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    Vinter is not your typical businessman. Tattoos, piercings and not a suit and tie in sight. He likes his beer cold, his music hard, and his women scorching hot. Until he’s knocked off his game by a suburban doll he can’t stop wanting. 
 
      
 
    Elise needs a change. In men in respect, in romance, and most definitely in sex. A recent text message drives Elise into a bar on the outside of town where she meets the bad boy of her dreams. 
 
      
 
    Unexpected tenderness. Unimaginable lust. Being dumped never felt so damn good. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    The bartender leaned against the polished, scarred wood of the bar. “Another one?” 
 
    Elise looked at the bottom of her glass and debated what the correct answer should be. Would she rather drive home or call a cab? 
 
    “Yes, let the lady have another.” 
 
    She turned her head at the man who had come to straddle the barstool next to hers. Short auburn hair and ice blue eyes. Arms covered in bright, colorful tattoos and fingernails painted black. Hot didn't cover it. But it was the smile combined with a sex appeal that reached out and enveloped her from head to toe. She wanted him. Right here, right now. 
 
    She cleared her throat, found her voice, pleased at its steadiness. “I appreciate it, but no. It’s time for me to call it a night.” In his bed would be a nice place to do that, but she’d called a halt to all men for a while. Even gorgeous ones with hard cocks pressed against worn denim, and solid muscles framing lean perfection beneath faded black. 
 
    God, she needed to go home. He was too tempting and her bruised ego was too vulnerable. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Yes, why indeed. “It’s ... time. Been a long day.” 
 
    He reached out and stroked the back of the hand she had wrapped around the empty glass. “Going home alone?” 
 
    Would you like to come home with me? “Yes, alone.” 
 
    “Hmm. That doesn’t sound like fun at all. Tell you what. Why don’t you let me buy you another drink and you can fill me in on why it’s been such a long day. I’m a pretty good listener.” 
 
    He had a delicious, well-defined mouth and Elise wanted to let her lips fall down on his. His deep voice rolled over her like a soft, warm blanket. “The guy I’d been seeing ended things today. I got the text at lunch.” 
 
    “Text? You serious? Dumbass man.” 
 
    She tried not to smile, but couldn’t help it. It was only a small one and when he answered her with one of his own, she swore her panties melted. 
 
    No. I was the dumbass in this one. I knew better and now, well, hindsight is twenty-twenty.” She shrugged. The bartender chose that moment to set another rum and Coke in front of her. The smell of the alcohol made her feel lightheaded. Whoa. She didn’t need to drink it. It was that strong. Instead of calling a cab, she would be sleeping on the floor beneath the stool she sