she’d be better off, but instead I tucked my hands in my pockets and left without so much as a goodbye.
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      “Labor Day has always confused me,” Tank said as he sat down with a beer in hand and relaxed.


      “Me too. What the hell is it for?” Bear scratched his beard and stared across the room.


      “It’s to celebrate workers,” I told them, shaking my head at their lack of knowledge. “Something you two know very little about.”


      “Oh, fuck off, dude. Just because you have Google doesn’t make your ass smart.” Bear leaned back, crossing his arms over his chest.


      Tank rubbed his hands together. “Speaking of work. How was it this week? Anything juicy?”


      “Boring-ass week. A cheating husband and a couple meetings.”


      “Oh, but that could be good. Was he fuckin’ his secretary?”


      I rolled my eyes. “I’ve told you before. I can’t talk about my work.”


      “Who the fuck am I going to tell?” he asked, placing his hand against his chest.


      “Don’t care, and still isn’t fuckin’ happening.” I sipped my beer as my phone beeped.


      City: Save us an extra seat. We’re on our way.


      I set my beer down, wiping my lips with the back of my hand.


      Me: Will do.


      “Grab an extra chair. City’s on the way.”


      Bear reached back and dragged a chair across the floor. “Who’s he bringing?”


      “Probably one of his brothers.”


      “I’m hoping to see that hot piece of ass from the party,” he said after he tucked the chair underneath the table.


      Fuck.


      I closed my eyes and my heart started to beat uncontrollably.


      Georgia.


      I hadn’t even thought about that. I couldn’t see her. I was an asshole for leaving without saying goodbye.


      “Fuck. I gotta go.” I started to stand before Bear grabbed my hand.


      He held me in place. “You’re not going anywhere, pussy.”


      “What piece of ass?” Tank asked, looking between us.


      “Georgia.” My head began to spin from even saying her name. “Sunshine tried to fix me up with her. If they’re bringing her, I can’t see her.”


      “Sit your ass down,” Tank ordered, pointing toward the chair. “I never thought you’d be afraid of a piece of tail.”


      I gritted my teeth and glowered. “I’m not. I just don’t want to get involved with her.”


      “You’re acting like a pussy. Sit your ass down. He’s probably bringing Mikey with him.”


      I pulled my hand out from under Bear’s and rubbed my shoulder. “Maybe he is.”


      “Nah, he’s bringing the girl. You gotta see her, Tank. She’s a fine little thing with perky tits and that trampy look we love. She’s off-the-charts fuckable.”


      I leaned forward into his space, baring my teeth. “Don’t you talk about her that way. If you even look at her funny, I’ll knock your teeth out.”


      He moved closer and stared me straight in the eyes. “Someone’s panties are in a wad. What’s wrong, Frisco, you in love?”


      I slammed my fist down on the table, my eyes boring into him. “I know you’re a pig. She’s a good girl and doesn’t deserve your bullshit.”


      “I was going to give her my dick, not bullshit.” He laughed.


      Before I could stop myself, my fist flew forward and connected with his jaw. “Jackass!” I yelled, and his head recoiled.


      He rubbed his jaw, trying to shake it off. “What the fuck, man?”


      I pointed at him, narrowing my eyes. “I warned ya. Georgia is off-limits.”


      “He’s in love.” Tank slapped the table and whooped. “Mr. Lover Boy is back.”


      My knuckles ached from Bear’s bony jaw, and I shook my fist. “I’m not. She’s too damn young for me, and I don’t want a relationship.”


      “Ah, you sound like City. Especially with the threats about a woman you claim to not even like,” Bear muttered and held his jaw.


      I sat, glancing between the two smiling dumbasses. Fuck. Were they right? Was I fuckin’ doomed and didn’t even know?


      “Hey, guys.” Sunshine’s sweet voice came from behind me. I cringed, closing my eyes, afraid to turn around. I swallowed hard, gave myself a pep talk, and glanced at Bear.


      “See,” Bear whispered to Tank.


      Tank’s eyes were bulging out of his head, and I knew then that it was her standing behind me. “Yeah. Take a seat, ladies,” he said, motioning toward the chairs.


      “Fuck,” I mumbled.


      The empty chair next to me moved, but I didn’t look, staring straight ahead. Bear looked so ecstatic I thought he may start clapping.


      Please let it be City. Please let it be City.


      “Hey, Frisco,” Georgia said as she scooted forward, giving me an amazing view of her tits in the V-neck dress she wore.


      “Hey, Georgia, right?” I asked, because I was a complete asshole and wanted to play it cool.


      Her lip curled. “Yeah, from the party.”


      “Right.” I nodded. “I remember.”


      “Dick,” she whispered under her breath and looked away.


      “I’ll grab us a round.” City rested his hand on Suzy’s shoulder, standing behind her.


      I shot out of my seat. “I’ll come with you.”


      City walked off and I followed close on his heels. When he reached the bar, he leaned forward, waiting for me. “What the fuck is your problem?”


      I hung my head and my stomach rolled. “I don’t know, City. Something about that girl gets to me. I can’t believe Sunshine wants us to hook up.”


      “Two beers, two shots of tequila, and a Sunny drink,” City told the bartender. Sunshine was the only girl in the bar who ordered those shitty drinks with the umbrellas. They knew exactly what she wanted when we called it a Sunshine drink.


      “Coming right up,” the bartender said as he wandered away.


      “Stop acting like an idiot.” He turned toward me, looking over at the table. “She likes you.”


      I smiled, pretending to misunderstand. “Sunshine?”


      “You’re pushing it, fucker.” He cracked his knuckles. “Georgia.”


      “Oh, fuck. This can’t be happening. I can’t fuck her, City.” I clenched my jaw and fisted my hands at my side. Everything inside me was coiled tight.


      “You need to get a damn grip, Frisco. What’s your problem?”


      “It’s just the shit with Jeanine. I’m not ready for anything more than a casual fuck. If that’s what she wants, then I’m her man. Anything more, and I’m out.”


      “You tell her that. Stop being an asshole and man up,” he told me as he grabbed a few of the drinks. “Get the shots.”


      I picked the rest up, following behind him and heading straight toward disaster…I mean, Georgia.


      I set them down in front of City before taking my seat. Glancing at Georgia, I turned my beer in my palm.


      “A toast.” Sunshine held her umbrella drink in the air.


      “What are we celebrating, Sunshine?” Tank asked as he lifted his beer to join hers.


      “To friends and love,” she said, giving me a mischievous smile.


      My jaw ticked uncontrollably and my palms began to sweat. “To friendship,” I repeated, lifting my drink.


      “And love.” City clinked his drink to mine.


      I glared at him, gnashing my teeth together. They were fucking setting me up. City would do anything Sunshine asked him to. In all the years I’d known him, I thought he had a pair of balls bigger than anyone I knew, but not when it came to her.


      “Hear, hear.” Georgia tapped her glass to mine.


      I peered out of the corner of my eye, not trusting myself enough to look at her. I brought my drink to my lips, swallowing hard and long. I tried to calm myself the fuck down. I just needed to be honest. I wasn’t looking for a girlfriend. I wanted nothing from her other than what she had between her legs.


      She wiped her mouth, put the lime between her teeth, and swallowed. When she placed the lime on the table, I was still staring at her mouth. “I needed that,” Georgia said before she grabbed her beer and chugged it. When she set it down, she turned toward me. “Can we talk in private?”


      “Someone’s getting it,” Bear said from across the table.


      I scowled at him. The fucker was pushing the envelope and wouldn’t let his foot off my throat. I swallowed down my pride and turned my attention back to her, softening my face. “Sure.”


      “At the bar,” she demanded. She stood and walked away, leaving me behind.


      I slid my beer against the table. “Fuck.”


      “Go get ’er, tiger,” Sunshine said, playing with the straw on her tongue.


      I pointed at her. “This is all your fault.” But I didn’t know if I was angry or happy. Maybe a little of each.


      “If you don’t go, man, I will,” Bear offered and started to stand.


      I leaned across the table, moving closer to him. “Sit the fuck down before I put your ass back in that chair for you.”


      “He’s in love,” Bear said to Sunshine with the biggest smile I’d ever seen on his face.


      Her eyes moved from me to Georgia. “I hope so.”


      “Fuck me,” I mumbled before I stomped away from the table. As I approached Georgia, my breathing quickened and my pulse followed, small beads of sweat forming near my hairline.


      She leaned back against the bar with her tits jutting out and her arms crossed underneath. “What’s your problem with me? Did I do something to you, Frisco?”


      Caught off guard by her question, my body jerked backward. “N-no,” I stuttered.


      She tapped her foot. “You ditched me, marched off when you heard my age, and tonight, you seem less than happy that I’m here. What the fuck gives?”


      I cleared my throat, trying to find my voice and a reasonable explanation. “I don’t have anything against you.” I was in so much trouble.


      “Let’s cut the shit, Frisco. I’m a big girl. What’s the problem? Would you rather I leave?” Her body oozed attitude.


      I cringed. I never wanted to hurt anyone, but I knew that I had hurt her feelings. “No. Don’t go. I’m sorry. It’s just that Sunshine…” My chest tightened. “She’s trying to fix us up.”


      Georgia filled her cheeks with air before slowly exhaling. “Is that so bad?” She narrowed her eyes. “If I’m not your type, it’s cool. But otherwise, what’s the issue? I thought we had a nice time up until you left the party. I’m a big girl. Just be honest with me. I’m not into playing games.”


      I wanted to play games. Naked games that ended with us against a wall, tangled together like we’d played the sexiest game of Twister.


      “Listen, Georgia.” I held my hands up because I didn’t want to fight. “I like you. You’re beautiful. But I’m not looking for a relationship right now. My head isn’t right. Plus, there’s the issue with your age.”


      “Hold up.” She gave me the hand, shushing me. “First off, who gives a fuck what age I am? It’s a number and nothing more. Secondly, who said I wanted a relationship? Are you that full of yourself that you think every woman wants to spend eternity with you?”


      “Well, I…um.” I touched her arm and felt that damn flip-flop in my stomach, followed by a spark. “G, come on. You just want to fuck me?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.


      Say yes. Please say yes.


      Her face tightened. “I thought we could be friends.”


      Kiss of death!


      I didn’t want to be friends. I had enough friends and didn’t need one with tits and sweet lips I’d like to see sucking on my cock.


      No. Friends wouldn’t be possible.


      “Men and women can never be just friends.”


      Her head snapped back and her eyes widened. “Why the fuck not?”


      I liked her—she was fuckin’ hot, smart, and probably had everything I’d ever wanted in a woman. But there was no way I’d risk my friendship with Sunshine and City over a woman.


      “Because every time I see you, all I’ll think about is fucking you and nothing else,” I whispered in her ear.


      She gasped “So what? Think what you want. That doesn’t have to affect our friendship.” She gaped at me as I backed away.


      I rubbed my lips, watching her eyes follow their path. “I’ll want to act on it.”


      “If you want me that badly, why not take me on a date?” She pursed her lips. “Maybe you’ll get lucky.”


      “Why the hell do you want to go on a date with me?”


      “I had a bad breakup, and you’re the complete opposite of my last boyfriend. I thought you could be fun.”


      Fun. I could be fun.


      “Babe, I’m so much fun you’d never be able to go back to your bland men again.”


      She rolled her eyes. “God, he was so boring. Watching paint dry was more entertaining than spending time with Brent.”


      “Brent?” I asked, almost choking. “The name alone says it all.”


      “I know.” Her eyes flickered to the floor. “But if you’re not man enough to take me on a date, I get it.”


      “I don’t think it’s a good idea. I’m pretty irresistible.”


      The corner of her mouth twitched and her eyes twinkled. “You’re okay.”


      “I’ll give you one date. That’s it. It’ll get Sunshine off my back, and you’ll realize that I’m the worst thing for you right now.”


      “Why?”


      “Because you won’t be able to get enough of me. If you fall in love, that’s on you.” My eyes slid down her body, slowly and with purpose.


      She swatted my shoulder. “You’re so full of shit.”


      I threw my hands up, looking toward the floor, and shook my head. “I warned ya.”


      “I think I can handle a night with you and not fall in love. I’m over love.”


      “Me too,” I muttered.


      “How about…” Her hand settled on my arm, her red fingernails looking spectacular against my skin. I bet they’d look better wrapped around my dick with her matching lips working the tip in and out of her mouth. “Are you listening to me?” She dug her nails into my skin.


      I nodded and gave her my full attention. “Yeah, I’m just waiting to see what you’re going to say,” I lied.


      “Let’s go out, have some drinks, and celebrate our newfound freedom. What do you say?”


      “How do you know mine’s new?” I cocked my head, furrowing my brow.


      “Suzy told me. So, you in?”


      Fucking Suzy and her trap. “You’re gonna wanna fuck me,” I told her and licked my lips, wishing I could do her right now. Maybe I’d get her out of my system that way. It took everything in me not to stare at her breasts. Why couldn’t she wear a fuckin’ turtleneck or some shit?


      “I’m a hundred percent certain that I can resist your charms.”


      “We’ll see. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”


      “Whatcha two talking about?” Sunshine asked.


      I jumped, clutching my chest. “Fuck, you scared me.”


      “Oh, stop. So, when’s the date?” She bumped me with her body.


      I glanced at Georgia, deflecting the question. “You tell her.”


      “Well…” Georgia paused and chewed on her lip. “We haven’t set a date, but we’re going to celebrate our shitty exes.”


      Sunshine’s smile faded and she moved her face between us. “But that’s not sexy.”


      “Oh, it is,” I argued.


      “I’ll never understand people,” Sunshine said and rolled her eyes. “You two are crazy.”


      “Maybe, Sunshine. Maybe.”


      She walked away, shaking her head and moving her hands around in the air. Probably ranting and raving about how I was an asshole, and she’d be right.


      “I’ll give you my number, and when you’re ready for a little action, you can call me.”


      The corner of that sexy mouth curved up. “Is it little?” she asked, turning her head and bringing her ear near my mouth. “You can tell me.”


      “Baby, it’s so big it would split your fine little ass in two.”


      She threw her head back, held her stomach, and laughed. “You’re a funny man.” Her white teeth glistened despite the dim lighting of the Neon Cowboy.


      Even her laugh made me hard. I had a huge problem. She could be my worst nightmare and my biggest regret. Georgia needed to not be on my mind.


      “You want a drink while we’re here?”


      She wiped the tears from her eyes, carefully working around her eyeliner. “Tequila.”


      “I didn’t know librarians liked tequila.”


      “We’re people too.” She wrinkled her nose and finally looked at me like I was a douche.


      “I know. I know.” I leaned against the bar and hailed the bartender before ordering our drinks.


      She rested her stomach on the bar with her chin in her palm. “Looking at you, I could make a few assumptions that probably aren’t true.” She tapped her nails against the bar.


      “Like what?” I fanned my hands against the bar and dug them into the surface, bracing myself.


      She smirked, raking her eyes over my face and arms. “Well, you look like an asshole.” She laughed, dropping her head forward.


      “Cheap shot.”


      “You’re probably a roughneck. Most likely, you fuck anything with two legs.”


      “Not true,” I said as our drinks were placed on the bar. I handed her the tequila and I grabbed my beer, taking a quick sip. All the talking had made my throat dry and scratchy, or maybe it was Georgia.


      “How so?” she asked before slamming back the tequila and setting the glass down.


      I gawked at her. I’d never seen a lady drink tequila like she had. It didn’t seem to affect her. “I don’t fuck dudes.”


      She rolled her eyes. “Another,” she called out to the bartender and waved her arm, pointing at her empty glass.


      “Don’t you think you should take it easy?”


      “You do you, and I’ll do me.”


      I leaned over, bringing my mouth close to her ear. “I can’t even begin to describe how sexy that statement is. When you do you, can I watch?” My lips brushed against her ear.


      She shivered. “Never going to happen.”


      “You never know,” I whispered.


      “I don’t do the bad-boy thing. I can already tell that you aren’t the right kind of man for me.”


      “I’m all kinds of wrong, Georgia, but in the best way possible.” I stroked my fingertips over the top of her hand. I tried to get rid of her and my kindness didn’t work. Maybe if my other side came out, I’d run her off, screaming for the hills.


      She swallowed hard, lifted the second tequila shot to her lips with her free hand, and paused. “We better get back to the group before Suzy comes after us.”


      “I got you scared.”


      “Hardly. I’m here to meet new friends, not monopolize your time.”


      I glanced at the table, seeing all eyes on us. “After you.” I held my arm out, waiting for her to walk first.


      “You just want to look at my ass,” she teased. She straightened her back, took a step in front of me, and shook her ass.


      “Maybe.” My eyes were glued to her ass, and I was totally busted when she turned around. “View isn’t bad from here.” Dear God, I’d forgotten how amazing the ass of a chick in her early twenties truly was; I bet I could bounce a quarter off it.


      “Hey, Frisco.” A smirk spread across her face. “Don’t fall in love.” She winked and my knees weakened.


      This wasn’t me. I wasn’t ready.


      So far my master plan of being a dick of epic proportions hadn’t worked. Maybe if I tasted her, I’d be cured.


      I mean, it could totally work. Right?


      As we sat back down, dragging our chairs closer, Bear stared at me. “So?” He leaned into my space, waiting for me to spill the dirt.


      “What?” I asked, slowly turning my head to face him.


      “You gonna get a piece, or can I?” He waggled his eyebrows, grinning like a doofus.


      I clenched my fist and closed my eyes, swallowing my anger. “Bear, shut the fuck up,” I muttered and opened my eyes.


      “That’s what I thought. You’re totally hooked on the broad.”


      “What’s up?” Tank asked.


      “Just asking Frisco here about his little lady.”


      I glared at him, too embarrassed to glance at Georgia. “I’m gonna knock your teeth out,” I whispered.


      “Pussy,” he teased, turning around and crossing his arms like nothing had ever happened.


      “This is going to be so much fun,” Tank said.


      I cleared my throat, finally looking back at Georgia. “I’m so sorry,” I mouthed, sliding my beer against the table, unable to stop fidgeting.


      She smiled, looking over my shoulder at Bear. “So tell me about yourself, Bear.”


      He coughed, choking on the beer that had been halfway down his throat. He placed his hand over his mouth and set the bottle on the table. “Not much to tell, G. When I’m not here drinking, I’m working with Frisco.”


      “Not married?”


      “Nope.”


      “Shocking,” she teased.


      Bear shifted in his chair. “I used to be.”


      “What happened?” Georgia’s face softened.


      “She died,” he replied flatly, sadness all over his face, and his shoulders slumped forward.


      Georgia placed her hand on his and stroked his fingers. “I’m so sorry.”


      “Fuck.” He leaned back in his chair, trying to shake his sadness. “Frisco, if you don’t want her, I’ll take her.”


      “Why?” I let him have his fun and change the subject. I knew he didn’t want to talk about his wife. She was the love of his life. Bear had been smitten. Gone. But that changed the day she was ripped from his life, along with his unborn child.


      “’Cause she has a slick tongue, and I’m wondering what else it can do,” he said.


      “Bear baby, you couldn’t handle what I have to deliver,” she shot back.


      “Fuck me,” I grumbled. “You won’t get another warning, and she isn’t mine.”


      “Then what fuckin’ gives?”


      “She ain’t ever going to be yours either,” I told him.


      “Frisco.” Georgia touched my shoulder gently. “I can speak for myself. Don’t speak for me again.”


      “Oh, damn.” City laughed. “She put you in your place.”


      “The best night ever,” Sunshine said with the straw between her lips.


      “I need a shot, anyone else?” I pulled on the collar of my shirt, trying to calm down.


      “I’m in,” Georgia replied, brushing her finger down my forearm.


      The tiny hairs on my arm rose, moving toward her and craving more. “Anyone else?”


      Tank shook his head. “Fuck no. We’re going to watch you two get shitfaced and see what happens.”


      “I can outdrink everyone at this table,” Georgia said.


      “No one can outdrink Frisco. Right, man?” Bear asked, totally being an asshole.


      Now I had to play the game. “I can put tequila away like it’s water.”


      “This I have to see,” Georgia said, her nails dragging against my flesh. “You’re behind by a few. Better get crackin’, buddy.”


      “Are you seriously challenging me to a drinking contest?” I studied her face and could tell she wasn’t joking.


      “Fuck yeah.” She nodded enthusiastically.


      I rubbed my forehead. “I’ll regret it tomorrow, but I can’t lose to a girl.”


      “You’re going down.” Georgia looked me in the eyes before slamming her open palms on the table. “Bring on the shots.”


      “Coming right up,” Tank replied and his hand shot up in the air to get the waitress’ attention. Thankfully, it was Brandy’s night off.


      Imagine the happy clusterfuck that could’ve been.


      “If you’re not careful, Georgia, you’ll be the one going down,” I told her and lifted my chin.


      “Ha!” she yelped. “I’ve never lost.”


      The night was about to get real interesting.
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      My brain buzzed from the six tequila shots I’d had before I called uncle. Georgia didn’t seem drunk at all. When she called the waitress over, ready to order shot number seven, I gave in.


      The entire time we drank, we talked and laughed. One thing I learned was that not only was she drop-dead gorgeous, but she was witty. She’d be a deadly combination to my heart. I had to keep reminding myself that she was too young. I couldn’t let myself touch her.


      City and Sunshine decided to drive us home. As I slid out of the car, Georgia followed, catching me totally by surprise.


      “What are you doing?” I asked, turning around just as the rain began to fall.


      “I live far and you’re closer to the bar.” Her body swayed in the raindrops. “I thought, in the morning, you could take me to get my car.” Her chin dipped before she averted her gaze. Her face was almost hidden by the wet strands of her hair¸ but I could see her smile.


      My reply should’ve been, “Get your ass back in the car and sleep it off at Sunshine’s.” But that wasn’t the case.


      I was horny and buzzed and her dress had started to soak through. As she stood there with her nipples erect, her outfit drenched, and my dick hard as a fuckin’ rock, I said, “Sounds good to me.”


      Way to go, genius.


      We weren’t even inside my house five minutes before our mouths collided. Fireworks went off behind my eyelids, the nerve endings in my body became hyperaware of her touch, and my buzz amplified when I tasted her.


      Taking a step forward, I backed her up against the wall and kissed her with more force and need than I’d ever experienced before.


      The coolness of our damp skin as our hands ravaged each other made her warm mouth even more delectable.


      It wasn’t a sweet kiss.


      No. There was nothing sweet about it—this was entirely primal.


      My body craved her warmth, her taste, and her flesh. As her hands slid under my shirt and her fingernails raked across my stomach, my breathing faltered.


      “Fuck,” I said, trying to find air to fill my lungs.


      “Don’t stop,” she whispered, digging her nails into my flesh.


      Using my weight, I crushed her body harder against the wall, causing her hands to find their way to my back. They inched up my skin and rested on my shoulder blades.


      We shared air, feeding each other with our lips, and passed it back and forth. I held her face in my hands as I ravaged her mouth.


      I couldn’t take it any longer.


      I wanted more.


      I needed it.


      My lips left hers, blazing a trail down her chin to her neck. When my tongue met her flesh, her nails raked down my back, scratching me. I cried out when my skin broke and the warm blood started to trickle from the cuts.


      “Jesus, Georgia,” I said against her neck before tugging her skin between my teeth.


      She hissed, tipping her head back and giving me better access. Her skin slipped between my lips and I tasted her flesh. I loved every minute of it—her softness, her warmth, her smell that was so intoxicating I couldn’t get enough. My hands trailed a path down her shoulders, finding her breasts with the sides of my thumbs.


      “Wait,” she whispered and grabbed my sides.


      “What’s wrong, baby?” My mouth moved past her collarbone, making a beeline for her cleavage.


      “I can’t do thisss,” she stammered, tensing in my arms.


      I dipped my tongue between her tits. “Can’t do what?” I asked, praying she wasn’t going to leave me hanging with a hard-on the size of a Louisville Slugger.


      “We can’t have sex,” she yelped, trying to pushing me away.


      I froze and my stomach plummeted, but not in that good flip-flop way. “Why not?” I stood up, looking her in the eyes. “You don’t want me?”


      “It’s not that, Frisco. I want you more than I’ve ever wanted anyone.”


      “I would never force myself on you. I just have to know why.” I backed away and dropped my hands from her body.


      “Well, I’m a vir—” she started and looked up at the ceiling, exhaling slowly.


      “No,” I groaned, shaking my head like a madman.


      No fucking way.


      “Yes,” she whispered before her head fell forward and she stared at the floor. “I’m a virgin, Frisco. I’ve been saving myself for the right man.”


      Her words couldn’t be true.


      I hadn’t kissed a virgin since high school, and she did not kiss like they did. Georgia screamed sex, and to think that no one had been inside her was unfathomable.


      I clutched my forehead. “Wow.” I dragged my hand down my face, wishing she had been joking. How could this be happening?


      “I know,” she whispered and looked at me with sadness in her eyes. “We can kiss; I’m just not ready for more.”


      “It’s okay,” I told her and adjusted my cock in my pants. How could I be pissed?


      “Do you hate me?” Her sad eyes found mine.


      Please let this be a test and not the truth. “No, babe. I don’t hate you. I could kiss you all night and be a happy man,” I said, lying through my teeth.


      She took a step forward, resting her hands on my arms. “We can fool around and kiss, but no fucking.”


      I kissed her lips, gentler than I had before. “I can live with that.” I pulled my face away and wondered exactly what fooling around meant. “Can I touch your pussy?” It sounded more like I was begging her. Which I probably was at this point—but I’d never admit it.


      She giggled, running her hands up my arms and tucking them inside my sleeves. “You can. I’m so horny I may explode at any damn second. Virginity is a bitch.”


      “I’d have to agree.”


      I tried to block out the knowledge that she was a virgin, but it was impossible. With more trepidation than I’d had since I was a kid, I kissed a path to her cleavage, finding the spot where she’d dropped the news on me.


      Her breasts were perfectly lush and made to be touched. She clawed at my skin as I licked between her breasts, finding the raindrops that had settled there. My hands glided down her dress, settling near the hem.


      Fuck.


      The pressure of knowing she was a virgin had me on edge and uneasy. I kissed the tops of her breasts, nipping them with my teeth while I debated touching her pussy. Before I could make a decision, she placed her hand over mine, pulling our hands up her thigh.


      “Don’t be afraid,” she whispered.


      I swallowed hard, wanting to protest. I wasn’t scared, was I?


      I hadn’t felt fear with a woman since the first time I touched one, but knowing that she hadn’t been with a man sure as fuck made me nervous. I wasn’t afraid I’d hurt her. I was afraid that once I tasted her sweetness, I wouldn’t be able to fucking stop.


      With my face still planted in her cleavage, I murmured against her breast, “I’m not afraid, babe. I’m just savoring the moment.”


      She spread her legs wider, begging without words for me to touch her. Sliding my hand between her legs, I cupped her pussy, feeling the warmth radiating through her lace panties.


      My already rock-hard dick grew bigger inside my already too tight jeans. The poor thing was shit out of luck tonight. Georgia wasn’t going to be a wild fuck. If I was lucky, I’d get a hand job out of the deal or I’d end up giving myself one tonight to get some relief.


      I pushed her panties to the side. She wasn’t just wet—she was dripping for me when I touched her.


      She wanted this as much as I did.


      As my fingertips glided across her silkiness, my eyes rolled back in my head. With the combination of her moans, the feel of her cunt, and the way my prick was about to break off, I thought I’d pass out. I’d never wanted to be inside someone as much as I wanted to be inside her with no chance of it ever happening.


      I worked my way back to her mouth, needing to quiet her moans before I lost all control. I swallowed her gasp as I inched one digit inside her. I’d told women before that they were tight, but it had always been bullshit. Her pussy clamped down hard on my finger, and I knew there was no way in hell I’d get another one inside without hurting her.


      My finger curled, touching her G-spot. I worked it in and out of her. Her back arched as her mouth grew slack against mine.


      “Fuck yes,” she mumbled, spreading her legs wider.


      I wrapped my arm around her, trying to keep her upright as I finger-fucked her.


      Kissing her as a distraction wasn’t working. My entire body had grown tense and even more rigid than the cock in my pants. I needed to taste her, lose myself in her pussy, and lick my way to happiness.


      I broke the kiss and let my finger slide out of her. “I have to taste you,” I told her before I dropped to my knees.


      She nodded, staring down at me with her lips parted and bee-stung.


      I set one of her legs on my shoulder, bringing my face directly in front of the place I wanted to bury myself in the most. Her breathing changed as my warm breath skidded across her panties. I should’ve removed them before I started to prop her up on my shoulder, but I wasn’t about to start over again. Before I drew her other leg up, I reached under her dress, grabbed the side of her panties, and pulled. There wasn’t time for formalities. They shredded easily, falling from her skin and pooling in my fist.


      “Well, fuck.” She smacked her head on the wall and groaned.


      I glanced up at her and winked. “I won’t let anything come between me and eating your pussy like my very life depends on it, Georgia. Just relax.”


      She nodded, closing her eyes.


      I steadied her, holding her ass a little tighter when I lifted her other leg over my shoulder, walking backward on my knees to get better access.


      Using my shoulders to hold her up, I placed her dress over my head and moved in for the kill. Her scent hit me first, causing my mouth to water. There’s nothing sweeter than the smell of pussy.


      As my tongue touched her wetness, I knew I’d never tasted something so divine. It was probably my imagination, but fuck me, I could’ve drunk at the fountain of Georgia and lived off it alone.


      My fingertips dug into her ass and I licked her clit, stroking it gently at first. She shuddered in my arms, tangling her fingers in my hair. I regretted the position, wishing I had laid her down.


      Her scent and smell made my brain cloudy with want. Finding her tight opening dripping with need, I cupped it in my tongue and swallowed each drop. The overly sweet liquid pooled in my mouth and mixed with my saliva.


      I drove forward, licking harder than I had before, unable to control my desire. She writhed in my arms, pushing her pussy farther into my face. The damn dress was in the way of me seeing her face clearly. I wanted to see her come undone in my arms.


      Within moments, her breathing changed and her body grew rigid. As her fingers gripped my hair like a vise, her body quaked and her breathing halted.


      I didn’t let up, sucking her clit into my mouth and swirling my tongue around it as she rode the wave of ecstasy. When her body dipped and she sucked in a breath, I knew I’d done my job and done it like a fuckin’ champ.


      I knew I’d never be in this position again—between her legs, drunk on lust for her. This was a one-time thing. I’d never fuck a virgin and be the asshole they regretted their entire life.


      Slowly I placed her legs back on the ground and held her waist. She swayed, and I stood before her, transfixed. Her pupils were dilated, lips parted, and cheeks pinked in the afterglow I’d caused.


      “You okay?” I asked before licking her wetness from my lips.


      “Yeah.” Her voice was airy and light. “I couldn’t be better.”


      I wanted to say that at least one of us was, but I kept my mouth shut.


      As I backed away, she reached out and grabbed my hand. “Where ya going?”


      “I don’t know,” I answered honestly. My only thought was to get away from her before my cock took over and I ended up trying to talk her into fucking me.


      Her eyes dropped to the obvious bulge in my pants. “What about you?”


      I reached in my pants, trying to get it to lay a different way. “I’ll be fine.”


      “Frisco.” She pushed herself off the wall and took a step toward me. “I said I was a virgin, not a newbie. I can suck a mean cock.” A sinful smile spread across her face as she lifted an eyebrow. “Interested?”


      My knees weakened at the thought of her beautiful red lips wrapped around my shaft, working me for everything she was worth. “Oh.” Seriously, she wasn’t a teenager. Why did I have a vision of her never being touched before in my head? Naturally, she’d done other things.


      She kicked off her heels and dropped to her knees right in front of me. My heart stopped before it jumped back to life, beating uncontrollably.


      She glanced up and grabbed my jeans, pulling me forward. Working the zipper like a pro before she yanked the denim down my hips and my cock sprang free, slapping her face.


      Fuckin’ thing had a mind of its own, and it knew exactly where it wanted to be—nestled in her warm, sweet mouth.


      She giggled, staring up at me when it continued to bob. After it finally stopped moving, her eyes dropped and she froze.


      “Oh, someone has some jewels.”


      “I wouldn’t call it jewelry.” I placed my hands on my hips and stared down at her.


      “Whatever it is—” she reached out and touched my dick “it’s beautiful.”


      While I loved the chitchat about my beautiful manhood, all I wanted was for it to be in her mouth. I didn’t want to talk about my ampallang piercing or all the things it could’ve done to her. I just wanted to come and feel the same ecstasy that still buzzed through her veins while I stood here in agony.


      “You don’t have to do this.” I didn’t mean a fucking word. I didn’t want to say, “Just put it in your mouth already,” because that would make me a jerk, which I was.


      She passed my hardened shaft back and forth between her palms and licked the tip. Motherfucking fireworks exploded in my head. My dick twitched, aching for more attention, and nudged her lips.


      When she finally placed it in her mouth, everything in the world disappeared. I became lost in sensations. She worked my shaft in her mouth, caressing the tip with her tongue with each stroke.


      I shuddered, trying to stop my body from swaying from the overwhelming need I felt. I couldn’t concentrate. She stroked my cock with both hands and sucked it like it wasn’t the first one in her mouth.


      Don’t think about that.


      I was a mess.


      I didn’t want to think about her virginity, but I also didn’t want to think about every other loser she’d had in her mouth. I was at a complete and utter loss.


      I pushed the thoughts from my mind and felt the orgasm building inside me. My balls tightened, my thighs burned, and everything inside me was ready to burst. Not even two minutes into the blow job and I growled through the most amazing orgasm of my life.


      Through my hazy vision, I watched as her lips popped off my tip, causing my entire body to spring forward, instantly missing the feel of her tender skin on mine.


      I stood there, unable to move or speak as I watched her swallow.


      She wiped her lips, sucking her finger into her mouth.


      Georgia was more than I’d ever imagined and everything I couldn’t have.


      Tomorrow morning, I’d set shit straight and get on with my life.
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      “Did ya nail her?” Bear asked before I had both feet inside the office.


      “What?”


      “Georgia. Did you nail her?” he repeated before he plopped his ass in the chair across from my desk.


      I dropped my briefcase under my desk and took a deep breath. I gritted my teeth, trying to stave off my building anger when I sat down. “It’s none of your business.”


      He leaned back, placing his hands behind his head. “You’re losing your touch, buddy. It’s okay. We can’t all hit a home run every time.”


      “Bear, it’s more complicated than that.”


      “Sure.”


      I rubbed my forehead, trying to work out the stress that had settled there since Georgia walked out my front door. I wasn’t angry at Bear for being his normal asshole self—that, I always expected—but I was angry at myself for being an asshole to Georgia. “Seriously. It’s complicated, and you wouldn’t understand.”


      “What’s complicated?” James asked, walking into my office with a bagel hanging from his mouth and files in his hands.


      Privacy at ALFA PI was almost impossible unless there was a client meeting. Although the office was filled with men, they were more gossipy than a church-lady group.


      “Frisco struck out with Georgia,” Bear told him.


      James sat down next to him and pulled the bagel out of his mouth. “That hot, pinup-looking chick at Gigi’s party?”


      I dropped my head onto my desk, wishing I could start this day over. “Can everyone just leave?”


      “Nah,” James replied. “We have to talk about Georgia.”


      I lifted my head and stared at them. “Don’t we have work to do?”


      “It can wait. We have a meeting in ten minutes. What happened with the girl?” James stuffed part of the bagel in his mouth.


      “I just told her I couldn’t see her again.”


      Bear’s mouth dropped open, and James stopped midchew and gawked.


      “It wouldn’t work out between her and me. I made sure to put an end to it before anything started.” There was truth to my words, but there was no way in hell I’d tell them she was a virgin.


      Not happening. Ever.


      If Bear found out, he’d be all over her like a rabid dog looking for fresh meat. I certainly wasn’t going to let him have her, even if I wouldn’t allow myself to traverse those waters.


      “Are you not over your shit with Jeanine yet, man? Get the fuck over what happened with that whore.”


      I pointed at Bear and snarled. “Keep your mouth shut.”


      “Fucker.” He leaned forward and batted at my hand. “Get your dick out of your ass and get over her. It’s time to move on. Georgia would be a great comeback.”


      I threw myself back in my chair, crossing my arms over my chest.


      Georgia was more than a comeback—she was like the freakin’ World Series and Super Bowl rolled into one.


      I didn’t know how many times I’d told myself that. I don’t know if I was buying my bullshit or if I was trying to make myself believe it as the truth.


      I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts. “It has nothing to do with Jeanine. I hadn’t even thought about her.”


      I hadn’t realized it before, but she hadn’t entered my mind since the moment Georgia walked into the Neon Cowboy. The woman, and I use that term loosely, who had ripped my heart out hadn’t even been a fleeting thought over the last thirty-six hours. Thoughts of Georgia had replaced her.


      “Tell us what happened.” Bear tried to get me to answer him again, looking at me with concern. Really, the fucker wanted to hear the juicy details.


      “Didn’t you get laid this weekend?” I asked, changing the subject. “Why don’t you regale us with your conquests?”


      “Just another trashy biker broad.”


      “Classy,” I mumbled and ran my fingers through my hair.


      Thomas popped his head into the office, slapping the wall. “Let’s go, guys.”


      “Let’s hit it.” James stood and stuffed the rest of the bagel in his mouth.


      I had been saved, at least for a little while.


      “This shit isn’t over,” Bear told me before we walked into the hallway.


      “It’s done and in the past.”


      “Uh-huh.”


      I took a deep breath and entered the conference room. Thankfully, I’d have something else to think about for the next hour.


      Who the fuck was I kidding? Georgia was like a hurricane that smashed into my borders and created mayhem around me. Not only did she leave devastation in her wake, she caused chaos inside me.


      No matter how many times I told myself not to think about her, she was the only thing on my mind.


      Even on my way to work this morning, the song “Georgia” by Vance Joy started to play. Instead of turning it off, I listened to each word carefully and knew at that moment that I was totally and completely fucked.


      As Thomas started the meeting, my phone beeped.


      Sunshine: What the heck did you do to Georgia?


      My stomach dropped. Who wasn’t in my shit today about her?


      Me: Nothing, Sun. I swear to God.


      I turned my screen off and ignored her.


      “How’s the case with the wife?” James asked.


      “Good,” I replied without skipping a beat. “I’m going to wrap it up this week. I have to get a better photo of them together, but she’s almost completely satisfied.”


      “At least one person is,” Bear mumbled.


      I kept my eyes glued to James. “Good. Here are three more cases we’d like you to take a look at and contact the clients.” He slid the files across the table.


      I grabbed the papers, pulling them in front of me. “I’m on it.”


      Another beep made me glance down.


      Sunshine: She’s in tears. She just keeps mumbling your name.


      What the fuck?


      I pinched the bridge of my nose and closed my eyes. The last thing I wanted was Sunshine and, in turn, City pissed off at me. I just wanted to end things with Georgia before they started.


      I guess technically the moment I placed my mouth against her soft, wet mouth things could have officially started, but I refused to believe it. I turned the phone over in my hand, debating on how to answer her.


      Me: In a meeting. Can’t talk.


      I took the coward’s way out. I set my phone on the table and started to rifle through the cases James had assigned to me. My eyes flickered to my phone when the screen turned on.


      Sunshine: We aren’t done.


      I grimaced but didn’t make a sound or reply. The last thing I wanted to do had been to draw more attention to myself. The gossip girls were around the table, and I wasn’t going to be on top of today’s list of people to make fun of.


      I read through the files front to back as cases were doled out around the table.


      “Any other business before we adjourn?” Thomas asked when I looked up.


      “Nope,” I replied, glancing back down at my papers.


      “Well…” Bear cleared his throat.


      “Bear,” I said through clenched teeth.


      “Nothing here.” He laughed.


      “Smart,” I mumbled.


      “Then let’s get to work. We have more new clients coming in today and more work to give out later this week. It may be Tuesday, but there’s too much to do without slackin’ off.” James’ tone was serious.


      I wanted to laugh. Although we all pulled our weight and worked our asses off for the company, they always found time to slack. That was the number one thing I loved about working here. It wasn’t business all the time. I felt at home here, the camaraderie much like a brotherhood or a family.


      I was the first one to grab my papers and head for the door. When I stepped into the hallway, I stopped midstep. City stood outside my office door, leaning against the wall with his arms crossed and looking angry.


      “City.” I tried to keep my voice from betraying the shock and worry I felt at him being here. “What’s up, man?”


      “We gotta talk.”


      “Surrre,” I said, motioning toward my office. “Let’s go inside.”


      He opened the door and I trailed behind, keeping my distance.


      Sweat started to form on my brow line. I had never been afraid of City, but I sure as hell never wanted to piss him off.


      “What’s up?” I asked, walking around my desk.


      “Listen, Frisco,” he said as he rubbed his forehead and sat down. “Sorry for the display out there.”


      “What do you mean?”


      “I’m not pissed at you. Suzy asked me to talk with you, and I know she’ll call Angel to see if I did. I had to make sure I looked angry so word wouldn’t get back to the wife. Got me?” He laughed and shook his head. “Fuckin’ women.”


      Suddenly the lump that had formed in my throat vanished. “Thank God. I thought you were here to beat my ass.”


      “Nah, bud. What happened with G? I thought you liked her.” He leaned back in the chair, his shoulders and body relaxing.


      “City, what do you know about her?”


      “Not much, but if you say she has a dick, I’m not going to believe you.”


      “Nothing like that, fucker.”


      “I only know that Suzy loves her and thinks you two would be great together. When my wife calls upset, I act on it.”


      “I know.” I blew out a hard breath. “She’s different than other girls.”


      “You found one of those?”


      “One of what?” I asked, straightening my back and playing stupid.


      “A girl you can’t imagine life without.”


      I held my hands up. “Wait a minute. I’m not saying that. She’s just different.”


      “So was my Suzy. That’s why I wanted her so badly. I knew the moment I found out she was different that I wanted no one but her in my life.”


      “Don’t put words in my mouth.” I gripped the armrests, feeling the blood drain from my knuckles.


      “Stop lying to yourself. What’s so different about Georgia that you threw her ass out? You’ve never thrown anyone away. I know you, Frisco,” he said as he leaned forward, placing his elbows on his knees. “You never burn a bridge to pussy heaven.”


      I laughed, caught completely off guard by his statement. It didn’t sound like something I’d heard him say in a long, long time. “It’s not that.”


      “Well, stop telling me what it isn’t and start spilling your guts about what it is. Why is this girl in knots today, and why in the fuck am I getting calls from my wife telling me she’s going to kick you in the balls?”


      “I didn’t throw Georgia out of my house. I swear to God, that didn’t happen. I just told her we couldn’t see each other again.”


      “Ever?” City asked, resting his index finger against his lips as he stared at me. “I mean, there’s more. You have the woman in tears.”


      “My cock is just that amazing.” It was not my place to tell the story of Georgia’s sex life, or lack thereof.


      City rolled his eyes and smashed his hands together. “I can see I’m going to get nothing out of you.”


      “My lips are sealed.”


      “Did you do something that would make me want to kick your ass?”


      I shook my head and frowned. “I was such a gentleman, you’d give me a pat on the back.”


      His eyebrows drew together. “You didn’t fuck her?”


      “Nope. I didn’t.”


      “Then what the fuck is she so upset about?”


      I cleared my throat and decided to spill the beans. “I’ll tell you, but it does not leave this room.”


      “Swear.” He held up two fingers, giving me a bullshit scout’s honor.


      “She’s a virgin,” I blurted.


      His eyebrows shot up and almost grazed his hairline. “A what?”


      “A virgin,” I repeated, speaking more slowly.


      “Well, fuck.” He scrubbed his hands over his face.


      I nodded and closed my eyes, taking a moment to let that reality set in. “Yeah. It’s a total clusterfuck.”


      He stood and started to pace in front of my desk. “But then I don’t get why she’s so upset.”


      “We messed around a little, and in the morning, I told her I couldn’t see her again.”


      He stopped dead in his tracks and turned to face me. “You what?”


      I rubbed my forehead, trying to ease the tension that I could feel building. “I can’t see that girl again.”


      “She’s like the Holy motherfuckin’ Grail, Frisco. I would’ve killed to have had Suzy be a virgin when I met her.”


      His reaction matched that of probably eighty percent of the male population in the world, but not mine.


      “You married Sunshine. I have no plans on settling down with Georgia—or anyone. I’m not going to be the one to take her virginity either.”


      “Georgia isn’t Jeanine.”


      I resisted the urge to do a face plant on my desk. “I know. Jeanine couldn’t keep her legs closed.”


      He rested his hands on the desk. “Just listen to me for a minute.” He paused, holding his hand up before he stood. “You wanted a relationship. You’re a lot like me, but you’re waiting for the right girl. What’s better than a virgin? You won’t have to worry about her fucking around. I really like Georgia. I think she’s perfect for you.”


      “City.” My voice was laced with warning. “I just need to stay away from anything involving commitment. Georgia is a great girl, but just not for me.”


      He walked toward the door and paused. “I got ya.” He opened the door, and when he walked out, I swear he mumbled, “We’ll see about that.”


      I set my face in my hands, pressing the fleshy part of my palm into my eyes. I could see no one was going to let sleeping dogs lie. I’d do everything in my power to make everyone realize I wasn’t the guy for her.
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      Georgia wouldn’t do me the way Jeanine had. Hell, she hadn’t done anyone at all. I mulled over the words City said in my office earlier in the day.


      Before Jeanine, I would’ve said I wanted a relationship. But now, the thought of it made my stomach twist into knots. Any trust I’d had in the female gender evaporated.


      I wasn’t the right person for Georgia based on that fact alone. She didn’t deserve my issues cast onto her.


      Sitting in my car outside the Silver Sands Motel, waiting for Mrs. Green’s husband to show his ugly ass with his secretary, didn’t do much for my faith in relationships. I’d met with Mrs. Green a few times since I’d been assigned her case. She was a sweet woman, only about ten years older than me, and in a complete shambles over the unfaithfulness of her husband.


      I needed to capture a few more shots to help seal her case against him. They wouldn’t be permissible in court, but she planned to use them to get her way in the divorce.


      As I tossed a potato chip in my mouth, Mr. Jackass Green walked outside with his mistress, pawing her. Fucking asshole.


      She tossed her head back and giggled as he buried his face in her neck. I grabbed my camera, taking shot after shot as they kissed and groped each other in public.


      If it weren’t for the fact that they were having an affair, I would’ve been jealous. The happiness on their faces made me long for someone by my side. But when I remembered why I’d been snapping photos, all thoughts of it evaporated.


      Tomorrow, I’d hand-deliver the evidence to Mrs. Green and close another case off my roster. This was just one in an endless line of cheating spouses and assholes trying to hide something from someone.


      I sat in the parking lot for a moment. I didn’t feel like being home, especially after an evening like tonight. As I pulled onto the road, heading toward the Neon Cowboy, my phone beeped.


      City: Can you drop by? I need help.


      I couldn’t even believe it was a coincidence that he’d text me to drop by tonight of all nights. The last time City had needed help, he’d been injured and needed me to move some furniture. I smelled bullshit, but I never said no to a friend in need.


      When I stopped at the red light, I texted him back and said the only thing I knew would be right.


      Me: On my way.


      God fucking help me. I already knew I was walking into a trap. Sunshine would probably be waiting at the front door to kick me in the balls.


      As I pulled in, I turned off my headlights and let the car glide to a quiet stop. Much to my surprise, there were no other cars in the driveway. I expected Georgia to be here waiting for me along with Sunshine.


      Before I knocked, the front door opened and Sunshine stood there with her hands on her hips.


      “Hey.” I tucked my hands in my pockets.


      “Hey.” Her eyes narrowed. “That’s all you have to say for yourself. Just ‘hey’?”


      Rocking back and forth on my heels, I glanced down at the ground. “Let me explain—”


      “Save it.” She stepped to the side. “Come in,”


      I swallowed the lump that had lodged in my throat before I looked her in the eyes. “Maybe I should just go.”


      “Get your ass in here,” City yelled from inside the house.


      I turned my body slightly and tried to shuffle by, making sure my family jewels were safe from a possible kick ready to be hurled my way. “Fine,” I mumbled, walking by Sunshine.


      She slammed the door. “He’s in the living room.” Sunshine followed close behind me, making me feel uneasy. I thought he was a tough customer this morning in my office, but little Suzy Sunshine wasn’t a pushover.


      “Thanks.”


      City sat on the couch, and Gigi played Barbies on the floor by his feet. “You made good time.”


      “I came as soon as you asked. What’s up, buddy?” I sat down across from him and toyed with the edge of the armrest.


      “We need to have a chat about Georgia.”


      “Fuck.” He’d tricked me to get me here, and now I was a captive audience, with Sunshine by his side. “What is there to talk about? I thought we went over this already.”


      “We have a way you can make it up to Georgia,” Sunshine said as she sat on the back of the couch and put her arm around City’s.


      I help up my hands, halting them in their tracks. “What do I have to make up for?”


      “For making her cry.”


      If they weren’t looking at me like I was the biggest asshole, I would’ve laughed. “I did nothing wrong.”


      “Women don’t cry for no reason.” Suzy pursed her lips, the same familiar glare on her face.


      “Sugar, that’s not true.”


      “Okay,” she said. Her shoulders sagged as she leaned into him. “Georgia doesn’t cry for no reason.”


      “She’s a v—” I started to say and stopped midsentence when City started to shake his head. “What do I have to do to make things right?”


      I should’ve stood my ground. The only thing I cared about was getting the hell out of their place.


      “Take her to dinner. That’s it.”


      “Dinner,” I repeated. “That’s all I have to do?”


      “Yes,” City replied, rubbing Sunshine’s arm with a dopy grin. “After that, what’s done is done.”


      I should’ve argued the point. If anything, everyone should be thanking me for not ruining the girl. If I hadn’t been a gentleman, she’d be in tears for other reasons. “I’ll take her to dinner. I’ll call her and set it up.”


      “No need,” Sunshine said and stood. “She’s on her way here. You can take her out tonight and apologize.” Clearly Sunshine didn’t have any boundaries, especially when it came to other people. Maybe I’d misjudged her after all this time. I always thought of her as meek and mild, but she had been as conniving as other women I’d known.


      “I can’t believe this.” I rubbed my hands together in front of me.


      “It’s happening, buddy.”


      “But I look like shit and I’ve worked all day.”


      “Stop being such a girl,” Sunshine told me.


      I looked at City, giving him a “you gotta be kidding” look. I needed to remember he’d sell me out in a heartbeat to his wife.


      The front door opened just as I was about to bail. “Suzy, I’m here. What’s wrong?” Georgia’s voice echoed as the door slammed closed.


      I closed my eyes, realizing that she had been lied to as much as I had. At least she hadn’t been okay with tricking me into seeing her.


      “In here!” Sunshine yelled. A giant smile spread across her face when she looked at me.


      Georgia walked into the room, jamming her cell phone in her purse before she looked up. She froze as her eyes caught a glimpse of me. “What the hell?” she asked, her eyes darting between Suzy and myself. She looked amazing, wearing a black polka-dot dress with wedge heels. Her hair was partially up, with strands falling around her shoulders.


      “Georgia,” I said, standing from the couch and moving toward her.


      “What’s going on here? I thought you had an emergency.”


      Even only after being apart for a few short hours, my belly flopped. My cock instantly hardened. Too bad—no matter what, I wasn’t going to get any action.


      “I did have an emergency. A love emergency.” Sunshine approached Georgia, giggling louder the closer she came.


      “Suzy. I don’t like being tricked.”


      “You weren’t.” Sunshine wrapped her arms around a stiff-backed Georgia. “Frisco dropped by and said he wanted to take you to dinner.”


      My mouth fell open and my eyes grew wide at her statement. I’d always underestimated little Suzy Sunshine. We were both being tricked into this situation.


      “He did?” Georgia whispered, peering at me over Sunshine’s shoulder.


      Snapping my mouth closed, I nodded like the fucking idiot I always seemed to turn into when she was around.


      Sunshine grabbed Georgia by the shoulders. “Let him buy you a nice dinner and make up for being an asshole.”


      My eyes darted to City. “What the fuck?” I mouthed.


      He shrugged before laughing softly.


      “He wasn’t really an asshole.” Georgia’s eyes found me, soft and warm.


      “Don’t ruin this,” Suzy whispered back but not softly enough that I didn’t hear.


      Moments like these made me thankful I didn’t grow up with sisters.


      “Georgia, I’d love to take you to dinner.”


      Sunshine turned, giving me a smile over her shoulder. I wouldn’t forget that she’d hustled me. Someday, I’d find a way to return the favor.


      “You don’t have to, Frisco.” Georgia stepped forward and stopped a few feet from me.


      “I haven’t eaten, and you’ve come all this way. It’s the least I can do.”


      “Don’t put yourself out or anything.”


      I shook my head, realizing I sounded like an asshole. Again. It was my thing lately. “That’s not how I meant it. Fuck, you make me nervous.” My cheeks filled with air before I exhaled.


      “Daddy, can you read me a story?” Gigi asked City, tugging on his pant leg and breaking the tension in the room.


      City picked her up, placing her in his lap before kissing her chubby cheeks. “Sure, baby. As soon as our company leaves.”


      I walked toward Georgia and held my hand out. “Please. I’d love to take you to dinner. Will you allow me the pleasure of your company?”


      She slid her palm into mine and smiled softly. “I’d love to go to dinner with you.”


      “You two go have some fun and get to know each other,” Sunshine said.


      “I think I know a lot already,” I said, smirking at Georgia.


      Her cheeks turned pink and she averted her eyes. “Um…” she mumbled.


      I leaned to the side, bringing my lips toward Sunshine’s ear. “I’ll get you for this, Sunny,” I told her in a quiet tone.


      “Okay. You better go. It’s a school night. You don’t want to keep G out too late.”


      For fuck’s sake.


      If I didn’t already feel like a cradle robber, reminding me that she had school tomorrow made me feel dirty. So dirty I didn’t know if I’d be able to scrub that image from my mind.


      “Have fun, kids,” City said as we started walking toward the front door.


      “Got it, Pops,” I called out over my shoulder.


      Next time I saw him, we were having some words about getting into other people’s business. Wife or not, it wasn’t his place.


      “Have fun,” Sunshine said before we walked outside.


      I stopped on the stoop, still holding Georgia’s hand. “You don’t have to come to dinner with me.”


      She hung her head and my heart instantly tugged. “You don’t have to go out with me.”


      I touched her chin, bringing her eyes to mine. “Georgia.” I waited for her to look at me. “I’d love to take you to dinner. I’m sorry for the way things ended. We can at least be friends. Right?”


      But how? I still remembered how she tasted, how she felt in my mouth, and the sound of her moans when she came. How could I do the friends thing?


      She nodded and sighed. “We can be friends.”


      “Good. Do you want to drive with me or follow me?”


      She pulled away from my touch. “I’ll follow you.”


      “Where to?” I asked, glancing toward my car, feeling uncomfortable.


      “I need a drink, really. There’s a bar down the street. Is that okay?”


      “You remember what happened last time we had a few drinks?” I asked, fishing my keys out of my pocket and adjusting my already hardening dick with my fingertips.


      “I do.” She giggle-snorted. “It’s kind of unforgettable.”


      I’d say. “Just follow me,” I said.


      Tonight wouldn’t be easy.
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          Complications

        

      

    

    
      “I get why you don’t want to see me,” Georgia said before taking a sip of her beer.


      My stomach back flipped. “It’s not that I don’t want to see you.” I placed my hands flat on the table, rubbing the surface. “I just don’t think I’m right for you, G.”


      “You aren’t,” she said around the rim of the glass. “I know that.” Her eyes twinkled, the dark brown sparkling like stars in the darkest sky.


      “Thanks.”


      She stared at me and played with the rim of her glass. “You think of me as a kid, don’t you?”


      I had to be truthful. “I do. I’m sorry.” I leaned back in the chair, stretching my legs out underneath the table.


      “When you had your hands in my pants, did I feel like a little girl?” she asked with a playful smile.


      I coughed, almost choking on my own saliva. “Didn’t help that you’re smooth as a baby’s ass down there, babe.”


      She rolled her eyes. “I heard it makes everything more sensitive.”


      The choking came back, this time more violent. “Fuck,” I said with a strangled voice, adjusting my ever-growing cock in my pants, and tried to clear my throat.


      “It did, you know.”


      “Did what?” I asked, trying not to think about her pussy that had tasted better than anything I’d ever had in my mouth.


      “Being bare.” She glanced down. “Made everything feel so much better.”


      She was the unicorn everyone searched for but never found. Perfection. Where on earth, besides in front of me, could I find an educated, beautiful, and dirty virgin? This was how my luck seemed to roll.


      “I know you’re not a child, but it’s hard for me.”


      “It was hard for me too.” She winked before a totally naughty grin tugged at her lips.


      I closed my eyes and took a slow, deep breath through my nose. I will not get wood. I will not get wood. Fuck! She did that to me. My brain may have been screaming to keep away from her—she was too young, too inexperienced—but my dick thought otherwise.


      The fucker in my pants wanted to explore her depths. Plunge deep inside and see what it felt like to be the first to claim a woman. Not the girls I’d been with in high school, but someone who saved herself for someone worthy of being the first.


      “Just admit that you like me.”


      I opened my eyes slowly and saw her grin. “I want you,” I said in a low voice, keeping my tone firm.


      She flushed, sucking in a breath through parted lips that I wanted to kiss. “I want you too.” Her tongue darted out, sweeping across her bottom lip, and all I could do was stare.


      I clenched my hands into fists, resisting the temptation to jump over the table and kiss her. “Don’t do that.”


      “What?”


      “You’re trying to tempt me into doing something I don’t feel is right.”


      “Fuck right, Frisco. Seriously? Are you worried what others will think if you date me? I never took you for a pussy.”


      I leaned forward. “I’m not a pussy, G. I don’t give a fuck what other people think about me. But—” I inched my hands closer to hers. “I’m not the man for you.”


      She pulled her hands back into her lap and glared at me. “Shouldn’t I be the one to make that judgment?”


      “You’re a good girl and deserve a good guy.”


      “Fuck that. I had what I thought was a good guy. He turned out to be an asshole. I don’t think if you were an asshole, you’d announce it.”


      “Maybe I’m just truthful.”


      “Maybe you’re scared.”


      My body jerked backward. “Scared?”


      “Yep,” she said in a clipped tone before crossing her arms in front of her chest with a smug look. “You’re scared to admit that you may not just want me, but you honestly like me. You’re afraid of what might happen.”


      “I am not,” I lied.


      “You are. If you’re not a pansy, then take me on a date.”


      “You’re daring me to take you out to prove my manhood?” I held in my laughter at the insanity.


      She nodded with a smug, all-knowing grin. “I’m daring you to prove me wrong. Show me you aren’t a pussy, and prove to me all the ways you’re bad for me.”


      “Babe—”


      “Pussy,” she coughed, brushing her hands across her lips.


      “Goddamn,” I whispered and pushed aside my apprehension. “Fine. I’ll show you exactly why you don’t want to be mine.”


      “Who said anything about being yours? I’m just talking about a little fun. Worried you can’t keep up with me?” Her eyes sparkled as she stared at me, serious and not backing down.


      “Fine.”


      “Fine.”


      This girl couldn’t be for real.
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      “I don’t know what you did, but Georgia is, as Sunshine says, ‘absolutely buzzing’ for tonight,” City told me over the phone.


      “Jesus.” I stared at myself in the mirror, putting him on speaker and setting the phone on the counter.


      “I’m glad you finally came to your senses.”


      “I think the opposite.” I ran my razor under the water and tapped it against the sink.


      “Even if you don’t fuck her, she’s perfect for you.”


      “When did you become Dr. Ruth?”


      “Go fuck yourself.”


      “It would be a hell of a lot less complicated than tonight.” I dried my face with a towel and cursed into the material so only I could hear.


      “Dude, you’re full of shit.”


      “Banging virgins in high school was great and all, but as an adult, it’s a hell of a lot of pressure.”


      City laughed. “Why?”


      “I could mess everything up royally.”


      “What the hell do you care?”


      I stood there leaning against the sink and thought about his question.


      Why did I care? I never really gave a fuck, especially after Jeanine. Maybe I’d been lying to myself and I really liked Georgia.


      Could that be possible?


      Maybe through my hate-induced haze, I’d missed all the cues about my true feelings.


      “I don’t know,” I admitted.


      “Look at it this way—she won’t know if you suck in the sack.”


      “Shut the fuck up.”


      “I better run. Suzy will have my balls if you’re late because of me.”


      “She already has them.”


      “What?”


      “Nothing, man. I’ll talk to you soon.”


      “Oh, you will,” he said. “Go get ’er, tiger.”


      “Don’t call me again. We’ve talked on the phone more lately than ever before. We’re turning into two old hags.”


      “Speak for yourself, fucker.”


      I hit end and took a deep breath.


      I’d probably be the one getting fucked in the end.


      ***


      I thought I’d planned a great first date. I don’t remember the last time I had one. She wasn’t a bar troll or Jeanine, so I wanted to do something different.


      When I showed up at her house, she didn’t look ready for what I had planned. Mini golf and dinner, I figured, would be innocent. There was nothing sexy about it, and it would keep my ass out of trouble—and my cock too.


      But when she opened the door in sky-high cherry red peep toe heels, I knew I was in trouble. Georgia didn’t play fair. I knew that about her in the short amount of time we’d spent together. Peeking out were her toes, shiny and painted black.


      My eyes slowly traveled up her legs, catching a spectacular view of her legs before landing on her chest. It’s not that I typically ogled a woman’s cleavage, but the V-neck dress she wore showed everything off.


      Instantly, my mouth watered at the sight. I wanted to taste her skin. I’d touched it before, but it wasn’t enough.


      “Am I dressed okay?” she asked. She looked down, following where my eyes had landed.


      I blinked and broke my trance with her breasts before dragging my eyes to hers. “Uh,” I stammered, swallowing hard. “Yeah.”


      Her eyes drifted down my body, slowing as they took in my arms before traveling the length of my body. “I think I’m overdressed.”


      “We’re going to play mini golf,” I blurted out and let my eyes drop back to her magnificent tits.


      “Well, fuck. I can golf in these,” she said, tipping her shoes and tensing her calf muscles.


      There wasn’t an inch of her body that wasn’t impeccable. Her calves were toned, sleek, and craving to be touched. I wanted to feel them wrapped around my back, pulling my dick deeper inside.


      My fingers began to tingle and I shook them out, trying to get rid of my need to touch her. “I’m ready if you’re ready.”


      She closed the door and smiled before sauntering down the walkway in front of me. Did I talk about her ass—tight as shit in all its round glory? I closed my fists and clenched them tightly.


      I would not touch her. At least not yet. Resist the urge, I told myself. I had willpower. I learned how to hone it in the military.


      There was a problem with my plan. I hadn’t thought about her bending over and waving her ass in my face every hole. Eighteen holes, multiple attempts, and every time she did it, I had to tell my dick that it was a no go.


      She didn’t make it easy either. No. Georgia wouldn’t be that kind. Behind her innocence was a vixen dying to be set free.


      Every time she bent over, she hadn’t been ladylike. She didn’t bend at the knees and scrunch down to retrieve her ball. Nope. She kept her legs straight, bending at the waist, and gave me a full view of her upper thighs and perky ass each time. Not one time did she take it easy on me.


      She knew exactly what she was doing. Her small smiles, pretend apologies the entire time were all bullshit.


      Every opportunity she had, she’d brush against my body, giving me just enough to drive me crazy. The smell of her perfume and the feel of her body against mine drove me crazy.


      By the time we sat down at dinner, I didn’t know if I could walk another step. My dick felt like a baseball bat inside my pants, ready to splinter if I moved any farther.


      “Are you all right?” she asked when the waitress put our entrees on the table.


      I shifted in my seat, placing the napkin on my lap and pushing my cock down between my legs. “Yeah. I couldn’t be better.”


      “You look a little flushed.”


      I glanced up at her just as she placed a French fry in her mouth, wrapping her lips around it like a dick and suckling it.


      She pulled the fry out slowly, toying with the tip of it with her tongue. “Your face is all red.”


      I closed my eyes and tried to think of something sad—anything to make the raging boner in my pants go away. I didn’t look at her as I picked up my fork. “I’m good,” I said, my voice betraying me when it cracked.


      Her moans drew my attention just as I was about to place a forkful of whatever I’d ordered in my mouth. She had closed her eyes, slowly sucking on the French fry and fucking moaning.


      Every ounce of air in my lungs disappeared, and I couldn’t do anything but stare. My lips were half open, waiting to be fed, and my brain couldn’t communicate with my hand. I just sat there. Staring at her. Gawking as she moaned, totally breathless and dumbfounded.


      After she swallowed and glanced at me, a small smile played on her lips. “You want a taste?”


      I shoved the fork in my mouth, needing to put something inside to stop me from answering. I stabbed at my food as she laughed softly. “Enjoying yourself, aren’t you?”


      “Nah.”


      I didn’t risk a glance. I couldn’t. “You are.”


      “Why are you fighting it so badly?”


      I still wouldn’t look. Because I knew why I fought it. She wasn’t right for me, and I sure as fuck wasn’t right for her. “It’s not right. Plain and simple.”


      “Frisco.” Her voice was soft and sultry when she spoke my name. “Do you think I’m weak?”


      I stopped chewing, peering up at her. “I don’t.”


      “Then stop treating me like I’m fragile.”


      She had me there. I did think it was my duty to protect her from me, but really, I was keeping myself safe. “I don’t mean to.”


      “The words that you say do not match what your body tells me.”


      Setting my fork down, I leaned back and stared at her. “What are you talking about?”


      She continued to eat, speaking between bites. “You can’t keep your eyes off me.”


      “Well, you’re beautiful.”


      “When I brush against you, I can feel how hard you are for me.”


      My lips twisted and my dick twitched, reminding me that she had a point. “I can’t help what happens when you touch me.”


      “I’m not asking for a lifetime here. Stop being so full of yourself and assuming you’re going to break my heart and steal my virginity.”


      “Well, I never—”


      She waved her fork in front of her and silenced me. “First off, I won’t willingly give away my virginity. I’ve held on to it too long. It’s sacred and I’ll only give it to someone who is special to me. So you don’t have to worry about taking it.”


      I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that her words gave me a funny feeling. Like when you’re sitting in an airplane to skydive for the first time, that kind of belly flop slash nausea that overcomes someone.


      The thought of her just offering it up on a platter made me angry. It shouldn’t have. She wasn’t mine to feel jealousy over, but there it was. Sitting in my gut, twisting away like a knife.


      “But I like you.”


      The words lodged in my throat. Thoughts swirled through my mind about Georgia. I liked her too. Liked everything about her. Okay, that was a lie. I hated that she was so young, too young, I thought, for me. But she wasn’t a college kid looking to chug beer at a frat party. She was a woman. One hell of a woman who oozed sex appeal from every pore and could make the strongest-willed man bend to her desires.


      I grabbed my gin, swallowing it down and grimacing. I couldn’t hold it back anymore. I had to say it. Free myself from the restraint. “I like you too.”


      She smiled and stared at me with soft, playful eyes. “Glad you finally admitted it. Now eat up. Because I want you to do that thing you did with your mouth.”


      I coughed into my glass, choking on the gin that had barely passed my tongue.


      “And your fingers. God, they’re so thick and long.”


      “Stop,” I warned her, feeling my control slipping.


      She leaned forward, placing her tits closer to me and on full display. “I may be a virgin and want to keep it that way, but it doesn’t mean I don’t want to wrap my lips around your cock and taste your want for me.”


      “You’re playing a dangerous game.”


      “I know exactly what I want, and I’ll do anything to get it.”


      I set down my drink, clasped my hands in front of me on the table, and leaned forward, close to her. “I gave you a chance to get away, Georgia. I warned you what I am, but you kept coming. I’m sick of running and fighting my attraction to you.” I licked my lips, watching her eyes drop to my mouth and getting a little thrill. “I’m done being a gentleman. I know what I want. Who I want. And I’ll put my mouth anywhere you want it. I’ll give you so much pleasure, you’ll never want another man in your life.”


      “Promise?” she asked, bringing her face closer and looking me straight in the eye.


      I leaned over and brushed my lips against hers. Peering into her eyes, I whispered, “You can bet your ass on it.”


      ***


      Too many drinks, a lot of flirting and innuendo, and a taxi ride spent kissing and touching that led us back to her place.


      Unable to contain myself by the time we walked through the door, I tossed her over my shoulder and carried her to the bedroom. She giggled, half drunk, and squealed when I tossed her on the bed.


      Her dress flipped up, covering her face as she giggled. My pulse quickened at the sight of her bare pussy. In one quick motion, I pulled my shirt off and slid onto the bed, right between her legs. I planned to give her exactly what she wanted and I needed.


      I wrapped my arms around her thighs and pulled her to my face. She gasped at the contact and twitched in my arms when I clamped my mouth down against her.


      I buried my face in her, suffocating myself but loving every minute of it. I hadn’t let myself think about how badly I wanted her since the last time I touched her.


      As I lay there with my face between her legs, sucking and licking like I’d never had pussy before, I realized how much I wanted her. No matter what, I didn’t want to spend time with anyone else. Just her. Only Georgia.


      Her hands found my hair as she sucked in air and her body shook in my arms. I held her to me, didn’t let her escape as I devoured every ounce of her until she was writhing in the bed and screaming my name. By the time that happened, my dick was harder than steel.


      When her breathing evened out and she stilled, I climbed up her body and licked my lips to capture every last drop. I hovered over her, watching her try to focus on my face.


      “Well, fuck. That was—” She inhaled deeply and closed her eyes.


      “Fucking amazing.”


      “The best,” she whispered as her eyes fluttered open.


      I settled between her legs and pressed my length against her. “I need to feel your lips on me, Georgia.”


      She smiled, reached up, and ran her fingers through my hair. “I can help you out with that,” she said, rubbing her pussy against my jeans and almost making me come in my pants. “But first,” she whispered, bringing her lips close to mine. “I want you to make me come again.” She tugged at my head and pushed me down.


      I laughed softly and didn’t hide the smile on my face. Georgia may have been a virgin, but she wasn’t innocent. She knew what she wanted and had no issue demanding it. Lucky for her, I was more than happy to serve. I’d worship at her altar and feast on her soul for an eternity if she’d allow me, as long as it meant she’d quench her thirst by wrapping her lips around my cock and drink me down.


      When I perched myself between her legs, I took a moment to take in her majesty—the soft, bare flesh that held so much pleasure and had never been tapped. My fingers lightly grazed her velvety skin, damp with need. I closed my eyes, memorizing her scent and the feel of my body on hers.


      The noises she made in the back of her throat drove me forward and kept me going. My dick may not have been allowed inside her, but my fingers were itching to rub her in just the right way that she’d be screaming my name until her voice turned hoarse.


      I inched backward, pulling her with me because this position wouldn’t work for what I had planned.


      “What are you doing?” she asked, lifting her head and staring down her body.


      “Just lie back and enjoy,” I told her and winked before I settled on the floor.


      Her body hung over the edge and she did as I asked, gripping the comforter nervously in her hands. I removed her shoes, tossing them over my head before I placed her feet flat on the bed, giving me the most amazing view.


      I scooted forward, sitting on my knees before I dragged my tongue lightly against her pussy. Her knees began to turn inward and I pushed them apart, leaving my hands on her legs and opening her to me.


      While rubbing my fingers against her, priming her for the finger-fuck of a lifetime, I dipped my head forward and licked her folds. Slowly and softly touching her with my mouth and feeling her try to bring her body closer, wanting more than I gave.


      I pushed my fingers inside and licked her pussy harder.


      “Yes,” she moaned.


      My eyes moved over her body and watched as she toyed with her breast, matching the rhythm of my tongue. If I couldn’t fuck her with my cock, I’d do it with my fingers.


      I twisted them as I pulled out, bringing her new sensations with my tongue twirling around her clit and barely making contact. She chased my mouth, driving her pussy down on my hand in the process.


      It may have been the most erotic moment of my life. Watching the virginal Georgia fuck my fingers, smashing her pussy on my face and moaning out her pleasure.


      Within seconds, her insides squeezed down on my fingers when she came, but I didn’t relent. I wouldn’t let up until she had another. Until she was so sated that she wouldn’t deny me the relief I needed to survive.


      I sucked harder and she thrashed about the bed, but she didn’t tell me to stop. There were lots of fucks and hell yesses coming from her mouth, but I wanted more.


      I wanted to give her something mind-blowing and unforgettable. I had other reasons too. I wanted it to be so good she didn’t ask for another before I could feel her warm, wet mouth wrapped around my dick.


      When my mouth left her body, she whimpered and blinked through her lust-induced haze. I shook my head as a warning and positioned myself in front of her. Before I slid my fingers back inside her, I pushed down on her pelvis and inched them inside her slowly.


      “Oh,” she moaned, feeling the difference.


      “Tell me if it gets too much,” I said, seating my fingers fully inside her. I knew it could be overwhelming. Even though she boasted that she wasn’t new to foreplay, not all women could handle a real finger-fuck.


      She looked up at me and blinked a few times before nodding. I added another finger, needing to fill her and make her feel everything my fingers were doing inside her.


      After thrusting them in and out of her a few times, I added a twist, moving my wrist back and forth with my fingers.


      Her knees pushed on my sides, holding me in place while I banged her with my hand, wishing like fuck it was my dick inside her. I pulled out slowly, thrusting back in with more determination with each stroke.


      When her ass started to rise and she began the familiar chase of my fingers, wanting more than she was getting, I added a curl. Positioning the tips of my fingers against her G-spot, applying more pressure to her pelvis, and holding her down against the bed.


      I mimicked the motion of my hands with my crotch and drove inside of her until she shattered. Shaking on the bed, gasping for air, and screaming my name over and over again. I couldn’t help but smile, knowing I’d done it to her.


      My eyes couldn’t leave her. Seeing her in pieces before me was the best high I’d ever have in my entire life. Seeing her limp and exhausted may have backfired. She was spent and I’d done it.


      “Gimme a minute,” she whispered, throwing her arm over her face and gasping for air. “Just a minute.”


      I collapsed on the bed next to her and stared up at the ceiling. My curse with her would be to have forever-wood. It never softened, permanently rock hard and painful. For some unknown reason, even though we didn’t fuck, I needed to give her the best damn orgasms of her life.


      I’m sure Brent the Bland didn’t finger-fuck her the way I had. He couldn’t. She wouldn’t talk about him and his dullness if he had. The problem with my need to overplease her was that she came so hard she was literally spent. I closed my eyes and tried to think of something, anything, to make my boner go down.


      Before I let my mind go dark, the bed dipped and Georgia rolled to my side. “Hey,” she whispered and palmed my dick through my jeans. She kissed my neck and stroked my length. “I wouldn’t leave you like this.” The warmth of her hand felt so amazing I didn’t want her to ever stop touching me.


      “Thank God,” I said and laughed. “I think you better put it in your mouth before I come in my pants.”


      “I thought you were more of a man than that.”


      I smiled and pulled her face to mine. “G, I am a man. But tasting your pussy and listening to you come drove me so close to the edge, I didn’t think I’d ever recover. If you don’t put my dick in your mouth quick, I’m going to die.”


      “Technically, no one has ever died from blue balls.”


      I raised an eyebrow and grinned. “You risking a chance for me to be the first?”


      Her eyes roamed my face while she squeezed my dick roughly. “Well, I wouldn’t want that. Who would make me come the way you do?”


      “Good answer.” I pulled her face down, letting her lips almost touch mine. “Wrap those beautiful red lips around my dick and make me come, baby.”


      Her warm breath skidded across my skin. “There’s nothing I’d rather do than lick—” she stuck her tongue out and ran it over my top lip “—your cock.”


      My eyes rolled back slightly before I recovered. Just as I was about to push her down my body like she had me, she scooted down the bed and started to undo my jeans. Sweet Jesus, I needed this. I feared I wouldn’t even be able to walk out of her place if I didn’t find relief and fast.


      I put my hands behind my back, watching her as she worked the zipper and opened my jeans. Instantly, my dick sprang out and searched for her mouth. She smiled and her eyes followed its movement until it stopped.


      “Don’t watch,” she whispered and wrapped her hand around the shaft. “Close your eyes, lie back, and enjoy.”


      I wanted to argue because watching was half the fun. Seeing a woman with her lips wrapped around my dick, taking all I had to offer, was one of the sexiest things ever. Right now, the way I needed to come, wasn’t a time to argue.


      Without protesting, I put my hands behind my head and closed my eyes. Her hands, piled on top of each other, moved up and down my shaft. Hitting my piercing along the way, which caused me to twitch before groaning.


      “Babe.” My voice held both a warning and a plea as I looked down my body.


      “I didn’t tell you how to finger me, don’t tell me how to suck your dick.”


      “I haven’t felt your mouth on me yet.”


      “Keep it up and you won’t,” she shot back and stilled her hand.


      “Fuck, I’m dying here,” I whined and closed my eyes.


      Her hands moved again, stroking my length, squeezing the tip and striking the sensitive spot underneath. I moaned and waited for the moment. The very second when her mouth would—


      Damn.


      The feel of her warm, soft lips clamped around me felt like heaven. She worked my dick with her hands and mouth, trying to take my entire length to the back of her throat. Her hands twisted to the right with each upstroke and to the left with the down, over and over again.


      My body tightened.


      It was too soon.


      I didn’t want to come.


      I could feel it.


      I wasn’t ready for it to be over.


      Her tongue swirled around the tip and massaged the very spot, the one that would send me over the edge faster than anything. My breathing faltered and my muscles began to spasm. This was it. I couldn’t stop it.


      Being with Georgia had brought me here. Ready to come too soon and overly excited it happened. The orgasm ripped through my system. Every muscle in my body twitched as I rode the wave. It crashed over me, pulling me under while she sucked my cock like a greedy lover.


      The only thing that told me I was still alive was my heart pounding inside my chest. I could hear it. It thumped erratically, slamming against my insides as I gasped for air.


      Her lips moved slowly up, firmly wrapped around my cock, sliding off my tip and taking everything I had with her.


      I opened my eyes and watched her swallow it down without a sound. The smile on her face, the satisfaction it gave her, warmed my insides.


      “I’m sorry,” I said, wishing I’d been able to hold out longer.


      She wiped her lips with the back of her hand, part of her tit hanging out of her dress. “For what?”


      I pushed myself up and rested on my elbow. “For coming so soon.”


      Her head tipped back and she laughed. “Oh, Frisco,” she said, stretching out next to me and placing her hand on my chest. “It’s flattering.”


      My chest tightened at her words. “It is?”


      “I know this is all new to you.”


      It was my turn to laugh. “Blow jobs aren’t new to me, G.”


      She slapped my chest and giggled. “I mean messing around without fucking, asshole.”


      “Ahhh.” I laughed. “I just want you to know I’m not always like this.” Honestly, what the fuck was I saying? I sounded like a total tool.


      “I’ll take your word for it.”


      “Come here.” I pulled her on top of me, and she settled against my half-hardened cock. Bad idea on my part, but I never claimed to think clearly when it came to Georgia.


      “Oh.” Her eyes dipped down to where our bodies connected and she blushed. “We can’t.”


      “I know. I just wanted to kiss you,” I lied. Really, I wanted to fuck her brains out, but I wouldn’t do it. Not without her permission and earning it as she had said earlier.


      Wait.


      Hold up.


      I stared up at her, into her dark, warm eyes and really looked at her. Even though her age was something I didn’t think I could get past, the woman straddling me with a pink postorgasm sheen on her face wasn’t a girl. Georgia was a woman and one that I didn’t want to think about being with anyone else but me.


      My stomach knotted, feeling the same way it had the last time I’d been punched in the gut. The thought of Georgia having sex with anyone else pissed me off. But she wasn’t mine. I didn’t have any right to feel jealousy or anger, but I did.


      “That was amazing,” I told her before pulling her face to mine and kissing her gently.


      “Yeah,” she said and pushed herself off my body before settling at my side. “I can’t sit like that. You’re too tempting, Frisco.”


      “I wouldn’t make you do something you didn’t want, babe.”


      “I know,” she whispered and rested her head on my chest. “I’m more worried that I’ll do something before I’m ready. It’s not you that’ll make me do it when it happens.” She pushed her cheek against my pec, burrowing deeper into my side. “I know that we’re not a couple, but I don’t want to fool around with anyone else.”


      The knots evaporated and I felt like a weight had been lifted. “I don’t want to be with anyone else either,” I admitted before closing my eyes.


      My mind started to wander as we lay there together—her with her dress all cockeyed and me with my dick still hanging out of my pants.


      “Frisco,” she whispered and slid her hand underneath my shirt.


      I opened my eyes, peering down at her. “Yeah?”


      Her forehead crinkled, and the worry of what she was about to ask was written all over her face. “Do you like me?”


      “Of course I do.”


      “You made it seem like you didn’t.”


      “I’m just an asshole sometimes, babe.”


      Her hand stilled against my stomach, splaying out against my skin. “I’ll agree with that. But do you like me, or did you only want to fuck me?” She looked across the room, breaking eye contact.


      I pulled myself up, taking her with me. I adjusted myself so that I could see her face and pushed my cock back inside my jeans. “Georgia, look at me.”


      It took her a moment before she dragged her eyes to mine. She gnawed on her lip as she blinked slowly.


      I grabbed her hand, gently rubbing the top with my fingers. “I like you. I’ve always liked you.” I swallowed down the lump that had formed in my throat. I couldn’t believe I was about to admit my feelings for her. “I liked you from the moment I saw you. Fuck, you gave me wood the first time you smiled at me.”


      “Then why didn’t you want to see me? You made it quite clear you didn’t want me around.”


      “You were too tempting to be around.”


      Her head snapped back and she frowned. “What’s that mean?”


      “You’re younger than me, and for that simple fact, I told myself you were off-limits.” I winced.


      “But it’s just a number.” She blinked rapidly.


      “I know. But you deserve more than I can offer.”


      “Isn’t that for me to decide?”


      “Yeah.” I laughed, giving her hand a squeeze. “To be honest, I wanted you so badly I made myself crazy. Sunshine and City think we should be together, and they made sure to throw us together as much as possible.”


      “I know.” A smile spread across her face. “I told her I thought you were hot.”


      I straightened my back, sitting up a little more confidently. “You think I’m hot?”


      She waved her hand in between us. “Look at you. You’re sexy as hell. You have this Keanu Reeves thing happening, but when he was sexy, not the Keanu of today. But not the pussy version of him either.” She rambled as her cheeks turned pink.


      “Thanks, I think.”


      “Keanu never had the muscles like you do, but you know. There’s a look you have that I dig.”


      “So you want me for my looks, body, and cock?”


      “I would say yes, but it would be a lie.”


      I started to laugh. “So you don’t want me?”


      “Fuck. Stop. You’re confusing me. I do want you. I think you’re sweet.”


      “I’m sweet,” I repeated before blowing out a breath. “I don’t know many people who have said that about me.”


      “Suzy does.”


      “Suzy likes everyone.”


      “Fuck no, she doesn’t.”


      “No?”


      “She told me to stay away from Bear and Tank, but that you were the one I should set my heart on. She said you were one of the best guys she knows.”


      “Really?” My mouth dropped open.


      She pulled at her bottom lip with her fingers. “Yeah.”


      “But to answer your original question, I like you, Georgia. I like you more than I want to.”


      Her eyebrows shot up, almost touching her hairline. “You do?”


      “Look at you. You’re beautiful, smart, sexy, have a killer body, amazing tits, an untouched pussy.”


      “It’s been touched now.” She laughed, covering her mouth with her hand.


      “Yes, it has.” I chuckled, bringing her hand to my lips and placing a kiss against her skin. “What man wouldn’t want you?”


      “My ex-fiancé, obviously.” She shrugged.


      “Oh, please. He’s a bastard. Listen, my fiancée cheated on me too.”


      She gasped and her eyes widened. “She did?”


      “Yeah.” I nodded and placed our hands between us. “It happens sometimes. We give our heart to someone who isn’t worthy, and they stomp all over it like it’s a piece of trash. We both deserve better.”


      “Yeah,” she whispered.


      Here was my defining moment. Georgia liked me. I couldn’t get enough of her. Could I take the big leap and ask her something I swore I never would? The thought of Georgia being with anyone else made my blood instantly boil. The only way to stop that from happening was to ask her a very important question.


      “Georgia,” I whispered, swallowing the dryness that had settled in my mouth before touching her cheek. “Will you be mine?”


      Her mouth dropped open before it snapped shut. “Like yours yours?”


      “Well, yeah.” I brushed my thumb against her lip.


      “Why?”


      “That wasn’t the response I thought I’d get,” I mumbled before holding her face in my hands.


      She laughed softly and kissed the tip of my thumb that rested near her mouth. “I’m sorry.”


      “The thought of you being with someone else makes me jealous, Georgia. I love being with you. If I were being totally honest, you make me happy. I want you to be mine and only mine. I don’t want to share you with anyone.”


      A smile pulled at her lips. “I like that.”


      My heart pounded so loudly that I could hear it, and I was sure she did too. “So, is that a yes?”


      “Yes!”


      “Thank Christ,” I muttered and closed my eyes.


      “Frisco?”


      I peeled open one eye and peeked at her. “Yeah?”


      “What’s your last name?”


      “Why?” I full-on stared. She’d laugh. I knew she’d laugh.


      “Because—” she swallowed, glancing up at the ceiling“I want to change my status on Facebook, and I need to know your name for it.”


      “I don’t use Facebook.”


      Her eyes widened. “What?”


      “Never been my thing.”


      “We have to change that.”


      “No, we don’t.”


      “Fine,” she muttered, rolling her eyes. “What’s your last name, though?


      “Jones,” I said and held my breath.


      My entire life I’d heard bullshit when people heard my name—Frisco Jones. My mom had been, still was to this day, a huge General Hospital freak. When Frisco and Felicia were a couple, she went on and on about them as if they were her friends. Lucky for me, they were the big couple when I was born. My mom couldn’t resist naming me after her favorite soap opera character. The only thing I had going for me was that Georgia was most likely too young to even know who the hell they were. I always went by my middle name, Frank, when I worked. My business cards even said Frank Jones.


      I had become good at telling the bullshit story of Frisco being a nickname, which it was, but Frank most certainly wasn’t my legal first name.


      “Can I be Felicia?” the smartass asked.


      “Fucking hell,” I muttered before I cracked the fuck up. “You’re a ballbuster, G.”


      “Your ballbuster.” She winked and kissed the back of my hand.


      “Mine.” I pulled her into my arms and kissed her, sealing the bond.


      I didn’t know what made me spill my guts like a pussy.


      Georgia had my mind playing tricks on me.


      When I feel asleep that night, I had gained a girlfriend and lost my heart.
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      I didn’t have to reach out to feel if Georgia was next to me; my nose told me she wasn’t there. The smell of bacon woke me.


      Rubbing my eyes, I yawned and stretched my legs. I lay there and studied her room. Bookshelves lined the room, just about two feet below the ceiling, filled with paperbacks. I expected her to have books since she was a librarian, but the quantity surprised me.


      The walls were a dark gray with stark white trim. White curtains flowed down and pooled on the hardwood. There wasn’t a dresser or any other furniture in the room besides the bed. My bedroom looked like a haphazard mess compared to the neatness of her room.


      “Hey.” She peeked her head in the door. “You’re awake.”


      “I am.” I stretched, taking the sheet off with my foot. “Are you okay?”


      “I couldn’t be better. Happy to see me?” Her cheeks flushed when she laughed.


      I grinned, looking at her around my morning wood. “I am. You want to help me out with this?” I grabbed my cock and stroked it.


      “I would.” She glanced toward the kitchen before she stepped into the room with her eyes glued to my dick. “But the food is almost done, and I don’t want it to burn.”


      I squeezed my dick. “What if I said I only wanted you for breakfast?”


      She crawled onto the bed, climbing up my body like a cat. She batted away my hand when she came eye to eye with my dick. “I’d say you can have me for dessert.”


      I grabbed her arms and pulled her up my body, sliding her across my hardness. “I’m greedy. I want it now.”


      “But I have bacon,” she argued with a giggle.


      “I’m craving your sweetness, not bacon.”


      “But bacon is the greatest food ever invented.”


      “I beg to differ. You haven’t tasted your pussy.”


      She placed her hands on my chest and lifted herself. “Frisco, come on. I made you a big breakfast. I need you to have enough energy for today.”


      I grinned and thought that whatever she had planned I would happily go along with. “What do you have in mind?”


      She startled me and squirmed, causing my dick to throb. “Well…”


      I closed my eyes and grabbed her waist, stilling her. “You can’t do that.”


      She giggled, which made her body shake again and made everything worse. “Sorry,” she whispered, and laughed more.


      “Fuck,” I mumbled, pushing her down my body and letting my cock spring free.


      She glanced down and licked her lips. “I’m not telling you what we’re doing today until you get out of bed.”


      I sat up and she pulled at my arms. “I’m up.”


      She looked down just as my cock touched her stomach. “I can see that.”


      I flexed my dick, having it twitch against her skin. “You do this to me.”


      “Up you go.”


      I glanced down and waggled my eyebrows. “I am.”


      She rolled her eyes. “I need food.”


      “Let’s get up,” I told her, pulling my legs out from under her and rolling off the side of the bed.


      “The bacon’s probably burned by now,” she said, climbing off the bed behind me.


      I grabbed my boxers off the floor and started to put them on as I watched her. “I like it well done.”


      “How do you want your eggs?” She walked toward the door in her black silk nightie.


      “Scrambled eggs are fine, but any way you want to make them.” I headed toward her bathroom, needing to clean up and wash my mouth out. “I’ll be right out.”


      “Sure. Make yourself at home. There’s an extra toothbrush on the counter for you,” she told me after she walked into the hall.


      “Thanks,” I yelled before closing the bathroom door. I hurried, not wanting to risk ruining breakfast.


      I walked into the kitchen just as she set the bacon on the table. “Smells amazing in here.”


      She glanced up at me. “It’s the bacon.”


      I stepped toward the stove and paused. “Do you want me to finish the eggs?”


      “I’d love that. I’ll finish setting the table while you do that.”


      I grabbed the spatula sitting next to the stove and began to fold the eggs. “I don’t think anyone has ever cooked me breakfast besides my mom.”


      She stopped as she reached for the plate and looked over at me. “Seriously?” Tiny creases formed across her forehead.


      “Seriously.” I studied her face.


      Morning Georgia was more beautiful than the glammed-up woman I’d grown fond of. “Hey, Georgia,” I said, using my free hand to rub the back of my neck.


      “Yeah?” She pulled two plates out of the cupboard.


      “Don’t take this wrong, but you look more beautiful this morning than I’ve ever seen you.”


      She pursed her lips. “Without my makeup?”


      I grinned and let my eyes roam around her face. “You’re always beautiful, but without the makeup, you’re spectacular.”


      “Oh, you like the plain Janes.”


      “No, I like seeing the real woman behind the eyeliner and lipstick.”


      She set the plates on the counter next to me and folded her arms in front of her. “I feel naked without it sometimes.”


      I turned my attention back to the eggs, not wanting to ruin them. “Feel free to be naked around me anytime.”


      She slapped me on the arm and laughed. “You’re a perv.”


      “I’m a man. I can’t help that I love your body without anything masking its beauty.”


      Her cheeks turned pink. “You’re really a great guy.”


      “I’m not; you just think I am.”


      “You are,” she argued, slapping my ass.


      I folded the eggs one last time before turning off the burner and removing the pan. “I’m an asshole.”


      “Nope. I won’t believe it.”


      “So, what are we doing today?” I grabbed the plates, separating them before scooping the eggs equally between the two.


      She carried the plates to the table and set them down. “It involves very little clothing.”


      I rubbed my hands together as I sat. “Sounds right up my alley.”


      She sat down and smirked. “You game for anything?”


      I nodded vigorously as I grabbed a slice of bacon from the table. “How can anything with very little clothes be bad?”


      She giggled when she picked up her fork and stabbed at her eggs. “How do you feel about water?”


      Just as I was about to place the bacon in my mouth, I froze. “Water? I hope you mean a bath.”


      She shook her head. “Not a bath,” she said before shoveling a forkful of eggs into her mouth.


      I leaned back in my chair, dropping the bacon onto my plate. “What, then?”


      She mimicked my actions, dropping her bacon on her plate and crossing her arms. “Canoeing.”


      My head fell forward and I put my hands up. “Cah-what?”


      “Canoeing. Y’know.” She pretended to paddle through the water.


      I closed my eyes and tried not to smile. “That wasn’t exactly how I imagined our day.”


      She leaned over the table and pushed my plate toward me. “But eat quick. We have to leave soon.”


      “Hold up,” I said, grabbing the piece of bacon I’d dropped earlier. “Where are we canoeing? In the Gulf?”


      Grabbing her fork, she gawked at me. “Scared of sharks or something?”


      My head jerked back. “I’m not scared of sharks, babe.”


      She laughed. “Everyone is scared of sharks. No, I want to go up to Weeki Wachee and canoe in the river.”


      I chewed slowly, thinking about the rivers up north and what lived inside. “Aren’t there alligators?”


      She slathered the eggs on a slice of buttered toast. “Hey, tough guy. Nothing will eat you.”


      “Uh-huh,” I muttered with a mouthful of eggs.


      She tossed a piece of bacon at me. “The water is too cold for alligators, sissy.”


      I glanced down, picking up the sliver as it bounced on the table. “I’m in. But you’re wearing a bikini.”


      “Deal.”


      ***


      “I can’t believe I let you talk me into this,” I huffed out, trying to stop the canoe from careening into the riverbank without Georgia’s help.


      She laughed, sitting with her chin resting in her palm. “It’s so beautiful, though, isn’t it?”


      “Yeah.” I glanced around and admired the creativity of Mother Nature.


      The river hadn’t been what I’d expected. The lushness of it with the treetop canopies and crystal-clear water shocked me. Even the temperature of it when we climbed into the canoe had me thinking twice. She left out of the part about it being a constant seventy degrees throughout the year.


      Lucky for us, the river was empty. Very few people lined the shores, and no one passed us as we meandered downstream.


      “Pull off to the side up here.” She pointed to a clearing on the right side.


      “Why?” I asked, trying to get the canoe to go in that direction.


      She peered over her shoulder, giving me a sinful smile. “I want to show you something.”


      My stomach did that weird flop thing again. “Okay,” I said through gritted teeth as I fought the current to get to the spot before we passed by.


      “Don’t worry. I’ll make it worth your while.”


      “I have no doubts.” I chuckled, paddling furiously to push up on the sandy shore.


      She clapped and cheered as she stepped out of the canoe. “Good job, Frisco.”


      I wiped my brow with the back of my hand before tossing the oar to the bottom of the metal canoe. “Anytime, babe.”


      I needed to cool off. Even though much of the trip had been shady, the humidity was unbearable. I stepped into the water, skipping the direct route to shore, and sank down.


      “Ahh.” I closed my eyes and basked in the cold, clear water.


      “Alligator!” Georgia screamed, pointing behind me with wide eyes.


      I turned around quickly, searching in the water as I started to run backward toward shore. “Where!” I yelled, thrashing as I walked. My heart was about to burst out of my chest. If the alligator didn’t get me, I might have a heart attack first.


      She doubled over, laughing hysterically. “I’m totally kidding,” she said, slapping her leg.


      I froze. “Georgia,” I said, feeling my heart pounding in my throat.


      She started to sway and her laughter grew louder. “You should’ve seen your face.”


      I stepped out of the water and headed straight for her. Grabbing her above the knees, I lifted her up and threw her over my shoulder.


      “Hey!” she screamed, kicking her feet and slapping my ass.


      I swatted her ass cheek. “You’re getting payback.”


      “Can’t I blow you?” she asked, smacking my ass again.


      That earned her two quick swats. “After.”


      “But it’s cold!” she screamed as I walked into the water and fell forward, taking us both underwater.


      She kicked away from me and I let her go. When she surfaced, she looked pissed as hell with her hair in disarray and water cascading down her face. “I’m so fucking getting you for this.”


      “Fuck me to death,” I told her, wiping the water out of my eyes.


      She fisted her hands at her sides, standing there like a drenched cat. “You aren’t getting pussy for a long, long time.”


      “You think so?” I challenged her, taking a step toward her.


      “Oh. I know so.” She spat out the water drops that trickled into her mouth. “I think I taste manatee pee. Ugh.”


      I reached out, pushing the hair away from her face before wiping away the water dripping off her chin. “Jokes aren’t always funny when they’re on you, are they?”


      She blew the water off her lips. “You’re a dick.”


      “I know.” I leaned forward and kissed her. She came closer, melting into my touch.


      “What did you want to show me?” I asked after I broke the kiss and our lips were still touching.


      “Forget it now,” she whispered, grabbing my arms.


      “Oh, no. There was a reason. Spill it.”


      “Well,” she said, shifting from foot to foot as her body began to shiver, “I was going to take you back there.” She pointed behind her to the brush. “And I was going to suck your cock.”


      I glanced toward the secluded spot and checked our surroundings. “You still can.”


      She shook her head and laughed. “No fucking way, buddy. Not after you threw me in the water.”


      “Please?” I pulled her against my chest. “You scared the crap out of me. You deserved it, G.”


      “I did, didn’t I?”


      I nodded, giving her puppy-dog eyes. “I almost had a heart attack. You can’t do that shit to me. I’m too old to be scared.”


      She slapped my arm, the water making the contact sound much louder. “You’re so full of shit, Frisco.”


      “But you can still suck my cock.”


      She started to stomp through the water, creating ripples across the surface. “Get your ass back in the canoe, and if you’re a good boy, I’ll do it later.”


      “But wait—” I said, following behind her toward the canoe.


      “Nope. That ship has sailed.” She climbed inside and grabbed the oar she’d ignored all day.


      “My dick says otherwise.”


      She chuckled. “We have to be to the dock in an hour. Your cock will have to wait.”


      “Fuck me,” I mumbled, sticking one leg inside the canoe.


      I realized that Georgia had the perfect mixture of sassy and playful. Everything seemed to roll off her back. Even though I knew I could be a ballbuster, she gave it better than I ever had.


      Maybe it was her age or her free spirit, but all I knew was I wanted more of it.


      Never in my entire life had I felt the butterflies buzzing around my gut from a simple smile. With Georgia, even the most innocent look did crazy shit to my insides.


      Although canoeing hadn’t been on my to-do list, spending the day with Georgia was the best medicine.
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      Waking up to a text from my ex placed a dark cloud over my day. I hadn’t even rolled out of bed and I was already pissed off. Last night when I closed my eyes, I had the biggest smile on my face. Georgia put it there.


      Smiling was new to me. It wasn’t that I couldn’t smile, but it hadn’t been something I did every day. It wasn’t that I’d been unhappy. No. In fact, I had a good life up until Jeanine fucked shit up.


      Growing up, my parents had been pretty strict. My mother was the child of Chinese immigrants but broke from tradition when she married my father, an American boy of mixed European descent.


      My grandparents had died before I was born and my mother shunned her Chinese heritage, immersing herself in American culture. Although my parents lived through the Woodstock era, people believing in free love, and the hippie culture, they never embraced it.


      Even though she claimed she’d wiped any remnants of her upbringing from her mind, she hadn’t. My mother had carried over the strictness of the Chinese people when it came to school and working hard.


      I worked my ass off to get good grades and attend a decent college, but that was when I broke free. Once I started my freshman year at the University of Florida, I decided enough was enough.


      I left college and joined the Navy. That about freaked the ’rents the fuck out. The one thing they stressed was education, and due to my ability to score high on the Armed Services Vocational Aptitude Battery, I was able to take the Physical Screening Test during boot camp.


      Somehow, thank fuck, I had been accepted for entrance into the training program to become a SEAL. It changed my entire life.


      As I brushed my teeth and thought back on my youth, my phone beeped. I glanced out of the corner of my eye, too scared it was Jeanine again to pick it up.


      Thomas: Meeting at 8:30. Be on time.


      Never in my life had I been so happy to receive a group text about work. I finished getting ready, which really consisted of washing my face after I’d brushed my teeth, and headed to the office.


      As I pulled into the parking lot, my phone beeped again. I breathed a sigh of relief when I realized it wasn’t Jeanine.


      Georgia: Morning, Sexy. Thinking of you today.


      Me: Good morning, beautiful. Can’t get you off my mind.


      I walked through the door at one minute before the assigned time and headed straight to the conference room. When I entered, everybody else had already been seated and was waiting for me.


      “Look what the cat drug in,” Bear said before he whistled.


      “Dragged,” I corrected.


      Bear waved me off. “Whatever.”


      Thomas glanced at his watch before looking up at me. “Let’s get started.” He wanted to say something, but he couldn’t.


      Bear smirked at me as I sat down. Glancing out of the corner of my eye, I shook my head, telling him I wasn’t in the mood.


      “Frisco, where are you with Mrs. Green?” James tapped his pen against the yellow legal pad sitting in front of him, looking bored.


      “Done. I just have to deliver the photos today.”


      Thomas pulled a file off the stack in front of him and tossed it in my direction. “Good. Here’s a new case for you to start today, then.”


      “Thanks.” I pulled the folder in front of me before opening it.


      Every case I’d been assigned lately seemed to deal with marriages falling apart. My new case was no different. Instead of a cheating spouse, the wife of my new client was suspected of hiding money during a divorce. The husband had hired ALFA to keep track of his soon-to-be ex-wife’s whereabouts and to see if we could find a paper trail, exposing her fraud.


      As the meeting continued, I sat there studying the file, completely mesmerized. Mr. Jones had noticed changes in his wife’s lifestyle shortly after they separated. She went from driving a beat-up Toyota Camry to a brand-new Lexus. She bought a bigger house than she’d lived in with her husband and upgraded her wardrobe. When confronted, she claimed that a relative had passed away and left her a small inheritance.


      He called bullshit on her story about old Aunt Maud kicking the bucket. In the state of Florida, inheritance couldn’t be touched during a divorce, but if she came into this windfall by any other means before their date of separation, he’d be entitled to a portion.


      “Everyone have a good weekend?” James asked after all the assignments had been handed out.


      I kept my head down, not wishing to discuss anything that happened.


      “I think Frisco has some news.” Bear nudged my arm.


      I glared at him. “I stayed home all weekend.”


      “Lies,” Bear muttered, nudging me again.


      “Do that one more time, and you’re going to lose that arm.”


      “It must not have gone well.”


      “It was a relaxing weekend.” I clasped my hands together on top of the file after I’d closed it.


      “Well, I had an amazing weekend with Izzy. We left the kids with her parents Friday night and—” James started.


      Thomas put his hand in front of James’ face. “Zip it. We don’t wanna know.”


      Bear scooted forward. “Speak for yourself, T. I want to hear all about it.”


      “Everyone get your asses to work. We don’t have time to sit around and talk like a group of old biddies.” Thomas slid his chair back and stood.


      As I stood, Bear grabbed my wrist. “What crawled up your ass and died this morning?”


      Pulling my arm from his grasp, I sighed. “Jeanine texted me this morning. It wasn’t how I wanted my Monday to start.”


      He rolled his eyes and leaned back in his chair, rocking it back and forth. “She’s a nasty troll bitch.”


      “She needs to just leave me alone. That ship has sailed, and I’m not taking another trip.”


      He rubbed his chin as his eyes bounced around the room. “You know,” he said, dragging his eyes to mine, “I can fuck her.”


      My head jerked backward. “Come again?”


      He jumped up from his chair and headed for the door. “I’d do it as a favor to you.”


      I followed close behind, rubbing the tension from the back of my neck. “How is that a favor?”


      “I figure”—he glanced over his shoulder—“I’ll fuck her so good, she’ll forget you exist.”


      When I arrived at my office, I turned to face his back as he continued down the hallway. “You’re such an amazing friend.”


      He stopped and turned toward me. “I’d take one for the team.”


      “I don’t care who puts his dick in her.”


      He rubbed his hands together and licked his lips. “I’ll see if I can get her mind off you. She came into the Cowboy this weekend. When I see her again, I’ll hit that shit.”


      As I opened the door, I shook my head and laughed. “You’re truly a sick fuck.”


      “I never claimed to be normal,” he called out as my door closed.


      I pushed away the clutter on my desk and checked my calendar. By noon, I had to be on a stakeout, trying to catch a cheating wife suspected of having more than lunch with her boss. In the evening, I had another stakeout, but this time to catch a husband in the act, and I still had to drop off the photos to Mrs. Green.


      All the cases that dealt with marriage made me question the possibility of there really being a happily ever after. In my line of work, I only came in contact with unhappiness and deceit. I had to remind myself that it was just a small section of the population.


      I opened my new case, read over the information one more time, and called my new client. In between stakeouts, we’d meet and I’d gather the important information I’d need to ascertain if his wife had lied about how she’d gained her wealth.


      I couldn’t wait until my day ended. I saw a stop at the Neon Cowboy in my future. An evening with the guys was just what the doctor ordered, but before that could happen, I had to tackle my workload.


      ***


      Georgia: What are you doing tonight?


      As soon as her text came in, I set down my camera and replied.


      Me: Heading to the NC for a drink. You?


      Georgia: Maybe I’ll relax with a glass of wine and read.


      Although I liked a good book as much as the next person, her night sounded boring.


      Me: I’m on a stakeout right now and bored as hell.


      Georgia: Want company?


      I rubbed my chin, staring down at the screen and thinking about her question. Sitting here with Georgia sounded a hell of a lot better than spending the next however many hours by myself, listening to the radio and trying to stay awake.


      Me: YES!


      Georgia: Where are you?


      Thankfully, I was close to her place. I gave her the directions and she texted me that she was on her way.


      I checked my watch and started to count the minutes until she arrived as I kept an eye on the current love nest of my client’s husband.


      The couple arrived separately to the seedy motel far away from his home and work, trying to stay out of view as he cheated on his wife. Before he went inside, he glanced around, checking his surroundings and totally missing me.


      When I started working at ALFA PI, I had the windows tinted as dark as legally possible. It’d been a tremendous asset, except when I needed to snap a photo. Typically, I had to do some major acrobatics and try to take it by way of the windshield. It took me a couple stakeouts to figure out just the right angle to park my car to not be seen but still be able to take photographs. Now I had that shit down pat.


      Within twenty minutes, there was a knock at the passenger window. I could see the outline of Georgia’s body illuminated by the streetlights behind her.


      As soon as I unlocked the door, she slid inside. “Hey,” she said, closing the door quietly before fixing her dress.


      “Gimme a kiss.” I leaned over the center console and puckered my lips.


      She moved toward my waiting mouth. The kiss was tender, sweet, and left me wanting more. Her eyes were still closed when she backed away. “I needed that,” she whispered.


      I touched her cheek, caressing it with my thumb, and sighed. “Me too,” I admitted, dragging my lips across the opposite cheek and relishing the softness and her smell.


      “So is this what you do?” she asked as her eyes fluttered open.


      “What?” I murmured against her skin.


      She laughed, backing away and staring down at me. “Kiss random girls in your car when you’re supposed to be working?”


      “You’re hardly random, and I’ve never had someone with me on a stakeout.”


      A soft smile spread across her face. “So I’m special?”


      I wrapped my hand behind her neck, pulling her lips to mine again. “You’re mine.”


      “Oh.” Her lips formed a tiny circle against mine. Her eyes shifted before I had a chance to deepen the kiss. “There’s a couple.”


      “Fuck,” I said, backing away, and I reached for my camera.


      “This is so exciting and kind of tragic too.” She rubbed her hands together and leaned toward the windshield.


      I lifted the camera, positioning the lens against the windshield to get the best photo. “They always are,” I told her, holding my finger down on the button and snapping photo after photo until they separated and sped off in their own cars.


      “I feel awful.” She clutched her stomach and stared out the window.


      Setting the camera in the backseat, I gave her a halfhearted smile. “It’s hard to see day after day. My entire life has been with unfaithful people, including my work.”


      She waved her hand, motioning toward the motel. “How can you believe in love when every day you see it being destroyed?”


      I shrugged one shoulder and sighed, pressing my head into the headrest. “I don’t know, Georgia. It’s hard to have faith when I see so many of the lies.”


      She shook her head, peering down at her legs. “I just couldn’t do it and still believe in a happily ever after.” She swallowed hard, dragging her eyes to mine. “Do you think all love is doomed?”


      “I don’t,” I lied with a straight face, wanting to believe my words were true.


      “I’m not like these people.” She pulled at her front lip, letting it snap back. “I could never cheat on someone. I’ve been the one being deceived, and I know how gut-wrenching and devastating it is. Have you ever cheated on someone?”


      I shook my head vigorously. “I’ve never cheated. It’s not my style. If I want to see someone else, I just end a relationship before jumping in bed with another woman.”


      She shifted in her seat, turning to face me. “Promise when you get bored of me, you’ll let me down easy and say goodbye before you touch another woman.”


      “I promise.” I reached for her hand. “Come here.”


      “Where?”


      I patted my lap with my free hand, pulling her toward me with the other. “Climb over here.”


      She climbed over the console, straddled my legs, and shifted until our bodies were flush with each other.


      “I would never cheat on you, Georgia. I ask the same of you, though. When you get bored of my old ass, let me down gently.” I stared up into her dark eyes.


      She giggled, her body shaking and her pussy teasing my hardening dick. “You’re not old and sure as hell aren’t boring.”


      I slid my hand under her dress, feeling the edges of her lace panties. “Want to try something new?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.


      Her body shuddered and her giggles evaporated. “Here?” She looked out the windows.


      I dipped my finger inside the lace, finding her wet. “Here,” I growled.


      She adjusted in my lap and rubbed against my dick roughly. “Wait, let me get these panties off.” She tried to climb off.


      I grabbed her ass and pulled her against me. “Don’t.” I squeezed her cheeks in my hands. “I can get them off.”


      She rested her hands on my shoulders. “You can?”


      I didn’t have a magic trick, but lace panties were no match for my hands. I gripped them at the sides, giving them a quick twist before I pulled. They crumbled in my hands.


      “Well played, sir.” She laughed.


      I gripped her hips, running my thumbs along the indentations left by her panties.


      “Georgia,” I growled.


      “Frisco,” she whispered.


      “Hold the back of the seat.”


      Surprisingly she didn’t ask any questions or argue. I pulled her up and put enough space between us for my hands. Before I let myself touch her pussy, I slowly lowered the straps of her dress and exposed her breasts. Panic filled her eyes.


      “Relax. No one can see us through the tinted windows.”


      She closed her eyes, sealing them so tightly that little wrinkles formed near the corners. When I leaned forward and captured her hard nipple between my lips, her head tipped back, she moaned, and my dick came to life.


      I couldn’t focus on my need, but on hers.


      Dipping my hand under her dress with my mouth still attached to her, I ran my fingers through her silkiness. She was ready for me and already turned on.


      When I pushed two fingers inside of her, she gasped. I started slowly and let her body adjust before I began to hammer inside of her. Her mouth fell open and her legs began to shake against my thighs.


      Just as her pussy started to contract against my hands, I slowed my movement and released her nipple.


      “Please,” she whispered as I straightened.


      “Look at me,” I told her with my fingers buried deep inside her.


      She leaned forward and rested her forehead on mine before opening her eyes.


      “I want to watch you come.”


      She swallowed hard but kept her eyes glued to mine. Her breathing quickened, matching the pace of my fingers as I thrust them inside her.


      She must not have liked the speed and took over. Rocking on my hand like she would my cock. I watched her, listening to her hard, short inhales as she pounded herself down on my fingers.


      “Yeah, baby. Come for me.” I stared at her, completely in awe and watched her shatter in front of me. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth fell open, and her body shook in my arms as she came on my fingers.


      We breathed heavily, panting for air. She collapsed against me and closed her eyes.


      Neither of us spoke for a few minutes. I stroked her hair and she gulped down air until her breathing slowed.


      “I’m scared, Frisco.”


      I squeezed her hips, stopping her from moving because I enjoyed being inside her too much for it to end. “Why?”


      “I like you so much it freaks me out.”


      I’d be lying if I didn’t admit her words hit home. Georgia had breezed into my life, giving me a happiness I’d never known. Her carefree attitude and ballbusting style made me smile. No one had ever done that before, not even Jeanine. “I know.” My voice was quiet but guarded.


      Her eyes opened. “What is it about you?”


      “You’re getting your bad-boy fix, babe.”


      “I had that with the other guy.”


      “No, you didn’t.” I stroked the underside of her breast with my finger, letting it drift back and forth.


      “He wasn’t nice,” she whispered, her voice ragged.


      “Why, because he cheated?”


      “Yeah.”


      “Doesn’t make him a bad boy.”


      “What makes you one?” She pushed her chest forward, aching for more than a whisper-light touch.


      I captured her lips and kissed her deeply. As I released her lips, I dragged my finger over her exposed nipples. “Where should I begin?”


      Her warm breath cascaded across my face as she shivered. “I don’t think you’re a bad boy.”


      “I have a past.”


      “We all do,” she argued, shaking her head and jostling her breasts against my hand.


      “I’ve used women.”


      “Don’t most men?”


      She had something to say for everything that came out of my mouth. “Look at me, G. I don’t wear a suit to work, I’m covered in tats, I’m older. I’m just not the type of guy ladies bring home to meet the parents.”


      “It’s all bullshit.” She peppered my face with kisses. “We can pretend you’re a bad boy, but I know what a sweetie you are.”


      I felt her words hit me square in the chest. No one had ever called me sweet. At least not someone I dated.


      Nice?


      Yeah…sometimes.


      Usually when they wanted something. Being a “sweetie” wasn’t what I wanted to be known for when it all ended. I’d rather be a prick so the ladies moved the fuck on and left me alone.


      “Speaking of which,” she said before clearing her throat, “I wanted to know if you’d meet my parents this weekend.”


      “Um,” I mumbled, not sure how to answer that question.


      It had been years since I’d met anyone’s parents. Being an adult, it wasn’t something that I was used to doing. Besides Jeanine, the other women I’d been with were just fuck buddies without any strings attached, and certainly no family dinners involved.


      “It’s okay. You don’t have to.” She pulled up the straps on her dress and covered her breasts.


      “I didn’t say I didn’t want to.” I was lying through my teeth. I didn’t fucking want to meet her parents. We weren’t at that point in our relationship. Less than three days ago, we weren’t an anything.


      She crawled off my lap, and I instantly missed her warmth. “It’s just that I talked to my mom today,” she told me as she climbed back into the passenger seat. “And mentioned I met this amazing man. She begged me to bring you to dinner this weekend.”


      “I don’t know, babe.”


      “My dad is particularly interested in meeting you.”


      “I’m sure he is. I’m sure he wants to bash my face in too.”


      “No,” she said quickly. “He’s not like that.”


      “All fathers are.”


      “Not my dad. He’s a calm guy. He loves me.”


      I glanced over at her and rubbed my chin as I thought of the five hundred ways this could go terribly wrong. “What’s he do again?”


      She smiled that fake isn’t-it-great smile. “He’s a retired cop.”


      “Right. I love meeting the father of the girl I’m fooling around with and knowing that he’s carrying a weapon.”


      “They don’t know we’re ‘fooling around’.” She made air quotes. “Remember, I’ve never been that kind of girl. Plus, he doesn’t carry anymore.”


      “Georgia.” I gritted my teeth and dragged my hand through my hair. “Your dad is going to take one look at me and know I want to fuck you.”


      Her smile vanished. “How?”


      “Your naïveté is so precious. I’m a man. It’s always there, lurking in the background.”


      She crossed her arms over her chest and stared out the front window. “Fuck you. I resent that statement.”


      “Look at me, Georgia.” I motioned in front of my body. “I don’t look like a virgin.”


      “Did I?” she spat back, her lip curling.


      “Point taken.” I turned on the car, wishing I could take some words back. “You want to go for a drink?”


      “Do you want me to, or am I too naïve for a drink?”


      “Knock that shit off.” I pointed at her. “I want you to come or I wouldn’t ask.”


      She picked her purse up and started to rifle through the contents. “Fine. I’ll go for a drink.”


      “That’s good.”


      “It’s a school night,” she said as she pulled her keys out.


      Fucking hell. That made her sound like a kid. “Yeah. Just a quick one.”


      “I’ll meet you there.” She reached for the door handle.


      “Hey,” I growled, grabbing her arm before she got out.


      She froze, but she didn’t look at me. “Yeah?”


      “Give me a kiss.” I tried to pull her gently down into her seat. “I want a kiss.”


      “We all want things,” she said before pulling her wrist from my grip and slamming the door.


      “Motherfucker,” I said, hitting the steering wheel with my palm. “Way to fuck that up, dumbass.”


      Not only did I insinuate that she was still a child, but I called her innocent. It wasn’t untrue, but “naïve” wasn’t the best way to put it.


      I’d make things right when we got to the Neon Cowboy. My chest ached from thinking that she was pissed at me.


      I’d meet her parents.


      What could go wrong?
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      Driving behind Georgia, I thought of a million ways to say I was sorry. I didn’t think I’d ever fucked up this badly before, but I’d do everything in my power to make it right. The need was so strong to have her be happy that I had to set shit straight.


      I tested out the apologies, trying to figure out which one didn’t sound like I was caving, even though that’s exactly what I was about to do.


      “Georgia, I’m sorry. I’d love to meet your parents,” I said, putting a pretend smile on my face.


      I shook my head and sighed. “Pussy,” I mumbled to myself.


      “Georgia, I didn’t mean what I said before. I’d love to meet your parents.”


      Rolling my eyes, I could hear the guys laughing at me.


      There was more traffic on the road than most nights. Cars whizzed by as I followed her and practiced my speech. Nothing I said felt right.


      “Georgia, I can’t stand the thought of you mad at me,” I said just as something caught my eye.


      The car coming in the opposite direction was swerving, crossing the center line and overcorrecting. The driver clearly had a problem, and I could see it coming from a mile away. The road was flat and straight in this section, making it easy to see it before it happened.


      I gripped the steering wheel, held my breath, and laid on the horn. I could see the outline of her body, even the strands of her hair as she peeked in the mirror. She wasn’t slowing down or braking. I sucked in a breath, my chest heaving as everything started to move in slow motion.


      Flashing my lights, I started to scream as the car came closer, swerving back and forth.


      “Pull over, Georgia!” I punched the steering wheel and started to pull off to the side, hoping she’d follow me.


      My body began to shake and my heart threatened to crawl up my throat. “Goddamn it!” I shouted.


      My eyes grew wide and the air in my lungs disappeared.


      I watched helplessly as the oncoming car plowed into the side of Georgia’s, sending it careening off the road right in front of me and leaving me unable to drag my eyes away from the horror show before me.


      Even though I screamed, nothing came out. The little bit of air I had inside me came out as a strangled yell.


      Before her car came to a stop, the car that had hit her righted itself and started to drive away. I had to make a split-second decision—run for Georgia or try to get his plate.


      I flew out of the car so fast he hadn’t even had a chance to get up enough speed to pass me. I tried to make out his plate, getting only a partial as he passed by. Repeating it to myself over and over again in my head, I screamed for Georgia and took off toward her car.


      My heart was in my throat and my stomach twisted the closer I got. Smoke was coming from the engine, the airbag had deployed, and the entire driver’s side had been smashed in. The only light in the field was from my headlights shining on the section where her car had stopped.


      “Georgia!” I screamed, pulling on the door handle. “Georgia!”


      “Frisco.” Her voice was faint and strained as she tried to lift her head.


      “Don’t move, babe. Goddamn it!” I tried the door handle again, but during the impact, her window had shattered. It was the quickest way to get her out. “I’m going to get you out.” I batted away the airbag and gently pushed her body back into the seat.


      “Oh God,” she wailed. “Don’t move me!” Tears streamed down her face when she closed her eyes.


      “I have to move you, Georgia. It’s not safe for you to stay in there.”


      “Call the ambulance. They’ll get me out,” she said, choking back tears.


      Just as I pulled out my phone, flames joined the smoke licking the hood of the car. “We don’t have time. I’m getting you out.” I stuck the top half of my body inside the car and unhooked the seat belt.


      “What’s burning?” she said, her head rolling back and forth.


      “Don’t worry about it.” I positioned my arms under her legs and behind her back. “This may hurt.”


      “Don’t, Frisco. Everything hurts.”


      I didn’t listen and pulled her from the car. Her sobs turned into wails when I tipped her, trying to avoid the window frame.


      When her body was free from the mangled steel, she rested her head on my shoulder, barely conscious. I pulled her against my chest and walked with gentle footsteps as far away from the burning car as I could get.


      I wanted to scream or break down, but I didn’t let myself. I had to keep my shit together. Although my heart was about to come out of my chest, I had to focus on Georgia.


      Dropping to my knees, I set her down in front of me, holding her back as she lay against me. As I pulled out my phone and dialed 911, my eyes roamed her body, checking for injuries.


      I rattled off our location and stroked her arms, trying to comfort her as I kept my voice steady. I don’t even remember what I said or the questions the operator asked; it was all just a blur.


      After I hung up, I tossed my phone in the grass beside us. “They’re on the way, G. Tell me what hurts.”


      “My legs are killing me,” she replied, trying to lean forward and touch them.


      I grabbed her hand, pulling it back into her lap. “Don’t move.” It was evident that her leg had been broken in the impact. The bend to it wasn’t natural. “Anything else?”


      She touched her cheek, hissing as her fingers danced across her face. “I’m just sore, but my face hurts too.”


      “The airbag hit you. What else?” I was babbling at that point. I wanted to keep her awake in case she had any internal injuries or a concussion. The last thing I wanted was for her to fall asleep.


      “I think I’m okay otherwise.”


      All I could do was to sit there and try to comfort her. Stroking her arm, whispering calming words in her ear, and peppering the top of her head with kisses.


      The overwhelming sense of guilt I felt weighed on me like a hundred-ton boulder sitting on my back. If I hadn’t been such a prick about meeting her parents, maybe she wouldn’t have driven and this all would’ve been avoided.


      She began to shiver in my arms. “I’m so cold,” she whispered and hugged herself.


      Leaning back, I pulled off the button-down shirt I had on and wrapped it around her shoulders. “I’ll keep you warm,” I whispered in her ear and ran my hands down her arms.


      She peered up at me as her tears ran down her face. “I’m sorry.”


      My hands stilled as I glanced down at her. “For what, babe?”


      “For not seeing the damn car.”


      I shook my head, letting out a loud sigh. “It’s my fault, love. Not yours.”


      “But—” she started but stopped when the ambulance sirens broke the silence around us.


      Following behind the ambulance were a fire truck and police cruiser. In the country, especially in this area of Florida, there wasn’t much action besides a car crash every so often.


      When the ambulance came to a halt, one man ran to our location carrying a bag, while two more grabbed the gurney inside before making a beeline for us.


      The next ten minutes were a whirlwind of activity. All I could do was to stand back and watch. I dragged my hands through my hair as I paced a path in the tall grass.


      “Sir.” The police officer interrupted my thoughts.


      I stopped and turned to face him. “Yeah?”


      He glanced down toward his feet. “We’ll need to interview you about the accident.”


      I closed my eyes, fisting my hands at my side. I glanced over at Georgia, who was now on the gurney. “Can we do it at the hospital?”


      His eyes followed mine before he nodded. “Sure.” He tucked his small notepad in his pocket and headed toward Georgia’s mangled car. The firefighters had put out the flames, but the white smoke still filled the air.


      “Frisco!” Georgia yelled, holding out her hand toward me.


      Moving quickly, I headed toward her and clasped her hand in mine. “I’m here.” My heart squeezed at the clear agony etched on her face.


      She squeezed my hand. “Don’t leave me.”


      “I’ll be right behind the ambulance. I’m not going anywhere.”


      “We’re taking her to Florida Hospital in Wesley Chapel if you’re following us,” the paramedic told me before they started to carry the gurney over the uneven terrain.


      I clutched her hand, following them as they moved, and didn’t let go. “I’ll be right on your tail.”


      “Promise me,” Georgia said when my fingers began to slip from hers.


      I lurched forward, grasping her hand in mine. “I promise, Georgia. I’ll be with you for the entire thing.”
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      After I had been kicked out of the ER, I paced a new path in the waiting room. Wiping my sweaty hands on my shirt, I tried to calm my shit. She’d be okay. She had to be.


      Just when I was about to do my hundredth pass by the reception desk, a man and a woman ran into the ER in tears. They looked exactly how I felt inside.


      “We’re looking for our daughter,” the man said, slightly out of breath and leaning against the desk.


      The nurse glanced up, giving the man a sweet smile. “What’s her name?”


      “Georgia Phillips.” He pulled the woman into his side, holding her close.


      I closed my eyes, swallowing hard, and cautiously approached them. These were Georgia’s parents. The very ones she wanted me to meet. The ones we argued over that led her to drive herself. The ones who made me act like a dumbass. The ones who led me to piss her off and made the entire night go the way it had.


      “The doctors are evaluating her, sir. You’ll need to take a seat, and I’ll have someone come talk to you as soon as possible.”


      He slammed his hand down on the desk. “I want to see her now.”


      “Sir,” the nurse said in a snotty voice as her sweet smile faded, “someone will be with you in a few minutes.”


      The woman stroked his back and glanced up at him. “Come on, honey. Let’s go wait for the doctor. We don’t want anyone to get angry.”


      “I don’t give a shit about angry. I want to know how my baby is doing.”


      Taking another step closer, I took a deep breath and prayed this would turn out okay. If he hit me, I would totally understand and know that I deserved it.


      “Mr. and Mrs. Phillips,” I said with a shaky voice.


      They both turned, their eyes raking over me. “Yes,” the man said through gritted teeth.


      I tucked my hands into my pockets, glancing down at the floor. “I’m Georgia’s friend. I was with her when the accident happened.”


      “How is she?” her mother asked as she took a step forward.


      I dragged my eyes to hers, swallowing down the lump that had been lodged in my throat since the accident. “She was awake when they kicked me out of the ER. She has a broken leg, but they’re assessing her for other injuries.”


      She covered her mouth with her hand. “Oh, God. My poor baby.”


      “What the hell happened?” her father snapped as he held his wife by the shoulders and stroked her skin with his thumbs.


      “I need to sit down,” she said tearily.


      “Come on, love.” He helped her to an empty waiting room chair.


      I sat next to her, feeling she was safer than sitting next to Georgia’s father. “We were driving to meet some friends to have a drink.”


      “On a school night?”


      That statement made me feel like a pedophile.


      “Yes.” I gritted my teeth. “I had been following her car. I saw the oncoming car in the distance. Noticed it was swerving and driving erratically. I tried to get her attention. I tried to get her to pull over, but nothing I did worked.” I rubbed the back of my neck, trying to ease the perpetual tension that had settled there.


      “Dear God,” her mother whispered, a tear trickling down her face, following the path of her already dried tears.


      “The car swiped the side of hers, causing her to lose control and sending her car off the side of the road into a field. I got her out as quickly as possible and called 911.”


      Her father’s eyes sliced right through me. “You shouldn’t move someone after an accident.”


      I nodded and rubbed my hands against my jeans mindlessly. “I know, sir, but the car had caught on fire and I had no other choice but to get her out.”


      “Georgia Phillips’ family,” a woman called out from across the room.


      We turned in unison, standing quickly from our chairs. “Yes,” her father said. “We are.” He motioned to his wife as I stood behind them.


      “The doctor said you can come back now and see her.”


      Mrs. Phillips peered up at her husband, wrapping her arm tightly around his middle. “That’s good, right?”


      “I hope so, love. I hope so.”


      The woman looked around Mrs. Phillips and stared at me. “Family only, please.”


      I took a step forward, needing to see her too. “But I—”


      “He’s family,” Mrs. Phillips told the nurse before glancing over her shoulder at me. “He’s coming also.”


      I sighed, thankful that she’d stuck up for me.


      Honestly, I was going back there no matter what.


      No one would stop me.


      “Fine.” The nurse quickly turned on her heel and swiped her keycard before opening the door.


      I leaned forward and whispered in Mrs. Phillips’ ear, “Thank you.”


      She nodded as she and Mr. Phillips started to follow the nurse through the door, with me quick on their heels. The farther we walked, the bigger the knot in my stomach became.


      “Next curtain on the right,” the nurse said before leaving us.


      The doctor stood outside staring at a chart as we approached. He flipped it closed as Mrs. Phillips came to a stop in front of him.


      “Doctor,” she said, digging her fingers into the back of her husband’s shirt. “I’m Georgia’s mother. How is she?” I couldn’t see her face, but her voice was laced with worry.


      The doctor tucked the chart into the crook of his arm. “Ah, Mrs. Phillips. She’s fine. A little banged up and has a broken leg. She’ll be sore for a couple of days, but she’s really lucky she doesn’t have more injuries.”


      Mrs. Phillips turned into her husband’s chest, clutching him as if her life depended on it, and she began to cry.


      “Thank you, Doctor. When can we take her home?” Mr. Phillips gripped his wife tightly.


      “We need to set her leg and do a few more tests, but I’d say she can leave in a few hours.”


      Mrs. Phillips lifted her head and wiped the tears from her eyes. “May we see her?”


      He nodded and moved the curtain to the side. “She’s waiting for you.”


      “Thank you,” Mrs. Phillips said before leaving Mr. Phillips’ side as the doctor walked away.


      Mr. Phillips turned to face me with a cold stare. “You and I are going to talk.”


      My eyes widened and the lump in my throat returned to join the knot in my stomach. “Yes, sir.” I tried to keep my voice strong and steady.


      “We’re going to go in and check on her, and then I’ll meet you out here.”


      “Okay,” I whispered as he turned his back and followed his wife into the room.


      I stood in the hallway alone, looking around and rubbing my face. What a total clusterfuck. This wasn’t how I wanted to meet her parents. Her dad probably wanted to string me up by the balls, and I wouldn’t blame him.


      This entire thing was my fault.


      No matter what Georgia said, in the end, I was the one to blame.


      “Frisco!” Georgia yelled.


      I jumped, surprised by the strength in her voice. Without hesitation, I walked into the room. “I’m here.”


      For having been through such a traumatic accident, Georgia looked beautiful. “Where did you run off to? You just left me here.” The girl loved busting my balls.


      “They kicked me out, G.”


      “I thought you were tougher than that.”


      Mr. Phillips coughed and glared at me.


      “Dad and Mom, this is Frisco. The man I told you about.”


      “Kinda figured that out, kid.”


      Oh God! He called her kid. Fuck me.


      “Don’t be such a sourpuss, Dad,” Georgia said, pursing her lips and shaking her head. “Frisco saved my life tonight.”


      His face softened. “That’s true, baby girl.”


      “Cut everyone some slack today,” Mrs. Phillips warned him, shocking the hell out of me.


      “This isn’t really how I hoped to be introduced, but it’s nice to meet you both.” I held out my hand to her father.


      He glanced down and just gawked. Way to be an asshole. Clearly he didn’t have as high an opinion of me as his daughter, and we still had to have the “chat” in the hallway.


      Mrs. Phillips batted his hand away, sliding her palm into mine. “It’s great to finally meet you, Frisco. Georgia speaks every highly of you.”


      “Oh?” I glanced at her sideways. “It’s nice to meet you, Mrs. Phillips.”


      “Mom,” Georgia whined, covering her face with her hands. “How embarrassing.”


      “I mean, I could’ve told him what you said.”


      “No,” Georgia said quickly.


      Mrs. Phillips laughed. “George, you better shake this man’s hand and stop being a hard-ass.”


      There was where Georgia got it. Her tough nature came from her mother. Probably some from her father too, but she didn’t have a weak woman as a role model.


      A low growl escaped his lips before he thrust his hand out, snarling at me as he waited for me to shake it. I held my breath, placing my hand in his. His fingers closed around my hand and squeezed as hard as possible. It was like sticking my hand in a vise.


      The man wanted to prove a point. Men did this shit all the time. Had to prove their superiority through a handshake. I’d dealt with it my entire life, and my hands were stronger than they looked. In fact, all of me was.


      He released my hand before I pulled it back. There was a small smile on his face, a sense of satisfaction maybe, but I didn’t dare shake out the cramp he’d given me.


      “When can I bust out of here?” Georgia asked before she tried to sit up. “Fuck.”


      “What’s wrong?” Mrs. Phillips jumped from her chair. “Should I get the doctor?”


      Georgia tossed her head back into the pillow and blew out a deep breath. “No. I’m just so damn sore. It hurts to try to sit up.”


      I rushed to her side without a thought. “Let me help you, babe.”


      She looked up at me with a smile. “Thank you,” she whispered.


      Placing my hands under her armpits, I lifted her body forward. “Whatcha need?” I asked, standing there, holding her as her parents looked on.


      Georgia winced. “This damn pillow is uncomfortable. I just need to move it.”


      “Let me get it.” Mrs. Phillips grabbed the pillow and fluffed it.


      “Can you move the bed up a little for me, Mom? My back is sore.”


      “Sure, doll.”


      For some reason, I glanced at Mr. Phillips and could see his face visibly redden. Maybe it was how close my hands were to his daughter’s tits, but there was nothing sexual about it. It hadn’t even entered my mind, but clearly it was on his.


      I lowered her back down on her pillow, waiting for her to give me the okay. She sighed and smiled. “Better.”


      Mr. Phillips rubbed his temple. “Do you mind if Frisco and I step outside for a minute?”


      Her eyes widened and her lips set in a firm line. “Dad, don’t start your shit.”


      “Baby girl, watch your mouth. I’m still your father.”


      “Sorry, Dad. Behave. Promise?”


      Using his fingers, he made an X over his heart. “I promise, kid.”


      “Okay.” She nodded but looked at him suspiciously.


      He leaned over and kissed his wife on the cheek before motioning toward the door with his head and staring at me.


      “Coming. I’ll be right back.” I leaned over and kissed her in much the same way her father had kissed his wife.


      “Good luck,” Georgia said with a giggle.


      “Fuck,” I muttered against her cheek.


      “You’ll be okay.” She winked, shooing me away. “Let me talk with my mom a little. You two behave.”


      “We will.”


      I kept my head held high as I followed him into the hallway. I never showed fear, especially when fathers were involved. Let them get the upper hand once, and I’d become the family whipping boy.


      “What did you need to talk to me about?” I asked, keeping my eyes glued to his.


      He rolled his head and cracked his knuckles. “You know I’m a retired cop, right?” Mr. Phillips was everything an old-school cop would be—giant, broad shoulders, a thick neck, jet-black hair, piercing blue eyes, and taller than the freakin’ Hulk. If the Hulk were real, I’d say they could be brothers.


      “Yes,” I replied, straightening my shoulders and wiping all emotion from my face.


      “Have you talked to the police about the accident?”


      I shook my head. “Not yet.”


      “Don’t.”


      “What?” I asked.


      “You heard me. Don’t.”


      “I have to.”


      He glanced around the hallway, checking our surroundings. “Lie.”


      Um… What?


      “Lie?” My mouth dropped open.


      He took a step forward, speaking quietly. “The guy left the scene, right?”


      “Yeah.”


      “Did you get the plate?”


      “A partial.”


      “Know the make of the car?”


      “Yeah.”


      “Then lie.”


      I couldn’t believe what I’d heard.


      “But w-why?” I asked, stammering slightly.


      “Police are bogged down. Too much shit on their plate at the moment and not enough manpower to solve every case. I can track the guy down faster than they can. I’ll handle it.”


      I shook my head because I must’ve heard him wrong again. “You’re gonna handle it?”


      “Yeah.”


      I tilted my head, moving my ear closer. “How?”


      “Uh, I’m a retired cop.”


      “I know.”


      “Keep up, kid.”


      I held my hands up, trying to slow the pace of the conversation as I tried to let it all sink in. “Let me get this straight,” I said before taking a deep breath.


      “Yeah?”


      If I’d been watching this conversation, I’d be laughing, but being the one having it wasn’t funny at all. “You want me to lie to the police?”


      “Just to those cops. The ones at the accident.”


      “But you want me to spill everything to you.”


      “Yeah.” He looked at me like I had a screw loose.


      “Okay.” I shrugged, because, really, I wasn’t going to argue with the guy. “Want help?” I offered, because I wanted to beat the fuck out of whoever drove Georgia off the road.


      He rested his hand on my shoulder and gave it a firm squeeze. “If you want.”


      “Yeah.”


      “Good.”


      “Yeah.”


      “Nice chat,” he said, slapping me on the shoulder and leaving me in the hallway.


      I stood there, completely stunned and speechless. Somehow I’d croaked out “yeah” over and over again, but inside, I was beyond confused. I never in a million years would’ve thought that was what he wanted to say to me.


      Before I could process everything and walk back into Georgia’s room, the police officers from the scene were headed right toward me.


      It was time to lie my ass off or deal with Mr. Phillips. I knew that I wanted to make him happier than I did the local authorities.


      It didn’t hurt that I wanted to get my hands on the prick who’d hit her and left the scene. She could’ve been killed, and if he was lucky, he’d be able to walk away after Mr. Phillips and I got our hands on him.


      “Mr. Jones?” the uniformed officer from the accident scene asked as he approached with a serious look on his face.


      “Yeah,” I said, tucking my hands into my pockets and trying to calm my insides.


      “We’d like to ask you a couple of questions about the accident tonight.”


      “I’m an open book,” I lied and nodded. “What would you like to know?”


      “Did you get a license plate number?” he asked, pulling a small pad of paper from his pocket.


      I grimaced and shook my head. “It happened too fast and it was too dark.” I didn’t blink.


      This was the start of the lie. It was easier than I thought. I fed them more bullshit than I ever imagined possible.
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      I struggled to unlock the door with her in my arms, but trying to stick the key in the lock became impossible. “Stop moving so much, woman,” I growled, finally finding the keyhole.


      She stilled and glared at me. “I could’ve used my crutches.”


      “I’d rather carry you than watch you struggle up the front stairs. Just shush it and let me do this.” Turning to the side, I opened the door and kicked it wide, letting it bounce off the back wall.


      “I don’t see why I had to come here. I could’ve gone home.” She placed her head against my chest.


      I ignored her comment and carried her inside, using my heel to close the door. Walking past the couch, I brought her straight to my bedroom, turning the light on with my elbow.


      Her fingertips brushed against the stubble along my jaw. “Are you trying to take advantage of me?”


      I laughed and placed her gently on my unmade bed. “Do you want me to?”


      “Um…” She pulled at her bottom lip.


      I grabbed a stack of pillows and piled them against the headboard behind her. “Lean back, babe.”


      She yawned and closed her eyes. “I’m so tired.”


      “Do you want anything? Water? Something to eat?”


      “No,” she replied in a sleepy voice. “Just sleep.”


      Dragging my fingers through my hair, I stared at her and bit my bottom lip. “Do you want help getting undressed?”


      Without opening her eyes, she tried to lean forward and failed. She blew out a breath and slammed her hands down on the mattress. “Please. If everything didn’t hurt, I’d do it myself.”


      “No problem.” I sat on the edge of the bed and moved my hands toward the buttons of her dress. Slowly I undid each one, peering up at her and watching her close her eyes quickly. A small smile played on her lips every time I almost caught her watching.


      After brushing it off the edges of her shoulders, I wrapped my arm around her back and pulled her forward, bringing her tits against my body. It gave me wood. This wasn’t good. She was in no shape to have sex, and there was no way in hell I’d let my desire get the better of me.


      “Bra too,” she whispered in my ear.


      I closed my eyes, thinking of her father as I unclasped her bra. My job tonight had been to take care of her. Nothing more.


      Georgia giggled, her body shaking in my arms.


      “You’re getting a kick out of this, aren’t you?”


      “I am,” she spoke softly in my ear. “Your breathing is labored. It’s kind of cute.”


      “Georgia,” I said, holding her with one hand and dragging the strap of her bra down her arm with the other.


      “I’ll behave.” Her voice was almost a purr, which went straight to my dick.


      I sighed, working the other strap down before laying her back.


      She smiled up at me, completely naked except for her underwear. “Will you sleep in bed with me tonight?”


      “Yes,” I answered quickly, wondering if I should leave my clothes on.


      “Naked.” She giggled.


      “For the love of God,” I whispered and pushed myself off the bed.


      As I walked around the bed, she said, “I’m serious. I’m cold and I want your body—” she coughed, covering her mouth, but I could see her smile “heat.”


      I stripped off my clothes, pulled the cord on my ceiling fan, and climbed into bed next to her. Paying careful attention not to move the bed too much, I pulled the covers over us and collapsed on my back. The night had been longer than I ever imagined, and my entire body felt the exhaustion.


      “Will you hold me?” she whispered, turning her head and giving me a sad, puppy-dog face.


      “I’ll curl into you, but you shouldn’t move around too much,” I told her, moving my body around her. I placed my arm above her head, flattening my torso against her side and placing my face next to hers. “Better?”


      “Perfect,” she whispered, and then sighed.


      The one thing I wanted to do was to wrap my arm around her and pull her tight against me. The accident could’ve been the end of Georgia, and even though I wanted to deny that she meant as much to me as she did, my heart had almost stopped when the accident happened.


      “You can touch me,” she whispered, as if she’d read my mind.


      “I don’t want to hurt you.”


      “I’ll tell you if you do. I just want to feel the safety of your arms tonight.”


      I didn’t hesitate, moving my arm that had fallen asleep cautiously over her torso and tucking my hand underneath her back, pulling her closer. I buried my face in her hair, felt her warmth, and listened to her breath until I drifted off to sleep.


      “Oh shit,” she said, waking me.


      I didn’t open my eyes, but I knew it was morning. “What?”


      “I didn’t call in to work.”


      Pulling her a little closer, I buried my face deeper into her hair. Throughout the night, neither of us had moved. “I texted City to have Sunshine handle it, and I told the guys what’s up, too.”


      “Oh.”


      “Everything is taken care of. Go back to sleep.” I tried to hold in the yawn that wanted to break free.


      “But it’s eight.”


      “We didn’t get home until three.”


      Her fingernails started making patterns on my arm. “I can never sleep past eight.”


      I lay there a moment, trying to open my eyes and failing. The feel of her fingers on my skin was just too good.


      “I have to pee,” she whined and tapped me on the arm that I still had strewn across her. “I’m kind of trapped here.”


      I grumbled before I moved my arm off her and rolled onto my back. “Sorry,” I yawned, stretching out and kicking away the covers.


      “Can you get my crutches out of the car?” she asked, rubbing the sleep from her eyes.


      “I’ll carry you.” I rolled off the bed and climbed to my feet.


      “Oh God, no.” She tried to sit up but failed.


      My morning wood was on full display and being totally wasted. “I’ll get the crutches after you pee, as you put it, and we’ll have coffee and breakfast.”


      She crossed her arms over her chest and pouted. “Fine.” Her eyes caught sight of my dick and zeroed in.


      “Like what you see, babe?” I laughed, trying to keep the mood light.


      “The sunlight bounced off the piercing,” she lied.


      “Liar,” I said, walking around the bed to carry her to the bathroom.


      She tried to push herself up, but she struggled as her arms began to shake. “This is going to suck.”


      “Let me help.” I bent down to pick her up.


      “I’m so sore today. Worse than yesterday.”


      “I’ll be gentle,” I promised as I placed an arm behind her back and under her legs, scooping her into my arms. She hissed and whimpered with every step, no matter how softly I tried to walk. “Sorry,” I said as I placed her one good foot on the floor.


      She stood there, staring at me.


      I backed up, leaned against the doorframe, and stared back.


      “What are you doing?” She crossed her arms over her chest.


      I thought it had been pretty obvious. “Waiting for you.”


      She balanced on one foot, trying to control her laughter. “You can’t stay in here.”


      “Why not?”


      “We haven’t hit that point in our relationship.”


      “I can’t leave you alone.”


      She dropped her arms, squared her shoulders, and raised an eyebrow. “I’m a grown woman. I can pee on my own. Go make coffee or some shit. You are not going to stand there and watch.” She pointed toward the door behind me. “Out!”


      “You’re really cute when you’re mad.” She really was. I mean, Georgia was drop-dead gorgeous, but when she was pissed off, her forehead wrinkled in just the perfect way, making her stunning.


      “Get out,” she repeated, waving her arm and pointing toward the doorway.


      I threw my hands up and took in one more vision of her nakedness. “Yell when you’re ready and I’ll come get you.”


      She flattened her hands on her face, slowly dragging them down her cheeks. “Go get my crutches and a T-shirt for me,” she mumbled behind her fingers.


      “I’ll be right back,” I told her before I left the room and headed toward my closet.


      “The door!” she yelled and grunted.


      I poked my head back in the door and saw her still standing, holding on to the counter as she stood near the toilet. “Sorry.” I closed the door.


      After I pulled on a pair of shorts, I headed to the car, grabbed her crutches, and jogged back inside. It was risky leaving her alone to hop around, especially with the soreness from the accident. There was a T-shirt hanging on the doorknob to the bedroom, and I grabbed it before knocking. “Ready?” I knocked lightly on the door.


      “Almost!” she yelled. “Don’t come in.”


      “You aren’t on your feet, are you?” I held the crutches and T-shirt and waited.


      “Do you have an extra toothbrush?” Something clattered to the floor.


      Opening the door, I found her leaning against the counter, a razor and my toothbrush on the floor. “I do,” I said as I rested the crutches against the wall and handed her the T-shirt.


      “I’m sorry. I just want to be able to do things on my own.” She lifted her arms, trying to put on the T-shirt, but sighed. “I can’t do this on my own. Fuck me. I can’t deal with this.”


      I stood quickly, tossing the items from the floor onto the counter. “Let me.” Pulling the T-shirt over her head, I gently placed each arm in the sleeves. “We’ll get you something for the pain.”


      “No drugs.”


      “Tylenol will help.”


      “After I brush my teeth.”


      I opened the medicine cabinet and grabbed a spare brush I’d saved for when I had a guest. “Here ya go.”


      “Always prepared.” She pursed her lips.


      “Don’t judge—you had one too.”


      She shook her head with wide eyes. “I’d never!”


      “Stop talking so much and brush. I need coffee.”


      “Nectar of the gods.”


      “Brush.” I grabbed my toothbrush off the counter and gave it a quick rinse.


      We stared at each other in the mirror and brushed our teeth. Our eyes roamed over the other but never focused elsewhere. There was a sense of comfort to it for me. Jeanine and I could never stand in a room together in silence. Never. But with Georgia, there was a calm I’d never felt. Whether it was her lying in my arms or the small breaks in conversation, I always felt at peace.


      Her face had bruised overnight, the impact of the airbag leaving its mark. She’d heal in a few days, and with a little makeup, it’d be barely noticeable.


      After she spat out her toothpaste in the most unladylike fashion, she turned to face me. “Will you take me home after coffee?”


      I cupped my hand under the water, filled my palm, and brought it to my lips. After I swished it around and stared at her, I spat it and answered. “We’ll talk about it after coffee.”


      “Don’t make me call my dad.”


      “He knows you’re here.”


      “But I’ll tell him you’re holding me hostage,” she threatened with a small grin.


      “Go ahead.” I placed my toothbrush back in the cup where it belonged.


      “Coffee,” she said, changing the subject.


      I grabbed the crutches and handed them to her. “You first. I’ll follow in case you fall.”


      Her nostrils flared as she placed the crutches under her arms. “You’re a little overbearing.” She took a step forward, wobbling a little.


      “I know,” I admitted, reaching out and grabbing her hips.


      “The last thing I need is another overprotective man,” she huffed, slowly making her way out of the bathroom.


      I dashed in front of her, kicking shit that I’d left on the floor out of her way. “Hey, now. You’re injured, so yes, I’m going to be protective of you.”


      She didn’t respond as we made our way to my kitchen and I started to make the coffee. I left her on her own to sit down at the island and deal with her crutches. I didn’t want to suffocate her, but I glanced over my shoulder a couple of times, making sure she was okay.


      “Your place is nice. I haven’t looked around too much, though.”


      I hit start on the coffee maker. “You sound surprised.”


      “I am,” she said, glancing around the room. “I expected it to be more…”


      “Frat-like?” I raised an eyebrow.


      “Maybe. It’s cleaner than I thought.”


      “It’s the military in me.”


      “Interesting.”


      A phone started to ring in the bedroom, but it wasn’t my ringer. “Can you get that? It’s my phone. It may be work.”


      I pushed off the counter and ran to the bedroom, grabbing both phones from my pants pocket. It wasn’t the school calling, but her father.


      “It’s your dad!” I yelled from the bedroom.


      “Answer it!”


      “Fuck,” I muttered before answering the call. “Hello.”


      “Frisco?”


      “Yes, sir.” I grimaced.


      “How’s my girl?”


      “She seems good. Feisty as ever.”


      “Good to hear,” he said, his voice gravelly. “Would you mind bringing her here for the day?”


      I scratched my head and turned in a circle before heading back toward the kitchen. “Sure.”


      Georgia gave me a strange look and held out her hand.


      “Georgia wants to talk to you.” I started to hand the phone to her.


      “Frisco!” he yelled into the phone.


      I brought it back to my ear. “Yes, sir?”


      “You and I have some work to do today.”


      I glanced at Georgia and dragged my eyes away from her. “Yeah.”


      “Put my baby girl on the phone.”


      I held the phone out to her.


      She gave me a weird look as she studied me. “Hey, Daddy.” She leaned forward against the counter, resting her chin in her hand as she spoke.


      The knot in my stomach that had dissipated returned full force. I wasn’t scared of the man or what he wanted us to do, but lying to Georgia about it didn’t sit well. It wasn’t an outright lie, more a lie of omission.


      I poured our coffee and slid a mug in front of her as she chatted. Watching her, I sipped the warm black liquid I couldn’t do without.


      “We’ll be there in an hour,” she told him, sliding her cup closer. “Yeah, Dad. See you soon.” She stared at the screen before setting her phone on the counter. As she wrapped her hands around the mug, she sighed. “Sorry about him.”


      “I like your dad,” I lied and took another sip.


      “Mm-hmm.” As she tipped the cup back, taking her first sip, she closed her eyes and savored the taste.


      Her father had me a bit on edge, and I’d forgotten to even ask how she wanted her coffee, but I guess she was like me, no bullshit, just caffeine. After grabbing the Tylenol from the cabinet, I set two pills down in front of her. “Take those.”


      She nodded and swallowed them down with her coffee before I had a chance to get her a glass of water.


      “I need a shower.” She pushed her empty cup toward me and smelled her hair.


      “How about a sponge bath?” I asked with a grin.


      “Never mind.” She rolled her eyes. “I’ll just wait until you take me home.”


      “I won’t be leaving you alone for a couple of days.”


      “Why?”


      “When you’re less sore, then I’ll leave you alone.”


      Her eyes bored holes into me. “Why?”


      I could see how this conversation was going, and Georgia wasn’t happy with me. “’Cause you need help.”


      She rose from her chair and balanced on her crutches. “I don’t.”


      “I think you need a shower,” I said, changing the subject. “Let me get a garbage bag.”


      She looked at me confused. “Why?”


      I motioned toward the cast with one hand and pulled a bag from the cabinet. “You can’t get that wet.”


      Her lips formed a perfect O. “Fuck, I forgot.”


      “Let me take care of you and stop bitching.”


      Her body recoiled and her eyes narrowed. “Did you just call me a bitch?”


      My eyes widened and I moved toward her. “I’d never utter those words,” I said, touching her cheek and dusting my lips against hers.


      “You better not. I think this cast could do a number on your balls.”


      I laughed into her mouth before kissing her. “Will it be that awful to shower with me for a few days?” I murmured against her lips.


      “No,” she muttered and sighed. “Doesn’t sound so bad.” Her eyes roamed over my face before I felt her smile.


      “We better hurry. Wouldn’t want to keep Dad waiting.”


      It was my turn to sigh. “No, we wouldn’t want to do that.”


      ***


      “Georgia, I’m going to steal Frisco away for a few minutes.” Mr. Phillips nudged my shoulder, almost knocking me off-kilter.


      Her eyes darted to me. “I guess it’s okay.”


      “Thanks, baby girl,” he said, leaning forward and kissing the top of her head before moving toward the living room.


      “We’ll be quick.”


      “What’s he want with you?” She studied my face.


      “Just guy talk,” I lied.


      “Let them go,” her mother said, putting her hand on top of Georgia’s before she glanced at me. “We can girl talk.”


      Georgia nodded, and I took it as my cue to join her father in the living room.


      “Sit,” he commanded and motioned toward the couch across from his chair. Coming face-to-face with a man, the father of the woman you’re currently trying to bed, who you can’t punch if they speak out of turn, is all kinds of scary. It’s the one person in the world who can hate your fucking guts and you’re helpless to defend yourself with your hands.


      “Let’s get a few things straight,” he started as I sat down. “We didn’t get to talk privately much at the hospital yesterday, and I have a few things to say.”


      I nodded and knew where this conversation was headed.


      “I wasn’t thrilled about the idea of you dating my daughter when she told us about you. For one, you’re kind of old for her.”


      Smiling didn’t feel appropriate, but I couldn’t help but feel my lips twitch. “I understand. I had the same worry.”


      “But Georgia speaks highly of you, and she doesn’t upsell anyone. Then she tells me you’re a PI. I’m not knocking the profession.” He held up his hands and made a look of disgust. “But it’s not a solid job.”


      “It is,” I argued and leaned back in the chair, pretending to be relaxed.


      “What’s your background? I checked your criminal record, but you don’t have one. I figured since you’re on the fringe of law enforcement that you possibly had a criminal background.”


      “I attended college and served in the military.”


      “What branch?” He stroked his chin, waiting for my response.


      “I was a SEAL, sir.”


      He whistled, and his hand stilled on his chin. “Impressive.”


      “Thank you.”


      “College?”


      “I studied pre-law.”


      “Why didn’t you do anything with your degree?”


      “Much to the dismay of my parents, I found it too boring. Private investigation fits me better. It’s a solid company run by two guys who used to work for the DEA.”


      “Dirty law enforcement?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.


      I shook my head and grimaced. “No, sir. They were sick of working undercover and wanted to put their skills to use. They felt they could be more helpful with their own firm.”


      “Burned out,” he said quietly and turned to stare out of the window. “It happens sometimes.” He sighed before he looked back at me. “Why Frisco? It’s an odd first name.” He scrunched up his face.


      “You’d have to ask my mother, sir.” I gripped the arm of the couch tightly. I couldn’t lose my cool or seem snippy. Georgia’s father held a lot of clout with her, and I wasn’t about to let him come between us.


      “Enough of the bullshit. Let’s talk about last night.”


      “Hit me,” I muttered, grimacing and regretting the term.


      “Was a man driving?” He coughed, covering his mouth with his hand. “I can’t go after a woman.”


      “From what I could see. It all happened so quickly but, yes, it was a man.”


      “Good.” He nodded and pushed himself up from the chair. “I want you to write down everything you remember. Get your people on it, and I’ll do some digging down at the station. I want to find this person.” He leaned against the wall and looked out the window.


      “But shouldn’t we let the cops handle it?”


      “Are you a pussy, son?” He turned to face me.


      “No.” I shook my head. “But—”


      “No buts. We find them first. Were you scared last night?”


      I nodded, remembering the feeling of fear and helplessness I’d experienced watching the accident play out in front of my eyes. “Very.” My body began to shake with the amount of anger starting to boil inside me, slowly building every time I replayed the asshole driving off.


      “They drove away,” he said, turning back to look outside. “They didn’t care about my Georgia. They’re going to pay for that.”


      “Yeah.” I closed my eyes, ignoring the gnawing ache in my gut.


      I didn’t get where I’d turned into a one-word wonder around this man. No man had ever intimidated me. Not even the officers who outranked me in the military. But there was something about Mr. Phillips that made me second-guess everything.


      He handed me a pad of paper he’d retrieved from a cabinet near the window. “Write everything down. Don’t leave one thing out.”


      “Okay. Can I call you George?” I remembered his wife calling him that last night at the hospital. It was all a fucking blur, but I did remember that.


      “You can call me Mr. Phillips.” He glared and hovered above me.


      “Mr. Phillips.” The prick needed to chill the fuck out. I got that he was wound up about his daughter, but at some point, especially if we were a team, he needed to not view me as an inferior person.


      “Write,” he growled, pointing at the paper before stalking off to the same cabinet he’d retrieved the paper from. “Drink?” he asked and removed a carafe of amber liquid.


      “I don’t drink this early in the morning.”


      “I’m too nervous not to have something to calm my nerves. If you’re lucky enough to have children,” he said as he glanced at me over his shoulder, “you’ll understand how I feel.”


      I nodded, even though I already knew how he felt. Georgia wasn’t my kid, but she was still mine. I’d protect her with my life if I had to. Seeing her in pain and watching her almost die before my eyes in a way that made me feel helpless would never happen again. I’d make fucking sure of it.


      I started to write down the details, pausing and looking up when I heard the clink of the carafe against the glass. His hand shook as he tried to pour the liquid into the crystal tumbler. From the outside, he seemed cool as a cucumber, but inside, he was a ball of nerves, much like me.


      Every man dealt with stress differently. I didn’t drown it in the bottom of a bottle; I used it to drive me forward. No matter what happened, the person would pay for what they did to Georgia.


      When I finished jotting down everything I remembered, I tossed the pad on the coffee table and looked at him. He stared out the window, deep in thought, and sipped his drink. “I wrote down everything I could remember.”


      “Good,” he said without looking. “I’m sure your company can help in the search, yeah?”


      “Yeah,” I replied and stood from the couch, cracking my neck to relieve the tension.


      “I’ll head to the station and do some digging. I can’t do too much without drawing red flags. You head to the office and see what you can find. Got me?”


      “But what about Georgia?” I glanced over my shoulder toward the kitchen.


      “She can stay here with Rosie.”


      “I’m coming back for her this afternoon,” I told him, unwilling to back down. I wouldn’t let either of her parents run the show, and I wanted to be the one to take care of Georgia. I needed to do it to help quell my feelings of guilt over the entire situation.


      “Fine.” He looked at his watch. “Let’s meet back here around four. We’ll have dinner and discuss what we’ve found.”


      “That works.”


      He set down his glass and moved toward me quickly. “This stays between us. Understand?” He waved his finger in my face, and it took everything in me not to slap it away.


      I tried not to lose my patience. “I got it.”


      “Four,” he reminded me as he held out his hand to me.


      “Four.” I shook his hand and squeezed it as hard as he’d squeezed mine yesterday.


      I’d made a decision about Mr. Phillips. He wasn’t going to bully me. Georgia or not, he wasn’t going to run the show. If I let him walk all over me now, there would be hell to pay in the future.


      When that thought crossed my mind, I felt the blood drain from my face. The future. I hadn’t thought about the future with anyone since Jeanine. Subconsciously, I’d already started to think about Georgia and where we’d be. I didn’t have time to dissect my feelings or what this meant, but I knew there would be some major thinking to do and decisions to be made in the future.


      I followed Mr. Phillips into the kitchen as both women glanced at us.


      “How did it go?” Mrs. Phillips rose from the chair to kiss her husband.


      “Great, love. Frisco has to go to work, but he’ll be back for dinner at four.”


      Georgia’s eyes widened and honed in on the clock across the room. “Four?”


      “Sorry, babe. I have to run to work and take care of a few things.”


      “I can come,” she said, reaching toward the floor to grab her crutches.


      “Georgia, let me take care of you today. I haven’t been able to do it in years. I want to pamper you.” Rosie grabbed the crutches from Georgia’s hand and put them back on the ground.


      “But I—” Georgia began, but her mother placed her hand on her shoulder.


      “Let the men work, and we’ll cook them a feast.”


      Georgia glared at me. “You better come back, Frisco, or you won’t have a Felicia,” she mumbled.


      “Oh, I miss that couple,” her mother whispered, trying to hold in her giggles.


      “What couple?” Mr. Phillips asked, totally out of the loop.


      “No one, honey.” Rosie made her way to his side. “Are you going down to the station?”


      He nodded. “I told the guys I’d stop by and say hello, but I’ll be back for dinner.”


      I walked up to Georgia and leaned over. “Sorry, babe,” I said, whispering in her ear. “I promise to come back for you.”


      “I swear to God, if you leave me here with my helicopter parents, I’ll hunt your ass down and make you regret the day you were born,” she said with her lips against my cheek.


      “Babe, I’ll be back for you,” I told her before I kissed her softly on the lips. “I have a sponge bath to give later.”


      “That sounds like a reward for you,” she whispered in my ear.


      “It may be my reward, but it’s going to be your pleasure.”


      “I like the way you think, Mr. Jones.”


      “Wait for me.” I started to back away.


      She held up her hands, motioning as if to say, “Where the fuck am I going to go?” and I couldn’t help but laugh as I headed toward the front door.


      “I’m going to walk Frisco out, love. Be home soon,” Mr. Phillips said before he caught up to me. He nudged me in the back and held out a business card. “Here’s my number. Call me when you get anything.”


      “Yes, sir,” I said, jamming the card into my pocket before I climbed into my car and headed toward the office.
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      “So let me get this straight,” Thomas said, leaning forward in his chair after I’d explained to him and James what happened last night. “He’s a retired cop.”


      “Yeah, and?”


      “He wants to find this person, and what?” He tapped his pen against the desktop and stopped while he waited for an answer.


      “He thinks we can be faster than the cops. He’s kind of a scary dude.”


      Thomas shrugged as his lips twisted. “Sounds like my kind of guy.”


      “I’m so in.” James clapped his hands together.


      “Why do I have a sinking feeling?”


      “Does Georgia know?” Thomas asked, tossing the pen off to the side and straightening his back.


      I shook my head and pinched the bridge of my nose. “No.”


      “Fuck me. I see a clusterfuck in your near future, my friend.” James slapped me on the back and laughed.


      “Thanks, guys,” I said, dragging my hands down my face. “You sure know how to make me feel better.”


      “What’s going on?” Morgan asked, sticking his head in the office.


      “Frisco is going rogue,” James replied, leaning back and glancing at Morgan upside down.


      “I’m in.” Morgan strolled in and took a seat. “Whose ass needs to be kicked?”


      “We have a partial plate, the make, model, and color, and we know the car has body damage,” Thomas told him, typing furiously on his computer.


      “I’ll get right on it.”


      The printer started to spit out copies, and Thomas reached back and retrieved a couple of sheets. “Here’s the info. I want all hands on deck to find the person responsible for the accident.”


      “You don’t have to do that,” I said, although I didn’t mean it. We were that kind of company. Having each other’s backs was what we did.


      James waved his hand. “It’s done.”


      Bear walked into the room. “Did I miss the party?”


      “We have a perp to find.”


      “Who?” Bear took a seat on the couch.


      “The fucker that ran Frisco’s girl off the road.”


      “I’ll call Tank.” Bear grabbed his phone from his pocket. “He can put out some feelers to his auto repair buddies in the area.”


      “Smart,” I said, wishing I’d thought of it first.


      Typically, I knew exactly how to handle a situation, but this hit too close to home. My mind was spinning, reeling from the enormity of almost losing Georgia.


      I needed to remember my training and separate myself from the situation in order to focus. The ability to step outside of myself and complete a task was what made me a great soldier. There was a new enemy, and I’d do everything in my power to hunt him down and make him pay for what he did to Georgia.


      “Let’s meet in the conference room in one hour to share what we’ve found,” Thomas told everyone and handed me the stack of papers with the details I’d given.


      I passed them off to James, since I had the information memorized. “Sounds good.”


      “On it.” Morgan grabbed the paper and headed for the door.


      “Yo, Tank.” Bear walked out into the hallway. “I have something I need you to look into.”


      “Should I feel guilty?” I stopped in the doorway and turned to face James and Thomas.


      “Fuck no,” they responded in unison.


      “I’d do the same thing if someone ran Izzy off the road and left the scene of the accident.”


      “I have this feeling I can’t shake,” I admitted, rubbing the back of my neck.


      “It’s not the cops you’re worried about, it’s Georgia.” Thomas shook his head.


      “Go relax and let us call our contacts to get a list of possible suspects,” James told me.


      I sighed and nodded before heading to my office. When I sat down, I didn’t turn on my computer right away. All I wanted to do was to lie down and take a nap. The prior evening had been stressful, and I hadn’t slept as well or as long as I’d hoped.


      As I stifled a yawn, I moved the mouse and then took my phone out of my pocket as I waited for the computer to start. During the meeting in Thomas’ office, I’d received a text but ignored it.


      Georgia: You better come back for me!


      I laughed as I read the message.


      Me: I’ll be there. I swear!


      James had said to relax, but I couldn’t. Everything in me felt tense. Georgia must’ve been as restless as I was, because she continued messaging me.


      Georgia: She wants me to be Betty fuckin’ Crocker.


      Me: Cook me something good.


      Georgia: Oh, go fuck yourself.


      Me: I may have to.


      Georgia: You have a greedy cock.


      Me: Says the girl with the greedy pussy.


      Georgia: I’ll talk to it tonight.


      Me: Your pussy?


      Georgia: You’ll never get any more pussy unless you tell me what my father wants.


      I set my phone on the desk and checked my email. I felt behind and out of touch, since I’d been so focused on Georgia that I’d ignored my work. Typically, I’d check multiple times a day to make sure I didn’t have a client waiting for a response. But that had been the last thing on my mind lately.


      “I got news!” Bear yelled from the hallway. “Conference room!”


      I hopped up from my chair, holding my chest because his voice had scared the crap out of me, and followed him down the hallway. He sat down, waiting for everyone else to arrive before he spoke.


      “Good news?” I asked.


      He nodded and motioned toward the door. Bear had always been a friend. Most days I wanted to punch him in the face, but he always had my back. Always. There wasn’t a moment in my life that I couldn’t ask him for a favor or worry that he’d say no.


      “What’s the word?” Thomas asked when he sat down.


      “Tank found the car.”


      My mouth dropped open. Fuck, that only took twenty minutes. “Already?” I asked.


      Bear nodded with a shit-eating grin on his face. “Dumbass brought his car to Tank’s place, so it wasn’t that hard.”


      “When?”


      “This morning. The front end had been smashed in. Dude made some bullshit excuse about hitting a deer and needed it fixed as soon as possible.”


      “Is the guy there?” I asked, tapping my foot on the floor.


      “Nope. Tank has to call him with a quote.”


      “I’m on it.” I picked up my phone.


      “You want help with this guy?” Thomas asked with a gleam in his eye.


      I shook my head. “Let her dad and me handle it.”


      “Fuck.” He slammed his hand on the conference table.


      “Let us help,” James pleaded, motioning around the table.


      “No,” I told them and narrowed my eyes. “I don’t know what we’re getting ourselves into, but you guys should stay out of it.”


      Morgan rubbed his chin and studied me intently. “Why?”


      “If shit goes bad, I don’t want anyone else on the hook for shit that is all my fault.”


      “Your fault?” Sam asked with furrowed brow. “How is it your fault?” The guys must’ve filled him in with their version of the events before I arrived.


      I put my hands up, trying to silence their grumbling. “She wouldn’t have been driving if it weren’t for me fucking shit up.”


      James leaned back in the chair and sighed. “Now you’re talking crazy.”


      Rising from the chair, I leaned over the back and looked around at my friends. “It’s my burden to deal with.”


      Morgan stood and rested his hand on my shoulder. “Dude, you’re an idiot.”


      I dragged my eyes to him. “Thanks, man.”


      “You know we’re all down for a good ass-kicking.” He gave my shoulder a hard squeeze.


      I nodded. “I’ll call you if we need backup. Good?”


      “Let me do some digging on the guy. Let’s see what we find out before you and Rambo head into more trouble than you can handle.”


      “I don’t think I can get him to back down. Her dad is pretty intent on handling shit himself.”


      “Buy me an hour, and I’ll dig up everything I can. Don’t call her father yet.”


      “Fine,” I said, hanging my head and staring at the floor, thinking about how this would all play out.


      As I started to walk out of the conference room, Thomas said, “Frisco, wait to see what Morgan finds before you turn down our offer.”


      I nodded with a sigh before I walked to Morgan’s office. “Hey,” I said as I poked my head into his office. “Can you text me the info when you get it?”


      He glanced at me, giving me a warm smile. “Sure, buddy. I’ll text you whatever I find.”


      “I need to get Georgia.”


      “Understood,” he said, shooing me away with one hand.


      Without saying goodbye, I headed to my office and grabbed my keys.


      “Frisco,” James called out just as my hand touched the door handle. “Thomas and I want in. It’s fine if you don’t want the other guys, but we’re coming with you.”


      I turned around slowly. “Why?”


      James crossed his arms over his chest. “Because we look out for each other.”


      “Is that the only reason?”


      “I don’t need one,” he replied with his mouth set in a firm line. “That’s what friends do.”


      “I’ll call you,” I told him as I spun around, pushed open the door, and headed to Georgia’s parents’ house.


      As I drove, I decided I’d tell Georgia. She deserved to know. I didn’t think it would change anything. Her father didn’t seem like the type of man who would let anyone, especially his daughter, tell him what he could or couldn’t do.


      All I knew was that whatever he decided, I’d have to have his back. If I wanted the man to be on my side, I’d have to stand by his.
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      After I pushed back from the table, I rubbed my stomach. “That was fantastic. Thank you for all the hard work.”


      Mrs. Phillips blushed. “I just whipped it up. It’s nothing.”


      Georgia rolled her eyes as she tossed her napkin on the table. “She lies.”


      I clasped Georgia’s hand in mine. “Doesn’t matter, babe.”


      “So, how was work?” Mr. Phillips asked with a raised eyebrow.


      “Good. I got a lot done.”


      “That’s good.” Georgia ran her thumb along my hand. “Can we go soon? I’m tired and want to sleep in my own bed.”


      “Before you do that, can I have a word with you, Frisco?”


      Georgia’s eyes narrowed, focusing on me. She knew something was up. My woman was smart.


      “Sure.” My eyes never left hers. “Give me a minute to talk to your dad.”


      She leaned forward, bringing her mouth to my ear. “You’re gonna tell me what’s going on in the car, got me?”


      I swallowed hard, trying to rid my mouth of the sandy feeling that had settled on my tongue. “Yep.”


      The chair Mr. Phillips had been sitting in scraped against the wood floor as he stood. “Let’s talk in my office,” he said, standing above me, casting a shadow.


      “Be back.” I gave her a kiss on the cheek.


      Even though my back was to her, I could feel her eyes on me as I walked out of the kitchen and followed her father to his office.


      “What did you find out?” he asked as he closed the door.


      “The guy brought his car to my buddy’s garage to be fixed.”


      His eyes widened as he sat down behind his desk. “That’s convenient.”


      “I couldn’t make this shit up if I tried.”


      “What else?” he asked, resting his elbow on the desk and placing his index finger against his lips. “Who is he?”


      I reached into my pocket for my phone and checked my email. During dinner, I’d felt my phone vibrate, alerting me that I had a new email, but I hadn’t bothered to look until now.


      “Morgan, my colleague at ALFA, looked him up.” I scrolled down the email, reading through the message. With every new bit of information, my hands grew sweatier and my heart pounded just a little harder.


      “What does it say?” His tone was sharp.


      “Here.” I held my phone out to him. “It’ll be easier than explaining everything.”


      He grabbed the phone from my hand and studied the email. Morgan had dug up all kinds of shit on the person responsible for hitting Georgia.


      The man wasn’t an angel. He had a record a mile long, in fact. The hit-and-run wasn’t even the most damning thing on his record. Recently he’d been released from prison and was currently on parole. Obviously, incarceration hadn’t taught him anything, but I’d be happy to give him a prison yard beat-down to further his education.


      “I fuckin’ know this piece of shit,” Mr. Phillips barked out without looking up. “I can’t believe this.” He dropped the phone onto the desk, letting it wobble before it stilled. “Fuck.”


      My eyebrows rose at the twist of fate. “You do?”


      He gritted his teeth and I heard him growl. “I arrested this asshole years ago.”


      “Maybe you should step back, then.” My hands coiled into fists on my lap. I’d been angry at the prick for what he did to Georgia, but now I wanted to make him pay for every bad deed he’d ever done.


      Someday he’d kill someone without remorse. He could’ve killed Georgia if I hadn’t been there. I shook the thought from my head. “Let us handle it.”


      “There’s no way I’m letting you go without me.” He bared his teeth at me.


      “Listen,” I said, flexing my fists and trying to relieve some of the anger I could feel clawing at my insides. “What’s your plan?”


      He blew out a hard breath. “I haven’t thought it all through. I want the bastard to pay. That shit I know.”


      I stood and began to pace in front of his desk. “I’ll get a few punches in before we drop him at the door of the police station.”


      He cocked an eyebrow at me with a smug grin. “Is that what you’ve decided to do? Maybe I want more.”


      I froze and studied him. “You want the bastard dead?” I asked, my voice laced with shock. I’d never thought about killing the man. All I wanted to do was beat on him so badly that he felt the same fear I did when I saw him coming right for Georgia.


      Mr. Phillips slammed his hands down on his desk. “Fuck,” he said, letting out a long breath. “I don’t want that on my conscience or yours.”


      I nodded, trying to keep calm. Last night when the man had run her off the road, I might have choked the life out of him if I’d been able to get my hands on him. My anger hit a point I hadn’t felt since leaving the service.


      “You need to stand down and let me handle this,” I told him, rubbing the back of my neck.


      “But I can help.”


      “No!” I roared, wincing as soon as I heard my own voice. “I appreciate your need to help, Mr. Phillips, but this has to be done on my terms. The guys and I will handle it.”


      “But—”


      I held out my hand. “No. I’ve. Got. It.”


      His nostrils flared as he stared at me with narrow eyes and a red face. “Fine.”


      I picked up my phone from his desk and texted Thomas.


      Me: We’re on tonight @ 11.


      “You better not fuck this up.” Mr. Phillips spun around in his chair.


      “I think I can handle him.”


      Thomas: I’ll gather the guys. Meet at the office at 10:30. City’s in too.


      I glanced down at my phone, swallowing down the lump that had formed in my throat. I’d have to come up with a reason to leave Georgia tonight without her wanting to kick me in the balls.


      “I swear to God, Frisco, if I didn’t dislike you already, going easy on this douchebag will ensure my distaste for you will last a lifetime.” He rubbed his face with his right hand and pinned me with his glare. “Fuck this up, and I’ll make sure Georgia hates you.”


      I placed my fists on the desk and leaned over it, hovering above Mr. Phillips. “I won’t fuck it up. Georgia’s mine, and no one fucks with my girl.” I seethed as my chest heaved and my stomach twisted.


      “’Bout fuckin’ time you say that.” The brief smile he gave me quickly disappeared.


      I closed my eyes, trying to steady my breath. “I will handle this and protect Georgia. You’re being relieved of that duty. Don’t think about getting between her and me. It won’t end well,” I warned him.


      He nodded, twisting his lips as if he approved. “Call me when it’s done. I won’t sleep until I know.”


      “Fine.” I pushed myself up and squared my shoulders. “It’ll be done tonight.”


      Without any need for further conversation, I walked into the kitchen to find a very pissed off Georgia.


      “Ready to go, babe?”


      She rubbed her hands together and stared, but she didn’t reply. I could almost see the wheels inside her head spinning as she tried to figure out what her father and I had cooking.


      I stood in front of her and held her gaze. “G?”


      “Yeah, I’m ready.”


      “So soon?” Rosie asked, wiping her hands on a dishtowel. “I had dessert ready.”


      Georgia held her hand out to me. “Maybe another time, Mom.”


      I helped her up and handed her the crutches. “I’ll take a rain check, Mrs. Phillips.”


      “Where’s my dad?” Georgia asked, glancing over my shoulder.


      “He’s in his office.” I smiled the best fake smile I could muster under the situation.


      “Thanks for everything, Mom.” Georgia kissed her mother on the cheek before stalking off toward the door, still wobbly on the crutches. I had to fight the urge to jump in and carry her. “Let’s go, Frisco. We have some talking to do,” she called out over her shoulder.


      Mrs. Phillips gave me a sympathetic smile as she waved goodbye. “Georgia,” I called out as she tried to go down the stairs, hopping on one foot without holding on.


      “I got this!” she yelled before her body started to fall forward, teetering back and forth as if on a balance beam.


      Before she could fall, I grabbed her by the waist and steadied her. “Jesus,” I muttered, pulling her body against mine. “Can’t you wait for me to help you?”


      “I’m a big girl, Frisco. I don’t need anyone’s help.”


      I looked up at the cloudy sky and cursed under my breath. “We have to talk,” I told her and lifted her foot off the ground, stalking to the car with her in my arms like a rag doll.


      She held the crutches against her chest, letting them swing as I carried her. “You have a lot of explaining to do.”


      When we made it to the car, I set her down on her good leg and used her waist to turn her body to face me. “Georgia, I can’t explain everything. Just know that I would do anything to protect you.”


      “Anything?” she asked, quirking an eyebrow and challenging me.


      “Anything.”


      She leaned back against the car door and crossed her arms over her chest. “Then whatever my dad has cookin’, I want you to ignore.”


      My head recoiled and my mouth dropped open. I stared at her for a beat before finally closing my mouth. “I don’t know what you think he wants to do, but—”


      “Don’t lie,” she said.


      “I’m not lying.” I took a step closer and invaded her space. Reaching out, I ran my finger along her cheek, relishing the feel of her skin against mine. “Listen, your father and I have very different ideas about how things should be handled, but I’ll take care of it.”


      She glanced up and stared off into space. “That’s what I’m afraid of,” she grumbled, and her lip began to quiver.


      “Hey.” I cradled her face in my hands, bringing my lips against hers. “No one is going to die, if that’s what you’re worried about.”


      Her eyes darted to mine and narrowed into tiny slits. “But that doesn’t mean you aren’t going after the guy.”


      I nodded, knowing I had been busted a long time ago. “I won’t say that I won’t get a few licks in, but he’ll survive the beating that’s coming his way and be arrested before the night’s out.”


      “Why do you have to hit him?” she murmured against my lips, staring at me with tear-filled eyes.


      “Because he hurt you.” I tightened the hold I had on her face.


      “It was an accident, Frisco,” she muttered, my name sounding like a curse coming from her lips.


      “He’s not a good guy, Georgia.”


      She backed away, and my lips instantly missed her touch. “Take me home.”


      I nodded, unlatched the door behind her, and helped her inside. It wouldn’t be an easy sell. I knew where her fear came from. She worried that things would get out of hand and that something would happen to me. It was the same fear that had gripped me last night.


      As I drove, Georgia stared out the window and didn’t speak a word. The silence was deafening. Georgia never seemed the type to hold her tongue, but I didn’t dare push her.


      When we arrived at her place, she exited the car and headed toward her front door. I watched through the window, shocked by her stubbornness and hating that she was pissed at me.


      Before she could open the door, I jogged to her side and took the keys from her hand. “Let me.”


      “I don’t think you should come in,” she said, yanking the keys out of my grip.


      My body recoiled, feeling the blow of her words as if she’d hit me. “You can’t mean that.”


      She bowed her head as her hand with the keys dropped to her side. “I just don’t know. I guess I don’t know you as well as I thought I did.”


      I put my arm around her waist, holding her body flush against mine. “I’m still me.”


      “But-t-t,” she said, her body shaking in my arms, “you’re going to hurt someone because of me.”


      “Because of him,” I corrected her, brushing my lips against her face. “He did this.”


      “Why not let the police handle this?”


      “He has a rap sheet longer than your arm, Georgia.” I peppered kisses down her jawline, finding the spot I loved most on her neck. “Would City do the same if someone had run Sunshine off the road?”


      She tipped her head back as her breathing quickened. “Maybe.”


      “Men want to protect what’s theirs,” I told her and sank my teeth gently into her skin. “You are mine.”


      Her body shivered in my arms. “Yes,” she moaned, angling her head to the side and giving me more access.


      I licked her flesh, feeling her pulse beat under my tongue. “I’ll protect you until my last breath, Georgia.”


      “Lie down and hold me for a little while.” Her voice was airy and filled with want.


      I nodded because, hell, there wasn’t anything I wanted more in the world than to hold her in my arms.


      After taking the key from her hand and unlocking the door, I scooped her into my arms and carried her inside. Letting the crutches drop to the floor, she kissed me as I kicked the door closed.

    

  

  


  
    
      
        
          Chapter 17

        

      

    
  

  
    
      
        
          Old-School Beatdown

        

      

    

    
      When I pulled into the office at ten thirty, I could still hear her voice in my head.


      “Frisco, don’t leave me. Please,” she said, gripping me like her very life depended on it.


      “I have to go, Georgia. But I’ll be back,” I told her before giving her a kiss and walking out the door.


      Guilt clawed at my insides. The way she looked at me, the sadness in her eyes when I told her I had to leave, would haunt me for a lifetime.


      Thomas, James, Morgan, and City stood in a circle outside James’ black SUV and were deep in conversation. Even though I’d told them I wanted to do this alone, I’d lied. It wasn’t that I couldn’t, but I needed someone there to pull me off the fucker and stop me from killing him.


      I’d learned in the military that sometimes, when coming face-to-face with the enemy, emotions often got the better of me. I couldn’t easily remove myself from a situation once it started, but the guys would make sure I didn’t get carried away.


      “Hey.” I climbed out of the car and approached them, feeling jittery as I walked.


      James gave me a chin lift. “We’re waiting for a few more?”


      “More? I thought I said no one else.”


      “I know what you said,” Thomas told me as he walked in my direction. “But we don’t know what we’re in for. More men equals safety.”


      “Well, I—” I shook my head, but I knew he was right. “Okay.”


      “Here he is,” Morgan said when Sam pulled into the lot.


      “Tank’s with Bear and will be meeting us there.” James pulled out his gun and checked the chamber.


      “Where?”


      “Neon Cowboy.” City came to stand next to me. “That’s where the fucker knew Tank from. He’s been coming into the Cowboy on and off for years.”


      “Fuck,” I said and ran my fingers through my hair. Of all the places in the world the guy could hang out, why did it have to be my spot…our spot?


      “I have a plan.” City rested his hand on my shoulder. “Want to hear?”


      “I’m all ears.” In actuality, I knew I was going to hear his plan either way.


      “Tank is going to lure him into the parking lot, and we’re going to take care of him outside.”


      I scowled and didn’t try to hide my annoyance. “That’s your plan?”


      He nodded.


      “We’re going to jump him like a bunch of punks?” I asked, shocked that City had come up with the idea.


      “No.” He shook his head. “You’re going to do what you want while we have your back.”


      “So I’m going to jump the asshole?”


      “What were you going to do before?” City laughed and backed away. “Were you going to knock on his door and have a chat first? Like, ‘Hey, I wanted to talk to you about the car you drove off the road. Do you have a moment?’”


      I punched him in the shoulder. “No, you prick.”


      “Then shut the fuck up and get in the truck. We have ass to kick.”


      “Fuck yeah!” Morgan yelled before climbing in the back.


      Sam settled in the middle. “I’m all in.”


      “Let’s go. We have women to get home to,” James said, pointing at the backseat.


      “I hope I still do.”


      James and Thomas climbed in the front seat. “Everyone have a firearm, just in case?” James turned the key in the ignition and paused.


      “Check,” everyone but me answered in unison.


      “Frisco?” Thomas turned to look at me.


      I shook my head and made tight fists. “I’m not killing the guy. I just want to beat the fuck out of him.”


      “Always bring a weapon. You never know what’s going to happen. Got it?”


      I nodded but paid his little advice no heed. The last thing I needed to do was have a firearm with me. Because, knowing my anger, I’d shoot the motherfucker in the head if he said something shitty. I’d rather use my fists to beat the living shit out of him and leave him reeling in pain.


      I sat quietly in the backseat and stared out the window as the guys chatted on the way to the Neon Cowboy. Even though I had enough anger inside me to fuel a thousand fires, I couldn’t help but smile. This amazing group of guys had my back. I knew if something went wrong, they’d make sure that Georgia would be taken care of and would do what was necessary to protect her.


      Just after eleven thirty, we pulled into the Neon Cowboy.


      “I’ll text Bear,” Thomas said and hit a few buttons on his phone.


      Moments later, while we sat in silence, Thomas’ phone beeped. “He said to go out back. They’ll meet us there.”


      This was it. Twenty-four hours after I thought Georgia had been ripped from my life, I’d get a little revenge before this guy received justice.


      As we walked around the back of the bar, we took positions around the perimeter. Everyone evaded the single light that lit the back parking lot, hiding in the shadows, waiting for Tank and Bear to bring him outside. My heart pounded so frantically in my chest that I thought it would burst as the seconds ticked by.


      “Thanks for getting the estimate done so quickly,” the man said as he wobbled into the light.


      “Anytime, man. Are you sure you hit a deer? It’s a lot of damage for such a small animal.”


      “I hit something. I didn’t stick around to see what the hell it was.” He laughed. “I was fucked up and probably shouldn’t have been driving.”


      Bear looked around, trying to find us in the dark. “That shit isn’t cool, dude.”


      “Eh, fuck it. I lived,” the scumbag said.


      I couldn’t take it anymore. The rage inside me had boiled over. My body hummed with fury. The coldhearted bastard didn’t care if he killed someone as long as he survived.


      I stepped from the shadows with my hands already clenched into tight fists, coming to a stop in front of him.


      He stepped back and snarled. “Watch it, fucker.”


      I took a step forward and invaded his space. “I think you need to learn some manners, asshole.”


      “Fuck you, man,” he said, waving his hand in my face.


      I swatted his hand away. The guys stepped out of the darkness, standing behind me. The man looked around, and his eyes filled with terror. The same fear I felt when I saw his car coming straight for Georgia.


      “What the fuck is this about?” he asked with wide eyes, stumbling back another step.


      Reaching out, I grabbed his shirt, fisting it in my hands before pulling him closer. “You fuckin’ ran my woman off the road last night.”


      He shook his head and swallowed hard. “It was a deer. I swear.” His hands clawed at my fist. “You have the wrong guy,” he pleaded, his entire body shaking in my grip.


      I didn’t wait. I couldn’t listen to his lies. My right hand connected with his jaw, snapping his head back sharply as his bone cracked with the impact. When he grabbed his jaw, I dropped him to the ground.


      “Get up!” I roared. My anger had grown since I’d stepped out of the SUV. It had morphed into something more…something bigger than I thought possible.


      He rubbed his jaw and tried to push himself up but failed. “That was a cheap shot,” he complained, sounding like a little bitch.


      “Get up and fight.” I kicked his feet, trying to get him off the ground quicker. “You want to hurt someone…try to hurt me, motherfucker.”


      He pushed himself up and put his hands in front of his face, making fists. “You’re going to kick my ass over some bitch?”


      I cracked my neck and soaked up the adrenaline that coursed through my system. It had been far too long since I’d felt the thrill of beating someone’s ass, and I would enjoy every fucking minute of it. “She isn’t some bitch. She’s mine. You fucked with the wrong people.”


      His eyes were glued to mine as he spat, and a stream of blood landed next to my shoes. “Let’s see if you can do it when I’m waiting for you. You don’t look that tough. You even had to bring a gang.”


      He bounced from foot to foot. “Come on. You hit like a pussy,” he said with a cackle.


      The guys took a step forward, closing the circle around us. “I got him,” I told them and waved them off.


      “Kick his ass,” James barked.


      The anger inside me was raging and my fists flew, landing one punch after another until he swayed and finally fell to the ground.


      “Let’s get the fuck out of here,” Sam called out and moved toward the SUV.


      Standing there, I looked down at the guy and felt nothing. I wasn’t sorry for what I’d done. He deserved every blow, and tomorrow he’d wake up in jail.


      “Come on, man. He won’t forget that ass-beating for a long time,” Bear said, placing his hand on my shoulder.


      I glanced at him, my breathing heavy and labored. “What if he does?” My chest heaved with the anger moving throughout my body more than from the exertion of knocking the guy’s lights out.


      “He won’t, and when he wakes up tomorrow in jail, he’ll wish you would’ve killed him.”


      Tank stood next to me with plastic zip ties in his hands. “Get out of here. Bear and I will load him in his car and deliver him to the police station.”


      “Fuck, I wish I had a bow,” Bear joked.


      Tank kneeled down next to the dirtbag. “Hit it. We got it from here.”


      Slowly I walked toward the SUV, not caring who saw what had happened. The knot that had settled in my belly last night had vanished, and I knew I’d done the right thing when I saw Tank and Bear loading him into the back of his smashed-up car.


      When I settled in my seat and closed the door, Morgan nudged me. “How are you going to explain your bloody knuckles to Georgia?”


      She knew I’d left her tonight to take care of something. Since she was a smart one, I knew that she’d put two and two together. I just prayed that she’d understand why I did what I did and forgive me. Hopefully, knowing that I left the prick alive would be enough when combined with her feelings for me. We needed to ride out this storm and emerge stronger on the other side.


      Take it or leave it, this was who I had always been. I classified myself as a nice guy, but I had a bunch of asshole hidden beneath the surface. When someone threatened or hurt someone I loved, I happily took him out.


      Love.


      I gasped.


      “What?” James asked, looking at me in the rearview mirror.


      “Nothing,” I said, feeling my pulse quicken to the same frantic pace it had kept when I had been fighting.


      “Sure? You look a bit white.”


      I clenched my hands in my lap. “I’m good.”


      Did I love Georgia?


      It had taken me months to say those words to Jeanine. They’d been wasted words, because her treachery showed that she didn’t feel the same.


      But Georgia wasn’t Jeanine. They couldn’t be any more opposite. Even though they were yin and yang, could I honestly say I loved her?


      The answer was simple.


      I did.
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      Thankfully, by the time I returned to her place, she’d passed out and was sleeping too deeply to wake up when I crawled into bed. I lay there, listening to her breathing and thinking about everything that had transpired since the day I’d met her.


      Everything blurred together except for the moments I spent with her. I could play them over and over again in my head, reliving every second.


      She was unlike any other woman I’d ever met.


      Her kindness.


      Her smartass mouth.


      Her intelligence.


      Her integrity.


      Her beauty.


      Our shared heartbreak.


      The funniest part about it was that I couldn’t muster any reason why I’d loved Jeanine, but with Georgia in my arms, I couldn’t think of a reason why I didn’t love her. I just had to laugh.


      “You’re home.” Georgia’s groggy voice made me still.


      I pulled her closer, running my fingers through her dark hair. “I’m sorry I woke you, babe. Go back to sleep.”


      She snuggled into my side, mumbling something that I couldn’t make out. Within moments, her breathing deepened.


      “I love you, Georgia,” I whispered. “I’d do anything to protect you.” I drifted off to sleep reliving the moments I’d spent with her.


      Every smile, kiss, and touch we’d exchanged in our short relationship. I couldn’t imagine a day without them now.


      ***


      When the sunlight hit my face, I cracked open an eye and saw her form looming over me. She sat on the bed, the leg with her cast out straight and off to the side, with her other leg tucked in front of her. This wasn’t going to be good. Before I closed my eyes, I took notice of her posture. Her back was straight, her arms were crossed in front of her chest, and she wasn’t moving.


      “Your knuckles are bruised.”


      Without opening my eyes, I replied, “I got in a few punches.” There was some truth to it, but maybe “a few” wasn’t entirely accurate.


      “You did it, didn’t you?”


      I reached out and rested my hand on her cast. “He’s in custody now.”


      She swatted my hand away and let out a loud breath. “Is this what you’ve been cookin’ up with my dad?” she asked.


      “No,” I lied. In all actuality, it wasn’t. He’d wanted to kill the guy.


      She poked me in my ribs. “Don’t lie to me, Frisco.”


      “I was with the guys last night, and he’s in custody and completely alive.”


      “Damn it.”


      I sat up quickly, turning my body to face her. “Listen—” I started, but she shook her head and frowned.


      “I don’t need you to fight my battles.”


      “I know.” I placed my hand on her cheek and caressed her skin. “I had to do it.”


      She stared at the ceiling. “I can’t believe you did that.”


      Pulling myself closer to her, I wrapped my legs around her body, trapping her. “I want to explain.”


      “That you beat a man?” She narrowed her eyes at me.


      “Georgia.”


      She drew in two deep breaths, and I waited for the okay. “What?” She glared at me.


      “I love you,” I blurted out and instantly lost all the air in my lungs.


      “You what?” She moved her ear closer, not believing the words I’d muttered as much as I did.


      “I. Love. You.”


      “Ohmygod, ohmygod,” she repeated with wide eyes. “You do?”


      “I do.” I laughed and grasped her face in my hands. “I love you, Georgia.”


      She closed her eyes and rubbed her cheek against my hand. “Isn’t it too soon?” she asked with a soft, raspy voice.


      I grazed her lips with my thumb, needing to feel their softness. “I didn’t know there were rules.”


      Her eyes flew open. “There aren’t, but damn, I don’t want to be one of those clichéd couples.”


      “We can be whatever we want. You need to know how I feel about you. I’ll protect you until my dying breath.” I leaned forward, kissing her gently. “Even though we’ve only known each other for a short time, I can’t imagine my life without you.”


      “Did you kill him?” she asked and stared at me as our lips touched.


      “No,” I told her and shook my head.


      “Thank God,” she whispered and rested her forehead against mine. “I don’t think I could get over that, Frisco. Promise me that’s not who you are.”


      “I’m not that man anymore, Georgia. That I promise you. But…” I paused, brushing my nose against hers. “If someone hurts you, I will hurt him.”


      She searched my face, finally landing on my eyes. “Fair enough, but know that I can fight my own battles. Not everyone deserves a beating.”


      “He did.”


      “I’m not new to my daddy’s brand of justice. He’s been trying to protect me since I was a little girl. I don’t need another protector, Frisco. I need a partner.”


      “So, are you saying you wanted to help me kick his ass?” I bit my lip to hold in my laughter.


      She shoved my chest and laughed. “You’re an asshole.”


      “But ya love me?” I grabbed her back and pulled her closer.


      “I do.” She sighed. “For some odd reason, I do.”


      “Just one thing, babe.”


      “What?”


      “Don’t call him ‘Daddy’.”


      Her eyebrows shot up and the corner of her mouth curled. “Do you want me to call you ‘Daddy’?”


      I nuzzled my face into her neck and smelled the richness of her skin. “No. Don’t ever use that word again.”


      “Only if you promise to let me fight my own battles like a big girl.”


      “I’ll try,” I spoke against her pulse, feeling it thumping under my lips.


      “I’ll try too.” She scooted forward, still entangled in my legs, and kissed me. It was unlike any kiss we’d shared before. Our lips moved together, perfectly in sync, and conveyed every emotion I’d felt since the day I met her.


      “Frisco,” she whispered after breaking the kiss.


      “Yeah, baby?” I pulled her so close that no space was left between us.


      “I’m happy you saved me.”


      “I’ll always save you. You’re mine.”
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      A loud knocking on her front door woke us.


      “Stay here.” I moved her off my shoulder and rolled to the side of the bed. After I slid on a pair of shorts, I walked to the living room and peeked out the front window.


      Her dad’s car sat in the driveway. Fuck.


      I swallowed down the lump that had returned and become lodged in my throat before I opened the door.


      “Frisco,” Mr. Phillips said with a tight jaw. “Did you do it?”


      I stared him straight in the eyes. “It’s done.”


      “He alive?”


      “Yeah.”


      “Good job, son.”


      I swear, we had the oddest conversations. It was a back-and-forth, much like tennis but without the grunting. He barely moved; I didn’t dare show weakness as we bantered.


      Son. Oh my God, he called me son.


      A slow smile spread across my face. “He’s taken care of, sir.”


      He ran his hands through his hair and glanced around her yard. “I can sleep a little better.”


      “Sir, I think it was the only way it could go.”


      He took a step forward. “I’ve never killed someone, but I’d do it for my family. Remember that, Frisco. There’s nothing more important to me in this world than them. I’d give my life if it meant they’d be safe.”


      “I’d do the same, Mr. Phillips. I’d never let anything happen to Georgia. I took care of him. He won’t hurt anyone for a very long time, and hopefully, he’ll think twice before he has the chance to do it again.”


      He nodded and placed his hand on my shoulder. “How’s my girl today?”


      At least he didn’t say kid. “She’s good. Sleeping.”


      “I didn’t like you, and I still reserve the right to hate you in the future, but for now I’ll leave you two in peace.”


      “Thanks, sir. You’re growing on me too.” I laughed.


      “As long as you make Georgia happy and will protect her with your life, I won’t have you whacked.”


      “What?” I asked, thinking I’d heard him wrong, even though I knew I didn’t.


      “Nothing. Tell Georgia hello and I’ll bring Rosie over tomorrow to see her. She’s worried about her, but she knows you’re taking care of her.”


      I crossed my arms in front of me, wondering where he was going with this. “I am.”


      He winked at me. “Just not too well, got me?”


      “Loud and clear, sir.”


      “Good.” He nodded. “Back to the grind.”


      I nodded back and waited for him to make his way to his car. He stopped before opening the door, turning toward me and smiling. “I was wrong about you,” he said and tipped his head at me.


      “Okay,” I mumbled, unable to stop my eyebrows from drawing together. I knew what he thought. He’d seen my tattoos, knew my line of work, and probably thought I had been a criminal.


      “You’re honorable.”


      “I am.”


      “Keep that shit up,” he said before climbing into the car and slamming the door.


      The man always had me on edge. I didn’t know if that feeling would ever go away, but I hoped eventually it would pass.


      “Was that my dad?” Georgia asked and looked over my shoulder as I closed the front door.


      “Yep.”


      She eyed me with suspicion. “He hassle you?”


      “No.” I rubbed the back of my neck and closed my eyes. “He’s just…”


      “Scary?” She laughed.


      I walked toward her and wrapped my arms around her, smelling my scent all over her. “Something like that.”


      “He’s all bark and no bite,” she said, balancing on her crutches even though I held her.


      “Sure,” I mumbled. That man could bite, and it could be deadly.


      Every girl thought her father was the sweetest man in the entire world. That fact was true of Georgia, but it was a complete and utter lie. Any man who used to carry a weapon for work couldn’t be discounted.


      “I want to shower, but this damn cast makes it so fucking hard. Can you help me?”


      “You know what makes me hard?” I whispered with my mouth buried in her hair as I rubbed my already hard dick against her stomach.


      “We’re going to get dirty before we get clean, aren’t we?”


      “You bet that sweet little ass of yours.” I lifted her into my arms.


      She dropped the crutches and they clattered to the floor before she wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me.


      The cast was a problem. We’d have to make use of the counter before I wrapped her cast in plastic and helped her clean up.


      I carried her to the bathroom and sat her on the granite counter, which earned me a yelp. “Jesus,” she mumbled, “that shit is cold.”


      “I’ll warm you up.” I nudged her legs apart, dropping to my knees and burying my face in her pussy.


      We spent the rest of the day making each other dirty and loving every minute of it.
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      We walked into City and Suzy’s on time. Georgia had gotten a little frisky in the car; her newfound freedom of being cast-free had turned her into a tiger and had almost made us late.


      The Gallos, the guys of ALFA PI, and our friends from the Neon Cowboy were there.


      “We were getting worried about you,” Sunshine said, approaching Georgia with open arms and just about ignoring me. “You look…”


      “Don’t say it,” Georgia warned her and laughed.


      “Slut,” Sunshine said and wrapped her arms around Georgia’s neck. The ladies hugged each other and continued laughing.


      “What are we celebrating?” Georgia asked when they finally let go of each other.


      “You’ll find out soon enough,” Sunshine told her before giving me a wicked smile.


      “Do you know what this is about?” Georgia glanced up at me.


      “No. This is all them. I swear.”


      She placed her hand on my chest and laughed. “’Cause if you were planning to pop the question in front of all these people, I’d have to kick you in the balls.”


      I swallowed hard, and in a way, I felt sad that she even thought I would do it here in front of everyone. “No, babe. Tonight has nothing to do with us.”


      “Good.” She adjusted my tie and tightened it. “’Cause there would be pain involved if you did.”


      City had called a couple of days ago and invited us over for a barbecue. He said there would be friends and family and that we’d be celebrating, but he didn’t elaborate and I didn’t push.


      Mrs. Gallo finally broke the silence. “Why don’t you just tell us already? The suspense is killing me.”


      City and Sunshine glanced at each other and laughed.


      “You tell them.”


      “No, you tell them, sugar.”


      “For fuck’s sake, one of you better start talking,” Izzy demanded.


      City nodded at Suzy. She covered her face, slowly shaking it back and forth.


      Mike stood behind his wife Mia with his hands clasped over her stomach. “Spill the damn secret.”


      “We’re pregnant,” Sunshine said and bounced from foot to foot.


      Mrs. Gallo leaned forward and looked like she might tip. “You are?”


      “We are.” City pulled Sunshine against his side.


      “With twins,” Sunshine added before she grimaced.


      Mr. Gallo paled. “Twins?”


      “Twins,” City repeated and kissed the top of Sunshine’s head.


      “Oh my God. I couldn’t be more excited.” Mrs. Gallo practically vibrated in her chair.


      “For fuck’s sake,” Bear complained and glanced toward the ceiling. “Haven’t you people heard of birth control?”


      Tank slapped him on the back of the head. “Shut the fuck up.”


      “Hit me again,” Bear challenged with a smirk.


      “When are they due?” Max asked, rubbing her belly. She’d had a baby recently, but she was barely showing the aftereffects.


      “In six months.”


      Mrs. Gallo’s mouth fell open. “Six months?” she whispered.


      City puffed out his chest. “Yep.”


      “Do you know the sex?” Thomas asked.


      Sunshine started to laugh. She covered her mouth, trying to hide her excitement. “We found out yesterday.”


      Izzy put her head in her hands. “Oh God, no! It’s so unfair.”


      “What is, babe?” James asked, wrapping his arm around his wife.


      She pinched the bridge of her nose and frowned. “They’re having girls. I can tell. Why the hell do I have boys and they get girls?”


      “Karma,” Anthony stated flatly. “We all got the shit end of the stick.”


      City threw a sugar packet at Anthony, but he dodged it, letting it drop to the floor. “Speak for yourself, bro.”


      Mrs. Gallo began to cry. “There are so many babies. I swear I’m the luckiest lady in the world.” Her lip trembled when she wiped away her tears. “I’m so blessed.”


      “Congrats, son.”


      “All this sweetness,” Georgia whispered in my ear. “It makes me long for the days when we have a family.”


      “You want a family with me?”


      We hadn’t talked a ton about marriage, but I already knew I’d be popping the question. I’d never loved anyone like I did her. My entire life, I’d searched for someone to be my equal and never thought it was possible. Until the day I met her.


      Even though I tried to push her away, coming up with bullshit excuses, she was the one for me.


      I’d pop the question, but it would be a surprise. I wanted it to be on my terms. I already had a ring waiting to slide on her finger at home, but I wouldn’t do it until the moment felt right.


      “I want lots of babies,” she said, rubbing my cheek with her hand.


      “Lots?” I swallowed hard, feeling my mouth go dry.


      “Lots.” She giggled. “I want to sit around a table like this someday with our children.”


      I looked around. She was right. Thinking this could be us with our kids someday made my body warm. Being an only child had left a sour taste in my mouth, and I’d do everything in my power not to do the same to my children.


      “Anything you want, babe.”


      “You two better hurry up and have boys. I want our kids to get married,” Sunshine blurted.


      City laughed and gave me a sympathetic look. “Sugar, let’s not push things.”


      She rubbed his belly, making giant circles with her hand. “Shush it.”


      “Woman, don’t make me teach you a lesson,” he warned her with a smug grin.


      “You know I love when you teach me things,” she said playfully.


      “I love you,” I whispered in Georgia’s ear.


      “Love you too,” she whispered back and settled in the crook of my arm.


      I spent the rest of the barbecue thinking about our future and the perfect way to make her mine forever.


      When we left, I knew where I wanted to take her. It had been forever since I’d watched the sun setting over the Gulf of Mexico, and I wanted to experience it with her.


      She nestled between my legs on the sand and stroked my knee. “Frisco, I’ve been thinking.”


      I had one hand wrapped around her belly and held her close. “What’s up?”


      She peered up at me with a soft smile. “I’m ready?”


      I glanced down, completely confused. “For?”


      She didn’t mean that. No. It couldn’t be. We’d been together for almost two months and we rarely spoke about it. I knew when the moment was right she’d tell me, but there was no way I’d push it on her.


      “I love you so much,” she said and bit her lip.


      I touched her chin and pulled her lip free. “I love you too, Georgia.”


      “I want you to make love to me.” A funny smile spread across her face like she was worried I’d say no.


      I exhaled slowly and brushed my nose against hers. “I would love to make love to you, but only if you’re sure.”


      She turned in my arms and rested her hands on my knees. “I am. After Brent, I couldn’t imagine having sex with anyone. I hated men for a while after him. At that point, it was easier to stay chaste than to open myself up to greater heartache. But then you came into my life.”


      “It’s a big decision,” I told her before I grasped her face in my hands.


      “I know.” Her eyes dipped down and she swallowed hard. “I know it’s a big decision. I’ve spent a long time thinking about it. I can think of no one more worthy than you.”


      My grip increased and she melted into my touch. “Why me?”


      She closed her eyes and took a deep breath before speaking. “Do you love me?”


      “Yes.” I smiled, more to myself because her eyes hadn’t opened yet.


      “I love you, too.” She opened her eyes and stared into mine. “No one has ever treated me like you do. You saved my life not so long ago. I know you’d do anything in your power to protect me and would never hurt me.”


      “I’d never let anything happen to you. I’d give my life to save yours.”


      “That’s the thing. I know you love me. Not because you tell me so, but because of how you treat me. I see it in your eyes every day. I even saw it that night when you pulled me out of my car. You were petrified.”


      “God,” I said before sucking in a breath. “I can’t even explain how I felt that night. I was terrified and I couldn’t do anything to stop it from happening or help, Georgia.”


      “But you did,” she said and shook her head. “You pulled me from the car, comforted me, and stayed with me until I was well enough to take care of myself.”


      “Anyone would do that.”


      She shook her head vigorously. “No, they wouldn’t, but you did. I want you to be my first.”


      I kissed her long and deep, conveying everything I felt—joy, elation, horniness, hunger, and more love than I’d ever felt in my life.


      When I broke the kiss, I told her, “I’d be honored to be your first.”


      “Tonight,” she said before turning back around and facing the ocean.


      I didn’t say anything, just pulled her close against me and stared at the sun as it disappeared below the horizon. My entire body was buzzing. Excited about what the night held, in awe of the beauty of Mother Nature and just having my girl in my arms. I was on top of the world and had everything I ever wanted.


      ***


      She scooted closer and rested her hand on my leg. “I know you’re nervous, but I really want this.”


      Reaching out, I cradled her face in my hand. “I’m not nervous. I just want to make sure you’re sure about this. There’s no turning back.”


      “I’m sure.” She climbed into my lap. “I want you.”


      The hard-on in my pants agreed. I thanked the Gods that she no longer had the cast. I wouldn’t want to deal with working around it and worrying about hurting her the first time. There were too many variables before this moment that complicated everything.


      I wrapped my hand around the back of her neck and brought her lips to mine. She moaned against my lips as my tongue swept inside her mouth, craving more of her sweetness.


      She leaned into my kiss, bringing her body closer to mine. The heat from her pussy permeated my jeans, caressing my hardened cock. I grabbed her waist with my free hand, halting her movement when she started to grind against me.


      I broke the kiss and stared into her soft, dark eyes. “Let me control this.”


      I wouldn’t rush this. Having her ready and relaxed would be key in making this evening a complete success. As I stroked her skin with my finger, I could feel the nerves I had denied creeping up inside me.


      I slid my hands down her body, cupped her ass, and squeezed. I inhaled her exhale, losing myself a little more with each sweep of my tongue. I lifted her from my lap, adjusting myself as I laid her down on the couch and rested myself on top of her.


      My mouth slid down her jaw, finding the soft skin of her neck and tasting her flesh. I felt the thumping of her heartbeat under my lips as I kissed a trail down her throat. She shuddered, digging her claws into my back as I licked the thin veil of perspiration that covered her body.


      She wrapped her legs around me, digging her heels into my back as she started to grind against me. Clearly I wouldn’t be able to stop her unless I used other means.


      I inched down her body, breaking free from her hold. She whined, missing the contact as much as I did, but I didn’t let it stop me.


      Trailing kisses from her throat to her collarbone, I paid particularly close attention to the muscle that connected her neck and shoulder. As soon as I sank my teeth into that spot, her back arched as she cried out.


      I smirked against her skin. The V-neck dress she wore tonight gave me quick access. The buttons down the front made my life even easier as I started to pop them open one by one while I planted kisses against her naked flesh. Once they were undone, I pushed her dress to the sides, exposing her chest.


      This was where she spilled the beans last time, telling me that we couldn’t do it because she was a virgin. If she did the same this time, I thought my head would explode.


      Her tiny moans, almost sounding like a purr as my mouth found her nipple, caused me to hum my happiness, the vibration of my pleasure flowing from my lips into her skin.


      I took my time, touching every inch of her body with my mouth, caressing her skin with my fingertips before I even thought about sticking my cock into her. I brought her close to the edge of orgasm time and time again, making her pant with need.


      “Frisco,” she said, her voice laced with want.


      “Shh, baby.” I sat up on my heels and stared down at her.


      Lying before me almost naked, her body glistened from the lost climax. Her hair cascaded over the couch, her cheeks were bright pink, and her lips were slightly parted as she sucked in air.


      When I stood from the couch, she whined, but I shook my head as I started to undo my pants. “I’m not done with you yet, Georgia.”


      Before I inched my jeans down my legs, I grabbed the condom I’d placed in my back pocket before leaving my house. She watched as I placed the condom between my teeth.


      I pulled my shirt over my head, kicked off my boots, and lost my jeans in a hurry. Her nakedness had my dick aching for relief. I couldn’t wait any longer to feel myself inside of her.


      “Sit up,” I told her after I tossed my boxers in a pile on top of my other clothes.


      She did as I asked without saying a word. I took a step forward, leaned down, and scooped her into my arms. There was no way that I’d let her lose her virginity on her couch. I nestled my face into her neck as I carried her to her bedroom.


      Sliding her down my body, I placed her feet on the floor and gave her another chance to back out. “You’re sure?” I asked, praying she wouldn’t change her mind.


      “I’m sure.” She stood before me with her arms down at her sides, looking up at me.


      I nodded, touching the straps of her opened dress and pushing them down her arms.


      As the dress fell to the floor, she exhaled. “Are you?” she asked, staring up at me through her veiled lashes.


      “I am.” My voice was confident; I almost believed it myself as I tore the condom wrapper open.


      I’d give my left leg to feel her without the piece of latex between us. But I would never ask that of her.


      “Is it going to hurt?” She gnawed on her lip.


      “I think you’ll be okay,” I told her as I slid the condom down my cock. “But I’ll go slow.”


      Fuck, I didn’t know. I didn’t have a pussy. I knew it wasn’t going to hurt for me. It would be the most glorious feeling to slide deep into her sweet, tight cunt.


      I stepped forward, wrapping my arm around her body and bringing her lips to mine. Slowly, I led her backward toward the bed, the room illuminated by nothing but moonlight, our mouths connected as we moved.


      When her body flattened against the mattress, I crawled between her legs, laying my dick flat against her pussy.


      She moaned and broke the kiss. “Are you any good at this?” She grinned.


      I laughed, caught off guard by her question. I couldn’t believe she’d asked that. “I’m pretty damn good.”


      She ran her fingernails up my back as she stared up at me. “Just good, or great?”


      I shook my head, trying to control my laughter. “You’re going to bust my chops when I’m about to stick my cock in you? Really?”


      Although Georgia was young, she had an attitude that could rival any woman I’d ever met. She didn’t mince words, and she sure as fuck wasn’t timid.


      “I’m just sayin’ that I’ll remember this night for my entire life. I hope it’s good, because I’d hate to remember you as being the one who didn’t live up to the hype.”


      I sat up on my heels and stared down at her, dumbfounded. My dick wasn’t fazed by her comments. It twitched, aching to get closer to her pussy. “I’m going to fuck you so good that no other man will ever satisfy you.”


      Her smirk turned into a smile. “I like the sound of that.”


      I positioned myself over her again, but this time I didn’t kiss her. I trapped her nipple between my teeth, flicking it with my tongue until she moaned and her body began to shudder. When she started to pant and rub herself against me, I knew she was ready.


      Grabbing my shaft, I slid the tip of my dick through her wetness, coating it. I knew she could take me.


      As I nudged her opening with my cock, she tensed.


      “You okay?” I asked, leaving the tip against her.


      “Yeah.” She wrapped her legs around my back.


      “Just relax.”


      “I’m trying, but if you keep talking, I may change my mind.”


      “Fuck, you’re so damn bossy.” I started to push the tip of my cock inside her.


      She hissed, her pussy clamping down against the tip. “Fuck,” she muttered after her legs jerked.


      “Got any other smart shit to say?”


      “Nope.” She shook her head. “I’m a big girl. Give me your best.”


      “Babe, if I did that, I’d break your pussy for a lifetime.”


      “Oh.” Her eyes roamed my face. “Okay. Well… Um…”


      “Don’t worry. I’m going to make sure you feel so good that you’ll beg me for more.”


      I had been known to be confident, but the bullshit coming out of my mouth was a bit much. She wouldn’t know the difference. I knew I was good in bed. I’d never had a complaint, and women asked me to fuck them again. I didn’t know why with her I made myself out to be larger than life.


      Instead of putting my lips back on her breast, I kissed her. I figured it was the best way to stop her from talking. I eased the tip back out and began to stroke her clit with it. Gliding it back and forth, I brought her close to the brink of orgasm again. Too much time had passed since we’d been in the living room. I needed to have her on the edge, with nothing on her mind but getting fucked.


      When her body began to tremble and she pushed her pussy against me, I took the cue and nudged her opening once again. This time she didn’t tense.


      As I pushed inside her, I captured her gasps and swallowed them. Her body adjusted to my intrusion as I pushed deeper. Once fully seated, I stopped moving and gave her a moment to get used to the feel of my hard length inside of her.


      Hell, I needed to give myself a time-out so I didn’t come in thirty seconds. It wasn’t that her pussy was so tight that I was going to lose it—it was the fact I was fucking Georgia that had me teetering on the edge.


      I toyed with her nipple and kissed her until she relaxed.


      “Okay?” I asked against her lips.


      “I think so,” she murmured into my mouth.


      “If I hurt you, just tell me.” I prayed that if she uttered those words, I’d be able to stop myself.


      I slowly pulled out, letting her insides get the feel of my cock.


      Jesus, please don’t let me come.


      I pushed back in with a little more force and felt the air vanish from my lungs. “Fuck,” I said into her mouth as my arms began to shake.


      My entire body was overcome with so many sensations and feelings that I thought I’d collapse on top of her. I reared back, trying to steady my breath and find the strength to go forward.


      Georgia moaned into my mouth, digging her fingernails into my skin with each stroke of my dick. The sounds weren’t those of pain but of complete and total pleasure.


      I trailed my lips down her jaw to her neck, making it easier for me to hear her pleasure. I wanted to memorize every sound she made, the small gasps and stolen breaths—they were mine.


      Her pulse beat against my lips as I peppered her throat with kisses. My dick grew harder, which I would’ve thought was impossible, but it proved me wrong. I kept my pace, trying to maintain a steady rhythm as I fucked her.


      The importance of the event wasn’t lost on me. Maybe I was a fool.


      When I felt my balls about to crawl up my throat, I dipped my head down and captured her nipple between my teeth. I wanted more than anything to bring her to climax at the same time I did.


      Finding all the strength I could muster, I balanced myself on one arm. I licked my fingers, wetting the tips before I placed them between us. I worried that the pain and nerves from it being her first time might make it harder for her to relax enough to come.


      Gently, I stroked her clit, rubbing my fingers around the hardened nub in tiny circles. I focused on her breathing and mine, speeding up as her gasps increased and her body began to tremble.


      “That’s it, baby.” I tightened the circle and applied a little more pressure with my fingertips.


      “Oh,” she moaned, pressing her head into the pillow. Her mouth fell open and her eyes fluttered shut as she got lost in the moment.


      “Let go.” I felt my orgasm about to rip through my system.


      As her body grew rigid, her breathing faltered. I increased my pace, driving her over the edge with me. Our joint moans sounded like a chorus as we rode the wave of pleasure together. Both of our bodies shuddered and jerked in unison.


      Her pussy contracted around my cock, squeezing the life out of it in the most delicious way. As she sucked in a breath, I slowed my pace.


      Our bodies, covered in sweat, slid against each other as we drew in ragged breaths.


      “Fuck me,” I whispered against her neck after my arm gave out and I collapsed. In all honesty, it had been the best damn orgasm of my life.


      “Gimme a minute,” she said, running her fingers through my hair.


      I chuckled when my insides flipped. “I’m the one who needs a minute.”


      As my dick softened, I let it slide out naturally. I rolled off her, pulling her in my arms. “Are you okay?”


      She nuzzled into my side and glanced up at me. “I couldn’t be better.”


      I pulled her closer. “Thank God.”


      Her fingers traced the ridges of my stomach muscles. “Was I okay?” she asked in a small voice.


      “Were you worried?”


      “Well, was I?”


      “Georgia, was I okay?”


      “You were fantastic.” She smiled up at me. “Not that I can compare it to anyone else.” She laughed.


      I shook my head as my face softened. “You were amazing. There’s really no wrong way to have sex.”


      “I thought there was,” she said.


      “I don’t know about that, but I do know you were amazing, G.”


      “Good.” She bit her lip. “Maybe you’ll want to do it again. I think I need to practice.”


      I laughed softly at first before it grew louder and I held my stomach. That was the thing about Georgia. She kept me on my toes and a smile on my face.
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      Just as I started the coffee, the doorbell rang and I froze. Who the hell would come to my place at eight in the morning on a Sunday?


      “Frisco!” the small voice called through the door as they laid on the doorbell.


      “Mom,” I said, opening the door and ready to fall over from shock.


      “Baby,” she said with one suitcase in her hand. “Surprise!”


      I stared at her, thinking maybe I was still asleep. “Ma?” I asked, shaking my head to clear the sleep from my head, but she still stood there.


      “It’s me.”


      She hadn’t changed. It had been at least a year since I’d seen her, but she looked exactly as she had when I’d left her in California. Her black hair was pulled into a bun without a hair out of place on the sides. She was wearing a beautiful blue dress and matching heels. She still believed people should dress up when taking a plane, and she looked like she could have stepped out of an episode of Mad Men.


      “What are you doing here?”


      She pushed past me and almost knocked me over with her suitcase. “I missed you,” she said as she bent down and placed it on the ground. The thing was fucking huge. I didn’t know how she carried it. For such a little woman, she had more strength than many men I knew.


      I closed the door and turned toward her, glancing down the hallway to see if Georgia had heard the doorbell, but luckily she hadn’t. “You could’ve called.”


      “Didn’t you miss me?” she asked as she snaked her arms around my stomach and laid her head just below my chest.


      I kissed the top of her head and rubbed her back as I stared at the hallway. “I’m sorry, Mom. Of course I missed you.”


      “I wanted to see how you were.”


      “I told you I was fine.”


      “You’ve just been so busy. I had to come check on you,” she mumbled into my bare chest.


      I sighed and knew what was about to come. I hadn’t told her about Georgia. Mom had never felt anyone was good enough for me in the past. She was the pickiest woman I knew, and telling her about Georgia would just cause more of a headache than keeping my lips sealed.


      Just then, the bedroom door creaked and Mom’s eyes flashed up at me. “Is someone here?” she asked in a whisper.


      I grimaced. “I have a guest.”


      “Another one of those whores?”


      “Mom.” I dropped my arms to my side. “She’s not a whore. She’s a good girl. I expect you to be nice to her.”


      She shook her head and scowled at me. “What kind of girl stays the night at a man’s place when they aren’t married?”


      “This is America, not China.”


      Georgia peeked out from around the corner, and her eyes grew wide. “Who is that?” she mouthed.


      “Mom,” I said, loud enough for her to hear, “let me get you a hotel while you’re here.”


      “I’ll be fine in your guest room,” she said before kicking off her shoes and dropping two more inches. Without her heels, she verged on little-person status, barely making it to the five-foot mark.


      Glancing over my mother’s head, I noticed that Georgia had disappeared. I didn’t blame her. I hadn’t told her the nicest stories about my mother, and I sure as hell wouldn’t have wanted this to be the way I’d met her father.


      “Mom,” I said when I dropped my eyes to her.


      She narrowed her gaze. “I’m staying here. Your women will have to stay elsewhere.”


      I started to walk toward the kitchen, taking an extra look down the deserted hallway on my way. “I don’t have women, Mom.”


      She followed close on my heels and glanced down the hallway too. “You don’t have a wife either.”


      “Keep your voice down,” I told her before reaching for three coffee cups.


      “Why?” She went around to the other side of the kitchen island, and I could feel her eyes on me as I poured the coffee.


      When I slid the cup in front of her, I confessed, “I’m going to marry this girl. Do not mess it up for me.”


      She gasped and her body recoiled. “Married?” she asked and stared up at me with her mouth hanging open.


      “Married.” I brought the coffee to my lips.


      “Finally,” she said, collapsing into the chair and letting her arms hang down at her sides. “I thought I’d never have grandchildren.”


      “Jesus,” I muttered with my lips still around the rim.


      “Hello,” Georgia said when she entered the kitchen wearing a baggy T-shirt and loose-fitting sweatpants.


      My mother turned, her eyes roaming over Georgia’s body. “Hello,” Mom said in the sweetest tone, shocking me for the second time today. She slid off the stool and walked toward Georgia. “Let me get a good look at you.”


      Georgia looked at me like I’d save her, but I didn’t. My mother had never reacted this way to someone, and I was curious about what was about to happen.


      My mother walked around her, grabbing at her sides, pinching her arms, and treating her like livestock. But I knew what she was doing. She wanted to be sure that Georgia had the right body to carry my child, her grandchildren.


      “What do you do for work?” Mom asked, standing behind Georgia.


      Georgia’s jaw tightened. “I’m a librarian.”


      I was amused by the situation in front of me. Georgia had a mouth on her, but I knew that she wouldn’t mouth off to my mother. Plus, I knew if she did, my mom would swat her.


      “A smart one.” Mom peeked around Georgia’s side and smiled at me. “Finally.”


      “Finally?” Georgia asked, glancing over her shoulder at my mom.


      “Those other girls were bimbos.”


      Georgia laughed. “Oh.”


      Mom grabbed Georgia’s hips and squeezed. “Nice.”


      “What are you doing?” Georgia asked with a red face.


      “Making sure you can have babies. Nice wide hips.”


      “They’re not wide,” Georgia barked, swatting my mother’s hands away.


      “You better hope they’re wide enough. When Frisco was born,” Mom said, turning to look at me and laugh, “he got stuck. They had to come in with big metal things and pull him out by his head.” She moved her hands like giant scissors. “I’ve never been the same since.”


      “Dear God,” Georgia whispered, and the redness of her cheeks lightened. “I don’t want that.”


      “It won’t happen to you. You have nice wide hips.”


      “Mom,” I said, gently pulling my mom away from Georgia by the shoulders, “women don’t like to hear how wide their hips are.”


      “In China—”


      “Mom, drink your coffee.” I moved her little body back toward the stool.


      “Jesus,” Georgia mouthed and stared at me.


      I grinned even though I wanted to laugh. “How long are you staying?”


      “A week,” Mom replied into her coffee cup.


      I rubbed my face, trying to contain my nonexistent excitement. A fuckin’ week with my mother would feel like a month. She’d be in my shit and never leave the house without me.


      “Where’s Dad?” I asked, hoping he wasn’t following behind.


      “He’s hunting with his friends.”


      “Huh,” I mumbled. Didn’t know he was into that.


      “He has a new hobby. Really, he just sits his lazy ass in the woods and drinks beer.”


      Georgia and I both laughed. “Nice.”


      “So, what are we doing today?” she asked, turning the coffee cup in her hand.


      “I don’t know,” I told her, pulling Georgia into my arms. “I didn’t really plan on getting out of bed.” I chuckled into Georgia’s hair.


      My mother choked, spitting out her coffee into the cup.


      Georgia’s phone rang and she walked out of the room.


      “Who calls so early?”


      “Who comes by so early…unannounced?”


      She nodded, knowing I was right, but she didn’t give a shit.


      “Hey, Mom,” Georgia said, sauntering back into the kitchen. She paused and stared at me. Taking one hand, she placed it on her face and slowly dragged it down her cheek.


      “Tonight?” she asked in a whiny voice. “We’re kind of busy.”


      Oh shit. Her mom was inviting us to dinner. This couldn’t end well.


      “Well, Frisco’s mom surprised us with a visit.”


      There was another pause as her eyes bounced around the room, and she shifted from foot to foot. “Okay,” she said into the phone as all color drained from her face. “We’ll be there at six.”


      Fuck me. The nightmare hadn’t even begun, but I could see it plain as day. Her father and my mother together would be a clusterfuck of epic proportions.


      Georgia dropped her hand to her side, still holding the phone. “We’re to be at my parents’ for dinner at six, including your mother.”


      My head dropped into my hands and I tried to steady my breath. It could be fun, right? I mean, it couldn’t be that bad. They’d have to meet at some point, especially if I planned to marry Georgia, which I did.


      “I get to meet your parents?” Mom asked with the biggest smile I’d ever seen her have.


      “Seems so,” Georgia replied with the corners of her mouth turned down.


      “It’ll be fine,” I lied to her before I walked over and hugged her. “Just fine.”


      “You’re not a good liar,” she whispered into my chest.


      “I’m hopeful. It’s different.” I laughed.


      With my back to my mother, Georgia grabbed my dick. “You better work wonders.”


      “Baby, I always make you see God with that.”


      She squeezed a little harder. “You know what I mean.”


      “It’ll be great,” I lied again and tried not to let my voice crack.


      This could make or break us. Even if she didn’t castrate me after tonight, the collision of families could make for a very interesting future. Thank God my mother lived on the other side of the country.
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      The initial meeting didn’t go as badly as Georgia and I thought it would. Everyone was on their best behavior. But then Rosie brought out the wine and everything changed.


      “This can’t be good,” Georgia whispered in my ear after Rosie poured my mother another glass of wine.


      “Nope,” I said in a clipped tone.


      She’d never been a drinker, but now that she was on her third glass of wine, things would get interesting. “I think the kids should get married in California.”


      Mr. Phillips spat out his wine, spraying the coffee table. “Married?” he asked in a strangled voice.


      “They’re getting married,” Mom replied, waving her hands at us violently.


      “News to me,” he lied.


      I’d talked to him last week and asked for Georgia’s hand in marriage. I thought she’d like that I went the old-school route and got his permission. I’d marry her anyway, but I figured I’d earn a brownie point or two.


      Georgia squeezed my knee, digging her fingernails into my jeans so hard I could feel their pinch. “Uh-oh,” she mumbled.


      I patted her hand. “We will not,” I said. “First, we’re not even engaged. And second, we live in Florida. We’d get married here if anywhere, Mom.”


      “Why aren’t you engaged?” Mrs. Phillips asked, giving me the stink eye as her eyes crossed slightly.


      Two half-drunk moms did not equal fun.


      “When we’re ready,” Georgia told them, digging her fingernails in farther.


      “He’s getting old. He needs babies. You get married.” Mom’s short sentences were thick with her Chinese accent.


      “He is kinda old,” Mr. Phillips chimed in.


      I took a deep breath, wishing I could escape. “I’m not old.”


      “You need to get working on my grandchildren.” Mrs. Phillips pointed her finger at me.


      “Not before marriage, of course,” Mr. Phillips added.


      “Oh, please. She was in his bed this morning.”


      “She was?” Mr. Phillips asked with a red face.


      “She was. Their clothes were in the living room,” Mom added, thinking she was the funniest person in the world as she laughed.


      I grimaced when she finished. Mr. Phillips looked like he wanted to rip my balls off, and Georgia bowed her head. I didn’t think my mom had noticed the clothes behind the couch, but obviously the woman missed nothing.


      “Georgia,” her father barked, gripping the armrest of his chair so tightly his knuckles were white.


      “Daddy.”


      I squeezed her hand as my stomach flipped. I hated that word.


      “She’s a good girl, Mr. Phillips,” I said, snarling at him. I wouldn’t let him make her feel bad for anything we’ve done.


      “She’s not like those tramps he’s been with before.”


      Way to go, Mom.


      “Oh, my baby is finally a womannn,” Mrs. Phillips slurred and poured more wine into her glass.


      “Fuck,” Mr. Phillips said.


      “Oh God, this is so embarrassing,” Georgia mumbled into her hands.


      “Everyone needs to stop talking. Georgia is a good girl. She’s not like any woman I’ve ever met. What she and I do is our own business. I love her and she’ll be my wife. She’s mine and always will be. I will not allow you—” I pointed at her father and tried not to yell “or anyone else to make her feel bad.”


      Her father sat there, stunned into silence. He sighed before speaking. “You’re right. My daughter has the gentlest soul on earth.”


      I bit my lip because that shit was a complete lie. Georgia had a side to her like a cobra. Get her going and her fangs would come out. Typically, they came in the form of fingernails that dug into my balls like a vise.


      Mrs. Phillips threw her husband a challenging look. I was sure Georgia had learned the death claw from someone, and I’d put my money on it being Rosie. “She’s a grown woman.”


      “I still think of her as a little girl. My little girl.”


      “Let go already,” Mrs. Phillips said and sipped her wine. “We’ll have grandbabies soon.”


      “I’m pregnant,” Georgia blurted out and laughed.


      My heart stopped. “What?” I asked with eyes wider than they’d ever been.


      “What?” her father asked, but he leaped from his chair.


      “Oh, honey,” Mrs. Phillips said, smacking herself in the face.


      Georgia’s dark eyes sparkled with mischief. “Kidding!” She laughed. “See, now sleeping with him doesn’t seem as bad as a baby out of wedlock.”


      “You about gave me a heart attack,” I said, gripping my chest as I felt my heart begin to beat again.


      She nudged my shoulder, almost knocking me over. “Come on. That shit was funny.”


      “Like hell it was.”


      “Georgia, you are not funny,” Mr. Phillips said as the color returned to his face.


      She let out the sweetest laugh I’d ever heard. “You know I am, Dad. Lighten up. Life’s short.”


      “Another bottle of wine?” Mrs. Phillips asked.


      “No,” I answered quickly. “I have to work tomorrow. We better get going.” I glanced down at my watch and noticed it was after nine.


      “Me too,” Georgia added before standing.


      My mother turned the wineglass in her hands. “It’s not a real job.”


      I pinched the bridge of my nose, ready for an argument.


      “I wanted him to be a lawyer. It’s a noble profession, but noooo,” she said, drawing out the word. “He had to join the military, and now he’s a private dick.”


      Mr. Phillips choked on his wine and glanced at me.


      “Mom, this isn’t the place to talk about your disappointment in me.” I took the glass from her hands.


      After Mr. Phillips cleared his throat, he leaned forward in his chair. “I think it’s damn noble that he served in the military and became a SEAL, Mrs. Jones.”


      I could’ve caught flies with the way my mouth hung open. Shock flooded me that Mr. Phillips had actually stuck up for me to my mother.


      “All that training he went through. He could still be in the military and be retiring soon,” Mom whined before rising.


      When I entered the Navy, I didn’t hear the end of it. She constantly complained about my decision, reminding me that she’d always planned for me to be a lawyer. Now that I had left, she wished I’d stayed. I could never win with the woman, and this was another prime example.


      “If he’d stayed, he wouldn’t have met our baby,” Mrs. Phillips said, rising from the couch before giving Georgia a hug. “We’ve never seen her so happy.”


      Georgia smiled at me as her mother squished the life out of her. I smiled back, glancing at Mr. Phillips, who actually had a smile on his face.


      Mom stood and looked me up and down with unfocused eyes. “True, but he wouldn’t have been with those whores.”


      “Mom,” I said, moving toward her to herd her toward the door. I glanced at Georgia and pleaded with her to leave using nothing but my eyes.


      “We better go. I think Mrs. Jones has to be exhausted,” Georgia said before kissing her parents.


      “Thanks for dinner,” I called over my shoulder, pushing my mother toward the door.


      “I need to say goodbye,” Mom complained, digging the heels of her feet into the carpet.


      “Oh, you’ve said enough, Mom.”


      Moving quickly, she ducked my arms and walked behind me, making a beeline for Georgia’s parents. “Thank you for everything,” she said and held out her hand to Mrs. Phillips. “I can’t wait to see you at the wedding.”


      Mrs. Phillips grabbed my mother and hugged her. I wanted to laugh, but I didn’t. Mom wasn’t the most affectionate person in the world, and I blamed it mostly on her heritage, but Mrs. Phillips was the complete opposite.


      “You can bet your ass on it,” Mrs. Phillips told Mom when she released her.


      “You’re welcome,” Mr. Phillips said and shook her hand instead of hugging her as his wife had.


      “Thanks,” I said as I held out my hand.


      He glanced down and placed his hand in mine. “You’re welcome, kid.” He winked.


      Ever since we’d had “the talk” when I asked for Georgia’s hand in marriage, we’d come to a mutual understanding. He dropped his dick routine and treated me as an equal. It was either because of that or because of the way I handled the asshole who ran Georgia off the road, but things between us had shifted.


      Georgia walked toward the door with my mom next to her and me following close behind. “Night.”


      Once outside, Mom walked in front of us down the long drive toward the car.


      “We survived,” Georgia said, lacing her arm with mine.


      “Barely,” I grumbled.


      “Could’ve been worse.”


      “How?”


      Mom leaned against the car and yawned. “How far away does Georgia live? I’m tired and don’t want to drive far to drop her off.”


      I peered down at Georgia and laughed. “She’s not going home, Mom. She’s staying the night with me.”


      “But I’m staying the night,” she said with wide eyes.


      “You’re in the guest room.”


      “You better take me home,” Georgia whispered, since we were within earshot.


      “Nonsense,” I whispered back and looked at my mom. “She’s staying in my bed.”


      My mother’s mouth twisted, but she didn’t say anything. I opened her door and she climbed in. “Hussy,” she murmured as I closed the door.


      I closed my eyes. My mother had a sharp tongue and always knew how to horrify and embarrass me. Her behavior had to be stopped. I wouldn’t let her decide who shared my bed with me.


      Georgia began to laugh.


      I opened my eyes and stared at her. “What’s so funny?” I asked and sighed.


      “Thank fuck she lives on the other side of the country,” Georgia said through her laughter.


      “That shit ain’t no lie.” I laughed too before I kissed her, holding her in my arms until my mom began to knock on the window.


      “We going?” she yelled inside and continued to knock on the glass.


      “We better go,” Georgia murmured against my lips. “We have a long night ahead of us.”


      I shook my head and grinned. “She’s had so much wine, she’ll be out as soon as her head hits the pillow.”


      “It’s still going to suck.” Georgia glanced over her shoulder at my mom, who hadn’t let up.


      “Babe, tonight you’re going to learn about how fantastic sex can be when there’s a risk you might get caught.”


      “Oh, no. We can’t.” Her eyes grew wide.


      “Oh, yes, we will.”


      “Fuck,” she said.


      “I plan to,” I said, and I chuckled before opening her door.


      She climbed in silently and stared straight ahead. I’d planted the seed and given her something to think about. Tonight, whether my mom was there or not, I needed to be inside her.


      Mrs. Jones had cock-blocked enough pussy in my time, but tonight wouldn’t be another opportunity for her.
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      When I walked into work on Monday, I had the biggest damn smile on my face. Just like I thought, Mom passed out, and Georgia and I fucked until we both collapsed from exhaustion. Thankfully, when we left for work, my mother was still fast asleep. I left her a note and told her to call me when she woke up.


      Through the entire Monday morning meeting, I could still smell Georgia on my skin. The smell of her sweet perfume had memories of last night playing over in my head and helped the minutes tick by.


      I decided one thing during the meeting. With all the talk of marriage, I planned to wait on popping the question. I wanted it to be a surprise, and right now, it would feel too convoluted and like people had forced my hand.


      I’d pick the time and place. Georgia wouldn’t have a clue when it would happen.


      After the meeting, I retreated to my office to make a ton of phone calls I’d saved until today. Calling back clients to inform them of the progress I’d made in their case and to tell others I had everything they needed and they should stop in during the week to meet with me about the details.


      I’d been so consumed with my work and thoughts of Georgia that I hadn’t realized it was well after one in the afternoon.


      “I’m here.” Georgia walked into my office.


      I jumped from my chair and headed straight toward her. “You’re early.” I wrapped her in my arms.


      “It’s the last week of work, and I just had to tie up some loose ends. We get out early all this week.”


      I buried my face in her hair and smelled the scent I’d enjoyed all morning. “I thought I’d take you to lunch if you haven’t had it already,” she said and rested her head on my chest.


      Placing my fingers under her chin, I tipped her head back and forced her eyes to mine. “There’s only one thing I want, and it’s not lunch.”


      She blushed and her eyes slid sideways. “Here?” she whispered.


      I motioned toward the desk with my head. “There.”


      “But it’s your work.”


      I smirked and put my mouth over hers. She kissed me back, dipping her tongue inside my mouth long enough for me to taste her. “No one is here. They’re all at lunch for another half hour.”


      “But—”


      I put my finger against her lips and quieted her. “I’ve never done it in here.”


      “Well…” She swallowed hard.


      “Stop thinking.” I brushed my hardened dick against her. “I want you.”


      She stood on her tiptoes and snaked her arms around my neck. Before she could protest, I captured her lips with mine. Picking her up in my arms, I walked toward the desk before setting her on top.


      With my lips still on hers, I pushed her dress up her thighs. Placing my hand between us, I brushed my fingers against her pussy and found her dripping wet.


      She liked the idea. Maybe it had been the night before that sold her on the idea of being caught, but it always heightened the pleasure. Georgia was like an unexplored book, and I planned to turn the pages chapter by chapter and give her every experience possible.


      Her hands undid my buttons before she quickly lowered the zipper. With her mouth still on mine, she palmed my cock and stroked it. I flinched and moaned from the contact and warmth that her hand provided.


      I needed more. Wanted it more than anything.


      I rested my forehead against hers and steadied my breath. “Put my dick in you,” I told her.


      She peered down at my cock. “There’s something so damn sexy about seeing my hand on your dick.”


      “You can look later,” I told her, grinding my teeth. “Right now, I want to fuck you.”


      “Yes, sir.” She pulled me toward her with my own dick.


      She rubbed my dick through her wetness, taking her time and moving it up and down. Each time it slid over her clit, her eyes would roll back slightly.


      “You’re killing me,” I whispered, grabbing a condom and sliding it over my granite dick.


      “Pussy,” she murmured.


      “I want it, yes. Fuck me, Georgia.”


      She placed the head of my hardened cock against her opening. Unable to wait any longer, I pushed inside her and felt my legs tremble.


      Her head tipped back, and I took the opportunity to kiss and bite her neck as I fucked her. My strokes quickened and I dove deeper with each thrust.


      “Yes!” she whisper-yelled and bit her lip to quiet her moans.


      I placed my hands behind her and tipped her back on the desk. Hammering into her, I closed my eyes and buried my face between her fantastic tits.


      The door opened. “Yo!” Bear yelled. “Holy fuck!”


      Georgia jumped into my arms and shrieked.


      I froze, leaving my cock inside her. “Out!” I yelled without turning around.


      “Nice ass, man.” Bear laughed. “Can I watch?”


      “Get the fuck out!”


      “No, really. I can just sit here. Pretend I’m not in the room.”


      “Excuse me.” I heard my mother’s voice.


      Georgia’s eyes were the biggest I’d ever seen as I looked down at her.


      “Oh my God!” my mother yelled, and she must’ve seen my bare ass on full display.


      “Please let me die,” Georgia whispered and slammed her head into the desk repeatedly.


      “Everyone get out of my office!” I yelled.


      “Oh my God!” Mom repeated in the same shocked voice.


      “Want to watch?” Bear asked her, not knowing she was my mother.


      “What’s wrong with you?” Mom asked Bear, and I heard a slap.


      “Nothing,” he mumbled.


      “Everyone, get the fuck out!” I roared.


      As the door closed, I heard her say, “Hussy.”


      “Fuck me,” Georgia said and hit her head one final time before closing her eyes.


      “That’s what got us into this mess,” I told her before sticking my face between her breasts as my dick slid out of her.


      She started to laugh until she broke out into hysterical giggles. Her body shook underneath me.


      “Glad you find this funny,” I mumbled into her cleavage before standing straight up and looking down at her.


      “Your mom thinks I’m a total slut.” She laughed again, holding her stomach.


      “If she only knew,” I whispered before pulling off the condom, tossing it in the trash, and zipping up my pants.


      Georgia sat up, grabbing the edge of the desk, and kicked her feet back and forth. “Hey. I know what it’s like to get caught now.” She bit her lip.


      “Fuckin’ great.”


      I helped her off the desk, and she smoothed her dress before I opened the door.


      “Mom, what are you doing here?” I asked as I walked into the hallway.


      She pushed off the wall and walked toward me quickly. “What kind of people do you work with?” she asked and glared at me. “I thought I could take you to lunch.” She poked me in the chest. “But I can see you’re busy.”


      “Hey.” I grabbed her sharp little digit. “I’m not too busy. Georgia stopped by to take me to lunch too. We can all go.”


      “I don’t know,” Mom said and pulled her finger from my light grip.


      “I want to talk to you in the conference room, and then the three of us will go eat.” I ushered her toward the room.


      “Want me to keep Georgia company, bro?” Bear yelled down the hallway.


      “No!” I shouted before closing the door. “Sit,” I demanded and pointed at the chair.


      My mother held her purse against her legs as she sat down slowly. “What?” she asked with a sour look on her face.


      “We have a few things we have to get straight about Georgia.”


      I pulled a chair in front of her and sat down. “You don’t know anything about Georgia, Mom. She’s not a hussy like the other women I’ve been with.”


      “She’s not?” She tilted her head, calling bullshit without saying it.


      “She was a virgin when I met her, Mom.”


      Her mouth dropped open, and she looked like a goldfish trying to find oxygen.


      “So stop treating her like a common whore. She’s a good girl.”


      She leaned forward and whispered, “She was a virgin?”


      “Yes.”


      I heard a loud thud at the door. “Lucky bastard,” Bear said. If I weren’t having a talk with my mother, I’d laugh.


      “Be nice to her. I’m going to marry her, and she’s going to be the mother of your grandchildren.”


      She straightened her back and smiled. “You finally found someone worthy of the title.”


      “Title?” I asked and scrunched my nose.


      She pinched my cheeks, and I didn’t think I’d ever seen her so happy. “Yes, the next Mrs. Jones.”


      “Promise to be nice?”


      She nodded vigorously. “I will be on my best behavior.”


      “Why do I not believe you?” I mumbled when her hands dropped from my face, leaving a tingle where she’d pinched.


      “Let’s go to lunch and celebrate.” She popped up from the chair.


      “Celebrate?” I asked before pushing myself up.


      “I convinced your father that we needed to move here to be closer to our grandbabies.”


      My knees grew weak at her words. No. No. She couldn’t move here. There was only so much Mom I could take. I had hit maximum overload after only one day.


      “But you love California,” I said in a weak voice, still in shock with my heart fluttering wildly in my chest.


      “But I love my son more—and the babies Georgia is going to give me. Now, let’s go celebrate.” She patted me on the chest before leaving me in the conference room.


      I watched as she walked down the hallway and into my office. I couldn’t move. I didn’t think anything in my life had me as on edge or in as much of a panic as knowing my parents were going to live nearby. I’d moved to the opposite side of the country for a reason.


      Georgia walked out of the office and turned to face me. My mother was at her side. Georgia caught one glance at me and broke out into laughter.


      “Fuck,” I said before taking off toward the two women in my life.


      Six months ago, I never would’ve guessed that things would change as much and as quickly as they had. If the price I had to pay for having Georgia in my life was my parents, I’d deal. Maybe I could get them to live on the other coast of the state.


      “Keep laughing,” I said when I took her hand in mine.


      We followed my mother down the hallway toward the front doors. “See, it could get worse,” she whispered.


      “How?” I asked and shook my head.


      When we climbed in the car, my mother leaned forward from the backseat and stuck her head in between us. “Oh, Frisco. You know that house for sale next door to you?”


      I grimaced and paled. She wouldn’t. Georgia laughed so hard, tears began to stream from her eyes.


      “Your father put in an offer this morning.”


      Yep, shit could get worse.

    

  

  


  
    
      
        
          Chapter 24

        

      

    
  

  
    
      
        
          Cruisin’

        


        Three months later

      

    

    
      A week after my parents moved to town and I’d hit my limit of family time, I took Georgia on a surprise cruise. We’d spend six days and five nights cut off from the entire world, but mainly from the four people who made us the craziest.


      I booked us the biggest suite I could. It had a Jacuzzi tub, huge living room, and a private deck. I wouldn’t skimp. This would be the trip where I’d ask Georgia to marry me. I’d waited, much to the dismay of her parents and mine, but fuck them. This was for us.


      When we docked in Jamaica, we spent the morning at a private resort and basked in the sun. Halfway through the day, raindrops began to fall and we headed to town to shop and dodge the water. Her eyes twinkled every time she passed a diamond ring, but nothing she saw compared to the one I had in the safe in the room.


      I’d chosen Grand Cayman as the place I’d get down on one knee and ask her to be mine forever. But much to my dismay, we couldn’t get off the boat and head ashore. A huge front had settled over the island.


      That left Cozumel, and I didn’t want that to be the thing she remembered about our engagement. It was too touristy and lacked the private place I had originally selected in Grand Cayman.


      We stood on the balcony, watching the waves crash against the boat and gazing at the shore. “I’m going to schedule you a massage,” I told her.


      “That sounds fantastic.” She laid her head on my shoulder. “Why don’t you come?”


      I pulled her closer and kissed her hair. “You go and enjoy. I’m going to read,” I lied. “Let me go inside and see if they have an appointment.”


      She nodded and I walked into the room and placed a call. I had a plan. A new one and maybe a better one, but I needed a couple of hours to make it happen. I ordered her the works—massage, pedicure, manicure, and whatever else the lady recommended.


      After walking her to the spa, I headed straight to the onboard florist. I bought every red rose they had available and the flameless candles they sold.


      I spoke with our room attendant and made him part of the plan. While we were at dinner, he was to cover the bed and floor with rose petals and have a bottle of the best champagne chilling in the room. When she and I were alone after dinner, I’d pop the question. I made reservations at the steakhouse on board and asked for an ocean-view table. Tonight I wanted no detail left overlooked.


      I slipped the ring into my pocket while she dressed. She raved the entire time about how amazing and relaxed she felt after her hours at the spa. Whereas I felt butterflies doing somersaults in my stomach. I didn’t have any doubt that she’d say yes, but damn, it was still such a scary thing.


      The last time I’d popped the question I didn’t feel this nervous. Jeanine forced it out of me, would be a more accurate way of describing it. She crushed my dreams the day I caught her with her legs spread and another man between them.


      I glanced at Georgia while she finished applying her red lipstick and took a deep breath. She was nothing like Jeanine and would never do to me what she had done. Georgia was everything I ever wanted and more. She was my equal and wise beyond her years.


      “You ready?” I asked and smoothed out my tie, giving myself one final look in the mirror.


      “Ready.” She walked out of the bathroom looking more beautiful than I think I’d ever seen her. “What’s wrong?” she asked and placed her hand on my chest, right over my heart.


      “Nothing, babe.”


      “Your heart is beating kind of crazy. Are you feeling sick?” She moved her hand to my forehead.


      I shook it away and pulled her into my arms. “My heart is beating for you. I still lose my breath every time I see you. I can’t believe you’re mine, Georgia.” I nuzzled her neck and kissed the delicate skin where her pulse beat.


      “You are a lucky man.” She laughed and dug her hands into my hair. “Let’s stay in tonight.” She held her face against her neck. “I’d prefer to have dinner naked.”


      “But you took so much time to get ready.” I’d rather stay in our room and make love all night, but I already had everything planned.


      “True,” she whispered and released my hair. “We’ll make it quick. We’ll have dessert when we get back.”


      “Perfect.”


      I’d be lying if I said I remembered a thing that happened as we ate. I couldn’t recall a single word. The only thing I knew was how she looked. It would be forever burned in my mind. Her smile. The way her cheeks rose when she laughed. The sparkle in her eyes when she said something wicked. Her innocence.


      By the time we walked back to the room, I could feel my body shaking. It wasn’t that I feared she’d say no, but I’d just never thought I’d get down on one knee again.


      “Thanks for tonight,” she said before slipping the keycard into the door.


      “Anything for you, babe.” I coughed, hearing the quiver in my voice.


      She looked at me as she opened the door. “Are you okay?


      “Couldn’t be better,” I replied honestly and slipped my hand in my pocket.


      She walked two steps into the room and gasped. “Oh my God,” she whispered and brought her hand to her mouth.


      I walked around her, noticing the tears in her eyes before I dropped down on one knee before her. “Georgia,” I said, holding the ring between my two fingers and inhaling. “I don’t know when I fell in love with you, but I’ve fallen deeper and harder for you than anyone else in my life. You’ve become my world. I can’t imagine a day without you at my side, an hour without your smile, a minute without hearing your laugh, and a second without you in my life.”


      She opened her mouth and I shook my head.


      “I will spend my life protecting you and being worthy of being yours. I’ve never wanted anything as badly as I want you to be mine. Walking through life together hand in hand and waking up with you next to me each morning makes my life so much sweeter than I ever thought possible.”


      I inhaled deeply, trying to catch my breath as my heart pounded and my palms began to sweat.


      “You’re kind of babbling, love,” she said with a giggle.


      “Quiet, woman. What I’m trying to say is, will you be my Felicia?”


      Tears began to stream down her cheeks and her lip quivered. For a moment, my heart stopped until she screamed, “Yes!”


      I leaped from my knee and lifted her into my arms, spinning us around in a circle. “You made me so damn happy,” I whispered in her ear, and I felt my eyes begin to water.


      “I love you.” She held my face in her hands and peppered me with kisses. “I thought you’d never ask.”


      I laughed, loving the feel of her hands on me, along with her lips. Our chests touched and our hearts beat together, quick and erratic. “I wanted to make it perfect.”


      “I don’t need perfect.” She backed away from my face. “I just need you.”


      I sealed my mouth over hers and carried her to the bed. I needed to make love to her. I set her down on the edge, kneeling before her and beginning to help her undress. Taking my time, I slipped off her heels and began to ease her from her dress.


      “Wait.” She grabbed my hands. “I want us to undress each other.”


      She leaned back on the bed and stared at me while I undressed. “I don’t think I’ll ever get bored staring at you,” she said before licking her lips.


      Gripping my already hardened dick in my hands, I pulled on the shaft and moaned. I tipped my head back and let my mouth fall open. “You just want to stare?” I asked, dragging my hand up slowly and toying with the tip of my cock.


      “There’s nothing sexier than watching a man as he touches himself,” she whispered.


      My head snapped forward and my hand stilled. “You don’t want to feel me inside you?”


      “No,” she said, waving her hand in front of her jiggling tits. “You seem into it, and I’m fine just watching.”


      I stalked forward with my dick in my hand and stopped inches from her face. “You don’t want to touch it?”


      The corners of her mouth turned up, and I could see a small bit of her white teeth behind her smudged red lipstick. “Let me watch how you touch yourself, and maybe, if you’re good, I’ll touch it.”


      I gripped the shaft a little harder, pumping my dick in my hand. “You got that all wrong. If you’re worthy, I’ll fuck you.”


      “Worthy?” She sat up. Her mouth came so close to the head of my cock I could feel her hot breath caressing the tip. “Two can play at that game.”


      She licked the tip of my cock and my entire body lurched forward, trying to get more. “Damn,” I said, ready to beg for her mouth.


      She laughed and lay back on the bed, spreading her legs. Her eyes never left mine as her fingers glided down her stomach and stopped just above her mound. She closed her eyes, letting her hands dip lower before she moaned.


      My lips parted and my breath vanished at the sight of her spread-eagled, legs hanging over the edge of the bed, as she touched herself. The light from the sunset streaming through the window glistened off her already drenched pussy. My mouth watered and my cock stiffened even more in my hand.


      Her eyes opened and she glanced at my face before her gaze dropped to my dick, becoming mesmerized. We watched each other, driving ourselves closer to the edge. Her fingertips circled her clit, pinching it lightly before she slid them down and slipped them inside her pussy.


      I closed my eyes, unable to take the visual. No matter how hard or fast I stroked my dick, it wouldn’t match the feel of her cunt wrapped around my shaft.


      “Frisco,” she moaned.


      I couldn’t take it any longer. Jacking off just wasn’t going to cut it. I needed to be inside her. Everything in me wanted to crawl in as deep as possible and never leave.


      Before she opened her eyes, with her fingers still buried deep inside herself, I positioned myself between her legs. I nudged her legs apart gently with my knees.


      “What are you doing?” she asked, thrusting her fingers inside.


      “I’m taking what’s mine,” I told her as I bent down, pulled her hand away from her pussy, and placed her fingers in my mouth. Her eyes rolled back before closing. I licked every ounce of her wetness from her fingers before I slipped the condom on my shaft.


      I stroked her clit with the tip of my cock. Her hips lifted from the bed as her back arched. “Don’t tease me.”


      “Fuck, what were you doing?” I laughed, letting my hardness poke her opening, coating it in her wetness.


      Slowly I pushed inside her, inch by inch, making her feel all of me and reminding her whom she belonged to. She’d asked me to be hers, wanted more than I had been willing to give, but I’d given in. I met my match the day she walked into my life, and I wasn’t about to let anyone else have her.


      Her warmth surrounded me, sending tiny shock waves through my system.


      I leaned over, taking her lips as I let her body adjust to my length. “Do you feel me?” I murmured against her lips.


      “I do,” she replied with her body trembling.


      “You’re mine, Georgia.” I began to pull out and heard her whimper. “Mine.” I pushed back in, with more force this time.


      Toying with her nipples, I felt her pussy clamp down against my dick, wanting more than I’d given. “Tell me you want this.”


      “I want this,” she moaned.


      I pulled my dick out and slammed back into her. “Tell me you want me.”


      “I want you!” she cried out. Her hands dropped to the sheets and fisted them in her palms.


      “Tell me you’re mine!” I growled and thrust into her again.


      “I’m yours!” she yelled when her head pushed deeper into the mattress.


      Reaching between us, I swept my fingertip across her clit. “Tell me to fuck you.”


      Her eyes shot open and she glared at me. “You’re going to make me beg.”


      “I want to know you want this.”


      “Fuck me, Frisco. Make me know I’m yours,” she whispered as she stared up at me.


      I pulled out and drove my cock so deep inside her, I was sure I bruised her insides. She cried out and her knuckles turned white as she gripped the sheets a little harder.


      “You’re fuckin’ mine,” I roared as I pummeled her, licking her inside with my dick. “No one can take you from me.”


      Her head thrashed back and forth against the sheets. Feeling the slow sizzling of my passion turn into something more, my spine tingled and my body began to quake. I gripped her thighs and tried to stave off the orgasm that threatened to rip free at any moment.


      My finger found her clit and began to circle in the same pattern she’d done to herself earlier. With each pass of my fingertips, her pussy clamped down against my length.


      “Come for me, Georgia. I want to feel you as you come on my cock.” I gave her clit a light pinch.


      Her body began to tremble and a light sheen of perspiration coated her flesh. “Oh, God.”


      I increased the speed and pressure just enough to tip her over as I battered her pussy with my dick.


      “Yes!” she cried out.


      “That’s it, babe.” I changed the motion of my fingers, using a back-and-forth motion as fast as my hand could move. Within seconds, she was screaming unrecognizable words and her body shuddered.


      When her cunt squeezed my dick, I followed her over the edge. The orgasm that ripped through my body was so intense that my knees weakened, but I remained upright and thrust into her until she milked my cock dry.


      She sucked in air, gasping for breath, and I followed suit. My entire body felt satiated and weak. I leaned forward on trembling arms and kissed her lips.


      “Being yours has its perks.” She laughed against my mouth.


      “As long as you’re mine, I’ll always protect you and love you like you deserve,” I murmured against her lips.


      Everything I loved about her would be with me forever. Even on my deathbed, when our bodies would be riddled with wrinkles, I’d think back to this night and the woman I fell in love with.


      The one who made me weak in the knees with a simple glance and the one who stole my breath every time she walked into the room. I’d live my life with no regrets and love her as she deserved for eternity.


      She was mine and only mine. Tonight and for the rest of my life, I’d do everything in my power to earn that honor.

    

  

  
    
      
        


        
          Epilogue

        


        Six months later

      

    

    
      As I stood at the altar, waiting for Georgia, I looked out into the crowd. Years ago when I moved to Florida for college, I didn’t have anyone. But today, I had enough that I could fill an entire church.


      Although I would have said that my life was full before I met her, I didn’t really start living until I made her mine. She brought the smile to my face each morning, gave me a reason to come home at night, and always made me feel loved.


      My parents sat in the front row and stared at me. My father sat up straight, beaming from ear to ear, and looked prouder of me than at any other moment I could ever remember. And Mom. What could I say about her? I could almost see the corner of her mouth turned up, but she wouldn’t give me that satisfaction. It wasn’t her way. It never had been.


      Behind me along the altar were my groomsmen. Using that term wasn’t entirely accurate. Each of them had played an important role in my life. They were my family. The only one I’d had for so many years. City, Bear, Morgan, Thomas, James, Tank, and, last but not least, Flash rounded out the group.


      City was my best man, much to the dismay of Bear. I had to explain to him that City and Sunshine were the reason we were getting married in the first place. That alone earned him the right to be my best man. Bear stomped around for a little bit, but eventually gave in, though not before being a dick for a little while.


      I wiped the sweat from my brow and tried to steady my breathing. Shaking my hands out, I exhaled slowly and emptied my body of all air. I rolled my neck and inhaled before closing my eyes for a moment.


      I could do this.


      There hadn’t been a day that I’d rethought my proposal or regretted meeting Georgia. She was mine. She was everything I had wanted but tried to avoid. I wouldn’t change a moment of my life.


      It brought me to her.


      All the heartache and the loneliness put me on a collision course with her. Without Jeanine cheating on me, even though I’d never forgive her, I would never have met my girl.


      When the music began to play and the doors in the back of the church opened, my heart started to pound faster and beat with such ferocity I thought it would burst out of my chest. It was finally happening. I was getting married. Georgia was mine…forever.


      I squeezed my hands into tight balls as I tried to see behind the line of bridesmaids and catch a glimpse of her, but she remained hidden. I pulled at my tie, trying to cool myself off.


      Be calm. I just needed to stay calm.


      Fuck. I didn’t think I would be so nervous. I wanted this. I was sure of it. There was nothing that made me question standing here waiting for my future wife to come to me—to say yes and be my forever.


      City rested his hand on my shoulder and gave me a firm squeeze. “It’s normal, man. Just breathe,” he said softly in my ear. I nodded and kept my gaze fixed on the back of the church.


      Gigi walked down the aisle in the cutest pink dress, throwing pink rose pedals with such determination to every toss. The wedding guests all giggled and smiled at the cuteness, and Gigi, being Gigi, ate it up. She was a ham and totally her parents’ kid.


      One by one, the women walked toward me, and I strained to catch the smallest glimpse of my girl behind them, feeling my heart beat a little faster with each passing second.


      Until I saw her.


      Georgia.


      I sucked in a breath, stunned by her beauty. “Jesus,” I whispered. Why was I such a lucky son of a bitch?


      Her hair was half up, with dark curls cascading over her shoulders and framing her breasts. She’d muted her makeup so that it almost looked like she hadn’t applied any. I always told her I loved her natural beauty, and today, at our wedding, I fell in love with her a little more than I had been the day before.


      As she walked down the aisle, the long, lace train of her dress flowed over the floor with each step. The dress had a plunging, deep V neckline, but not enough to show a ton of breast—stunningly sexy and beautiful how it draped her body.


      Our eyes were locked as she walked toward me. I couldn’t drag mine away from hers. It had sunk in that we were getting married, but the enormity and finality of the situation suddenly hit me like a ton of bricks.


      A calmness came over me that I’d never felt before. This is what I wanted. She was who I wanted and nothing else is the world would ever change that.


      In the beginning, I’d thought she was too young and had too much life to live to be with me. But I’d never been so wrong about anyone in my entire life. Thankfully, our friends didn’t allow me to walk away. They pushed and pushed until I didn’t have any choice but to admit I had feelings for her.


      Somehow, I put aside my bullheaded, asshole thinking long enough to realize that the best thing to ever happen to me was right in front of my eyes. Actually, it was the cocksucker that ran her off the road. That single event changed everything.


      “Breathe,” she whispered as she took my hand and walked up the altar steps.


      I didn’t know I’d been holding my breath the entire time she walked toward me. I couldn’t stop replaying our time together, what brought us together, and how solid our relationship had become.


      When she reached the final step, I kissed her cheek. “You look so beautiful I couldn’t help but hold my breath. I thought that somehow I had been dreaming this moment, and that if I even blinked, it would all disappear,” I whispered into her ear before righting myself after the priest coughed.


      She mouthed “I love you” before we both turned and took our places in front of the priest.


      I couldn’t even pay attention as the priest spoke. I had no idea what he said, nor did it matter. I knew what the words meant, but the thing I focused on the entire time was the girl by my side and the vows I’d written to explain my love to her.


      My knees shook as we stood, ready to say the words that expressed our love to each other. I grasped her hands in mine and slowly stroked the backs of her hands with my thumbs.


      I was given the cue to begin my vows and I stared into her eyes.


      “Georgia, today I devote my heart, body, and soul to you. Before you came into my life, I was a shell of a man, searching for a purpose. You are my reason to live, to breathe, and to be the best man I can be. You make me want to be worthy of your love. I will spend my entire life showing you how much you mean to me. The day my eyes locked with yours, I knew I wanted you, but I thought it would be too selfish to cage a free spirit so young. I was wrong. Love doesn’t stop someone from being who they were meant to be, it only makes them a better version of their former selves. I will love you even after I take my last breath. Today, tomorrow, and for the rest of eternity, I will be yours.”


      Her eyes had filled with tears as I spoke, but they hadn’t fallen. She hadn’t even blinked during my words, just stared back at me with her lips parted and barely breathing.


      I swallowed hard and inhaled. I’d rattled off the words, everything that I’d felt, without taking a deep breath.


      After a short pause, she wiped her eyes and began to speak. “Frisco, when we first met, I thought you didn’t like me, but that didn’t stop our friends from pushing us together. The more time I spent with you, the more I liked you. I realized that you’d closed your heart and were scared of anything that resembled a relationship. Slowly, I gained your trust, and eventually, your heart. But the thing you don’t realize is that I knew, from the moment I kissed you, you’d be mine forever.” She paused and inhaled quickly before starting again. “You’re the first man to make me feel completely loved for who I am. I will never forget the day you saved my life. Not just by pulling me from my car, but the day you asked me to be yours forever. Not only had you given up on love, but I had too. No longer will I be a poorer version of Miss Havisham—spending my entire life alone. No, Frisco, our love is like those in the greatest love stories told throughout history. But our whole story has yet to be written. I will, from now through all eternity, be yours and only yours.” She took another breath and smiled. “Until the sun no longer shines in the sky and the world as we know it no longer exists, I will always be your Felicia.”


      I squeezed her hands and began to laugh. That was the reason I loved her the most—the way she could take a serious situation and make me feel so much joy that I thought I could die from happiness.


      “By the powers vested in me, I now pronounce you husband and wife.” The priest nodded to us, but we were too busy gazing into each other’s eyes to even remember that we were supposed to turn toward the crowd. “You may now kiss your wife,” he whispered.


      I wrapped my arms around her back, drawing her flush against me, and kissed her. Not the same way I had yesterday, but as the man who now owned her heart. Forever.


      
        The end…


        


        Love doesn't make the world go 'round.


        Love is what makes the ride worthwhile.


        ~ Franklin P. Jones

      

    

  

  
    
      
        


        
          Afterword

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,


      Thank you for taking the time to read Unlawful Desire. I hope you enjoyed meeting Frisco and Georgia. I had a blast writing their story and bringing back some of the loved characters from previous books.


      Typically at the end of a new release I have the sneak peek of the next book in the series, but I didn’t include one in Unlawful Desire. There’s a reason for that. I have so many book ideas swirling through my head and I can’t decide which I’ll release next. It may be another ALFA book or maybe a standalone.


      2016 is going to be a busy year. I plan a release for the Men of Inked series, the ALFA series, and a stand alone novel or two. It’ll depend on which characters speak to me first.


      If you don’t want to miss out on any news, please join my newsletter by clicking here. I sent out updates often to keep the readers in the loop.


      I hope you’ll take a moment and leave a review. Each one is vital. Even if it’s only a line, it’s still important. I hope you’ll be back to read the antics I have planned for Bear, Sam aka Flash, and the other ALFA men.
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        Sign up for the Chelle Bliss Newsletter


        and get a FREE ebook copy of Delusion


        


        CLICK HERE TO GET YOUR COPY


        


        This is an ALTERNATE ending ebook.


        It’s Resisting but with a different ending and was written for the What If Anthology. It’s not available on any retailers.
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      Chelle Bliss, USA Today Bestselling author, currently lives in a small, west coast town near the Gulf of Mexico in Florida. She's a full-time writer, time-waster extraordinaire, social media addict, and coffee fiend. Currently she's written thirteen books and has three series available. She loves spending her free time with her boyfriend, 2 cats, and her hamster.


      Before becoming a writer, Chelle taught high school history for over ten years. She holds a master's degree in Instructional Technology and a bachelor's in history. Although history is her first love, writing has become her dream job and she can't imagine doing anything else.
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        Want to get a text notification when the next book is released?


        Text BLISS to 727-202-5528


        Click here to learn more about other Chelle Bliss Books


        


        Join the Bliss’ Book Hangout on Facebook
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          Rebound ~ Sam’s Story

        

      

    

    
      
        Sam aka Flash has a novella that was written for the Night Shift Anthology and is now available for pre-order.


        It’s only 99 cents!


        When it publishes on October 15th


        it’ll have bonus material added!

      


      


      Here’s to a New Beginning


      “Oh my God, Sam!” she cried out. “Yes!” she screamed when I pounded into her.


      She was on all fours, fisting the sheets with her head tipped back.


      “So fuckin’ good,” I bit out through gritted teeth. I held her by the waist, pulling her against my cock as I took the strokes deep. Her smooth skin was almost translucent under my hands. Perspiration started to collect on her flesh, glimmering in the candlelight. If my cock didn’t feel so damn good inside her pussy, I would’ve licked a path up her spine, collecting the moisture.


      “Harder,” she begged.


      I slowed my pace. Her short hair bounced with each thrust. I’d give her exactly what she asked for. I grabbed the strands in one hand, gathering them into a ponytail and gripping it tightly. Using it like reins, I pulled her back as I slammed into her.


      “Oh!” she yelled as my dick rammed into her, leaving no space between us. She tried to pull away, trying to crawl forward, but I didn’t give her the chance. I smacked her ass with my free hand, landing it on the fleshy part of her thigh.


      “Fuckkk,” she hissed and her body froze.


      I couldn’t help but smile. Her pussy contracted, gripping my cock like a vise as the effect of the crack radiated across her skin. Without warning, I brought down my palm on the spot next to my previous strike. Again her pussy contracted as she cried out, curse words spilling from her mouth.


      I held her hair tighter, pulled her back hard, and pummeled into her wetness. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her body. The way her waist curved in just above her hips, creating an amazing hourglass figure, drove me crazy. Her hips were significantly larger than her waist, making the visual even more impressive.


      I couldn’t wipe the dumb-ass smile off my face. This isn’t how I thought I’d spend the weekend in New Orleans. Instead of losing myself in a drunken stupor, I had met an amazing woman and was currently banging the hell out of her.


      “You like this?” I growled, soothing her thigh after the blow.


      “Yesss,” she drawled, pushing her ass farther into the air as her shoulder melted into the mattress.


      I hadn’t felt this wanted in forever. The way she tore at my clothes and worshiped my body was astounding. I felt like a Greek god when she removed my shirt and fell to her knees, licking the ridges of my abdominal muscles. If I had any doubts about fucking her tonight, they melted away as soon as her tongue touched my flesh.


      The orgasm I had been fighting since the second I slipped my dick inside her was begging to be unleashed. Unable to resist the urge, I released her hair and tipped her ass higher in the air. Needing to hit her at just the right angle to send her over the edge with me. Planting my feet on the mattress, I held on to the headboard, using my arms as well as my hips to batter her inside with my dick.


      Her face was sideways, giving me a full view as her mouth fell open and her eyes squeezed shut. She sucked in a breath, holding it as I moved inside her. Each time she held the air in her lungs, I could feel her pussy bearing down on my cock, trying to shove it out. She was close and exactly where I wanted her. Adjusting my body, I grasped the headboard tighter, using my arms to pull myself forward. As her pussy contracted around my shaft, I dove in deeper, leaving no space untouched. My body hummed with pleasure. My entire being craved the orgasm. The weight of my balls and the tingling down my spine made it clear that I couldn’t wait any longer.


      “Oh God. Oh God,” she mumbled as I slammed into her a couple more times.


      Unable to hold out any longer, I gave in, letting the orgasm rip through my system. Everything in my body began to quake. As the ecstasy gripped me, my fingers began to slip, sliding down the headboard.


      “Fuck,” I roared, throwing my head back and pushing through the burning pain in my thighs.


      With my body still trembling, I fell forward onto her back. Breathing heavily, I gulped for air, exhausted. She collapsed beneath my weight. There were no words for the way I felt after being with Fiona. Not just hanging out or fucking her but the entire experience.


      “Wow,” she whispered, peering up at me.


      “Yeah,” I replied, still lost for words. Is this where I’m supposed to say thank you? But then again, maybe she was saying “Wow” as in “Wow, that sucked.”


      “You’re quite the stud, Sam.” She giggled and wiggled her ass against my semi-erect cock, still partially buried inside her.


      The laughter burst from my lips before I could stop it. I don’t think anyone had ever called me a stud while my dick was still in her. I’d admit that I was a good fuck. I took pride in it.


      Getting a woman off was the ultimate turn-on. The men who didn’t give a fuck and only cared about getting their rocks off always baffled me. Who the fuck would come back for seconds when you’re a selfish lover?


      I rolled over, taking her with me. “Fiona, it’s not hard to be when you’re involved.” My fingertips traced circles down her arm as she nestled into my side. “You’re so beautiful. God, I was turned on. I’d stay buried inside you all night if I could.”


      Her mouth formed an O as she blinked. “So you’re a one-hit wonder?” she teased, quickly biting her lip as her body shook from laughter.


      “Fuck no, I’m not! I’m not done with you yet, woman.” I grabbed her shoulder, bringing her lips to mine. My breathing still hadn’t returned to normal, but I wouldn’t let something like that stop me.


      “I was kidding,” she mumbled against my lips, laughing.


      “I wasn’t,” I replied, lifting my body above hers.


      I kissed her jaw.


      “Really,” she said and exhaled.


      Licking a trail down her neck, I stopped on her jugular and nestled my body between her legs.


      “You don’t have to, Sam,” she mumbled as her back arched.


      Sinking my teeth into her flesh, I tongued her skin between my teeth and ignored her. I watched her face as her cheeks grew pink and her mouth fell open. She wanted more, no matter what she said.


      “I was kidding.” Her eyes fluttered back and sealed shut.


      I slid my tongue down her collarbone as I made a beeline for her nipple. It was still hard and ready. Capturing it in my mouth, I nipped it with my teeth.


      “Fuck,” she moaned. “It feels so damn good.” Her back arched higher, pushing her breast into my mouth.


      “Mmm,” I mumbled against her nipple, letting the vibrations work with my mouth.


      She trembled as her hands moved to my shoulders and dug in. The bite of her nails was divine, making my dick jump in reaction. Between the ways she reacted to me, the scent of her arousal, and the feel of her body, I knew I wanted more. I didn’t know if I’d ever get my fill.


      The need to taste her overtook my thoughts, sending me on a path down her body. Glancing up at her, I slid myself between her legs. God, she was so fucking beautiful. The paleness of her skin dancing in the light was a thing of grace. The roundness of her breasts hid her face, but the space between gave me just enough to gauge her reactions to my movements.


      My mouth salivated with the scent of her arousal. Sweetness with a hint of my scent still clinging to her skin made my mouth water. I brushed my nose against her hair, taking a deep breath and getting my fill.


      I stuck out my tongue, capturing her wetness on the tip. The taste was better than the smell as it spread through my mouth. A deep growl escaped my lips as I moved forward and licked her with the flat of my tongue. Using just enough to tease yet not enough to bring her sufficient pleasure to be satisfying.


      “More,” she demanded, thrusting herself toward my face.


      Resting my hands on her thighs, I pushed down and out, holding her open and still. This was my show. She wouldn’t control what happened, how hard, or where I licked. I wanted to touch her everywhere with my mouth.


      I kept my licks light as she whimpered and struggled against my hands. There was no way I’d let her take charge. When she finally stopped moving, I drew her clit into my mouth and tongued it.


      There was nothing more amazing than having the most sensitive spot on a woman’s body inside my mouth. The feeling of power gave me a high. Staring up her body, I watched her respond to my touch. Even though I’d just fucked her like a champ, my dick grew stiff.


      I was ready. Ready for more Fiona. Listening to her moan and scream my name in ecstasy was better than anything I’d ever heard. Maybe I was just drunk on pussy, overthinking everything that had happened. It felt right. Being with Fiona made me feel at peace.


      There was no way in hell I’d fuck her again until I made her come against my tongue. My fingers itched to move, wanting to feel her pulse against them. I stroked her opening, feeling her legs spreading to my touch as an invitation.


      Thrusting my fingers inside, I sucked her clit harder as she writhed against the mattress and bore down on my fingers. God, how I wished it were my dick inside her, feeling her from the inside, but it wasn’t. My time would come. My cock’s time was near.


      This wasn’t a sprint. I wanted a marathon. When I felt her begin to quake and her breathing grew uneven, I backed off and removed my mouth from her body


      “Oh God,” she moaned and pushed her pussy against my face. “Don’t stop. Fuck,” she hissed. She raised her head off the pillow and glared at me.


      Before she had another chance to protest, I curled my fingers and brought my mouth down on her fast and hard. Her head dropped back onto the pillow as her fingers tangled in my hair. I wanted to laugh as she held my head against her pussy. I loved her greediness and knew the feeling of being denied an orgasm.


      I made love to her pussy with my mouth. Luxuriating in her softness, engulfing her with the warmth of my lips. I was drunk on pussy. Drunk on her and intoxicated by her body, I relished every ounce of her wetness I swallowed.


      “Yes!” she cried out, pushing my face against her almost to the point of suffocating me.


      There are worse ways to go than being choked to death in the pussy of a lovely woman. When she cried out, her legs closed and trapped my head. I used my last bit of air to bring her through her orgasm without depriving her of the grand finish she deserved.


      When her legs fell away and her body grew slack, I gasped for air. My brain felt light-headed as I tried to draw in breath but struggled. Watching her coming apart and feeling her body quake in my arms was worth the lack of oxygen.


      I pushed myself up, still struggling to steady my breathing. “Whew,” I snickered. “You almost killed me there,” I huffed out, rubbing the sweat from my forehead. Sex sweat was the best kind. Fuck, it was cathartic.


      She laughed, throwing her arms out to her sides. She swallowed hard and sighed. “If you would’ve stopped, I would’ve killed you.”


      As I crawled up her body, I laughed and shook my head. “You’re an amazing woman, Fiona.” It wasn’t a lie. Less than twenty-four hours ago I didn’t know she existed, but now I can’t imagine going back to that lost soul. She was like an angel sent to bring me back to life.


      “Stay with me tonight,” she whispered as I hovered above her lips.


      “I planned on it. I’m still not done with you.” I smiled against her mouth before crushing my lips against hers.


      I lost count of the number of times I made her come. Using my cock, tongue, and hands, I brought her more pleasure than any other woman in my life. Why did I care so much? I wanted her to remember me. I wanted her to want me. I didn’t want to be a one-hit wonder. It was the only way I could think of to get an invitation back. This couldn’t be the end for us. My future was before me, and I’d do anything to see how it turned out.
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        Men of Inked #1


        7 books in the series currently available

      


      The moonlight filtered through the pine trees lining the fields, leaving shadows on the pavement. The crisp air that had been missing for months caressed my skin. Cranking up the radio, I sang along to Justin Timberlake’s “Rock Your Body.” It was just the cool breeze, JT, and me. I couldn’t wait to crawl in my bed and close my eyes, getting lost in a dream world that had nothing to do with my current reality.


      The night had been perfect. I’d had dinner and drinks with my best friend, Sophia, and although I was exhausted from a long workday, I felt a sense of serenity. Spending time with Sophia always made me happy. She was like a sister to me, especially when she had lived with me for over a year. I felt like part of me had been missing since the day she moved out, leaving me behind.


      Dancing in the seat, screaming out the lyrics, I thought about how I wanted someone that would do everything the song described. No one had ever made me feel the way that JT sang about women. The steering wheel shook in my hands and a screeching sound pulled me out of my JT trance.


      “Damn it,” I said, hitting the steering wheel with my palm.


      The orange flash from my hazards blinked against the dark pavement as I pulled off the road and my car sputtered to a stop. Bad luck seemed to follow me. I squeezed the steering wheel, trying to calm my frazzled nerves. I knew the day would come, the day my car would die, but I prayed it would happen after my next paycheck…no such luck.


      Resting my head on the wheel, I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath. “Great, just fucking great.” I rocked back and forth, feeling sorry for myself, hitting my head on the cool plastic. I thought about whom to call or where to walk. I hadn’t passed a gas station or even a damn streetlight in miles. Without picking up my head, I reached for my phone, bringing it to my eyes.


      “Shit.” The screen wouldn’t power on after I hit every button I could think to press. It was useless. It was dead and now I was totally stranded. What else could possibly go wrong? Sighing, I sat up and glanced in the rearview mirror, but only the shadows from the trees filled my view. No cars, neon signs, or streetlights. Fuck.


      I placed my hand on my chest to feel the beat of my heart, which was so hard I swear it was audible. Visions from slasher movies flooded my mind. Girl deserted on the side of the road until she’s found by a handsome stranger that ends up being a serial killer.


      Should I start walking to God knows where? Do I just sit there and wait for a stranger to offer me help? I never liked feeling helpless—I was too smart to be helpless, but it was the only thing I felt in this moment. It could be hours before someone found me in my car.


      I grabbed my purse, dead phone, and keys, and climbed out of the car. My feet ached in the extra-high heels I wore. Leaning against the car, I gave my feet a moment to adjust, as I looked in both directions. Neither of my options were good and I was exhausted. My feet fucking screamed from standing still. Thank God I could sleep in tomorrow after the way this evening was ending. There was a gas station a couple miles back—better to go with what I knew than to walk into an uncertain future. I tapped the lock button on my key chain one more time, helping relieve my OCD need to double-check everything, before I started walking away.


      Barely clearing the trunk, a single light came over a small hill in the distance, hurting my eyes with the brightness. The roar of the engine grew louder as the distance closed. I waved my arms as a figure came into view, but the asshole biker drove right passed me as I screamed, “Hey! Hey!” The wind from his bike caused the dust on the road to kick up and fill my mouth.


      I turned around, coughing, and screamed toward the bike. I knew it was pointless. There was no way in hell he’d heard me yelling above the roar of his bike, but he had to see me. The red taillight lit up the road as he turned the bike in my direction. I swallowed hard, unsure if this was my best idea of the night—but I’d already made too many mistakes to dwell on that. He was my only hope of getting home.


      I stood there like a deer in headlights, unable to move, as I gaped at him. My hands trembled as the figure on the bike came to a stop. The engine was almost deafening, as I took in the sight of him on the machine. The bike was a Harley, a Fat Boy, with no windshield, chrome handlebars, and a dark body. He wore black boots, dark jeans, and a dark t-shirt. He was large and muscular, and I sucked in a breath as my eyes reached his handsome and rugged face. A playful grin danced on his lips as he watched me ogle him. Fucking hell.


      “Need some help, lady?” he asked, removing his helmet, running his fingers through his disheveled hair. The dark peaks stood up on the top, the sides were short and clipped, and the color matched the sky—dark. I couldn’t see his eyes; a pair of tinted glasses hid them. Could serial killers be so sexy?


      “Um, do you have a cell phone I could use to call for a ride?” I asked without taking a step in his direction. Don’t get too close—leave room to run. Who the fuck was I kidding? I couldn’t make it five feet in these damn shoes.


      “Sure.” As he leaned back on his bike, I studied his body as he dug in his pocket. The skintight jeans showed his muscles through the denim fabric. Everything clung to him. I wanted to poke him to see if he felt as hard as he looked. What the fuck was wrong with me?


      I was too busy staring to notice what he was holding out for me. “Lady, you wanted my phone?”


      Snapping back to reality with the sound of his deep voice, I took a step toward him, reaching for the phone. “Oh, sorry.”


      My fingertips grazed his palm, and a tiny shock passed between us. His fingers closed on my hand as I pulled away. My heartbeat, which had calmed, now began to pound feverishly in my chest. It had to be my hormones. I hadn’t had sex in God knows how long—I stopped counting after three months. The man in front of me wasn’t my type, but his sex appeal wasn’t lost on me. He looked like a whole lot of trouble, and I didn’t need that in my life.


      I stepped back, keeping my eyes trained on him, as I dialed the only person close enough to help—Sophia. The phone rang and his eyes traveled up and down the length of my body—with each ring, my stomach began to turn. I didn’t have anyone else to call.


      Tapping the end button, I sighed. “There’s no answer. Thanks.” I gave him a sheepish smile as I handed him the phone.


      “Let me take a look and see if there’s anything I can do. Okay?” he asked, as he began angling the bike to shine the headlights on the hood.


      “Sure.” I hit the unlock button on my car key before climbing in. I put the key in the ignition, but stayed aware of his proximity. No one would hear me scream if he tried to kill me. I couldn’t let my guard down.


      He put the kickstand down, climbed off the bike, and placed the helmet on the seat. Pulling the hood latch next to my seat, I watched him from the relative darkness of my car, my face hidden by shadows. He was large, larger than he looked sitting on the Harley. He had to be more than a foot taller than me, and looked more solid with the bike illuminating his body. I stared at him, mouth open slightly, my breathing shallow as I looked at him like a piece of meat through the gap between the hood. He oozed masculinity and ruggedness, and I tried to picture him without all the skintight clothes. The muscles in his arm rippled as he touched the parts under the hood.


      What would it be like to be with a man like him? Every man I’d dated just didn’t work out. They were nice guys, but the spark I wanted was always missing. People think I’m a good girl, and I am, but my mind is filled with dirty thoughts that I could never share with a mate. I’d shared them with Sophia, but she doesn’t count. No one had ever done anything fantasy-worthy with me. I can barely speak the words that are needed to describe the things I want done to me, or that I’d want to do to another person in this world.


      “Ma’am,” he said, snapping me out of the evaluation of my sex life, or lack thereof.


      “Sorry, yes?”


      “Can you try and start it for me, please?” he said, leaning over the hood, his hands placed on either side of the opening. “Now,” he said. The car churned and churned. “Stop,” I heard him yell over the screeching noise. He moved methodically around the engine. “Try it again.” I turned the key, causing the engine to rattle, but not start.


      He stood, rubbing the back of his neck as curses spilled from his lips. The only thing I could see was his crotch. I stared, motionless. His t-shirt covered the belt loops and stopped just above his groin. Damn. He filled out those jeans. He had to be big. Everything about him was big—he couldn’t, just couldn’t, have a small cock, could he?


      The last guy that I’d slept with was more the size of a party pickle. It was the most unsatisfying sexual experience of my life. He was a teacher, and I wanted someone who was educated and self-sufficient, but he was boring in and out of the bedroom. I thought I’d found that with Derek, Mr. Pickle, but I was wrong. He was a wreck, and filled with more mental issues than anyone I’d ever know. He was germophobic, which was problematic when having sex. He’d jump right out of bed immediately after sex to shower and wash the dirty off. I sighed to myself, remembering his need to be clean—never mind that he was an asshole, too.


      The hood of my car made a loud thump as the man slammed it. “Your car is a little tricky. Foreign cars can be complicated. I can’t seem to get it to start,” he said, walking toward the driver-side door.


      “It’s okay. Thanks for trying.” I climbed out, not wanting to be trapped inside. What the hell was I going to do now?


      “I was heading to the bar up the road. Want to join me?” He smiled and tilted his head as he studied me. “You can call a tow truck from there. It may take them a while for them to get out here.”


      I couldn’t think of any other option. He was my only hope, my saving grace from the dark roadside, and a means to an end. There were worse things than climbing on the back of his motorcycle and wrapping my arms around him. “Okay, but I’ve never been on a bike.”


      “Never? How is that even possible?” he asked, shaking his head, a small laugh escaping his lips. His teeth sparkled in the light, straight and white. His jaw was strong, his cheekbones jutted out more when he smiled, and a small dimple formed on the left side of his face.


      I looked down at the ground, my cheeks heated. “I don’t know. I just never knew anyone that had one and I find them totally scary.”


      “It’s not far from here and there isn’t much traffic. I’ll keep you safe,” he said, holding out his helmet.


      My stomach fluttered as I closed the car door and thought about my first motorcycle ride. The black, round helmet felt cool against my fingers as I took it from him. I scrunched my eyebrows together as I studied it. I didn’t know if there was a front or a back, or how to put it on.


      “Here, let me help you,” he said as he reached for the helmet, removing it from my grip. His hand touched mine and I felt the spark again. Not a real spark, but electricity that I felt with every fiber of my being from the slightest touch. My body wanted his touch, but my mind was throwing up the caution flag.


      Placing it gently on my head, he ran his rough fingers down the straps, almost caressing my skin, to adjust it to fit my face. I inhaled deeply, trying to fill all my senses with him. He smelled different than any other man I’d smelled. He didn’t smell of cheap cologne, but there was a spicy, woodsy scent that reminded me of home. I closed my eyes and relished the feel of his warm skin against mine.


      “All done. Are you ready?” he asked.


      I opened my eyes, heat creeping up my neck, as I had been lost in his touch. “Yes.” I prayed my voice didn’t betray me.


      He climbed on the bike, sliding forward, making room for me. “Lift your leg and climb on.”


      Placing my hand on his shoulder to help balance myself, I followed his instructions; my body slid forward, smashing against him. Rock solid. He turned his head, looking me in the eyes. “Put your feet on the pegs and wrap your arms around me. I don’t bite—well, unless you want me to.” He smirked, and my heart felt like it was doing the tango in my chest as I pressed against his back. He didn’t just say that to me, did he? I lifted my feet off the ground, turning over complete control to the stranger I was entrusting with my life. I locked my hands together, completely wrapped around him.


      “Ready?”


      “Wait! I don’t even know your name. I mean, I’m putting my life in your hands and I don’t even know who you are.” I gripped his body tighter, clinging to him.


      I couldn’t hear his laughter, but I felt the rumble of it from deep in his chest. “My friends call me City, sugar.” He throttled the engine and my heart skipped a beat. Fear gripped me—there was no turning back now.
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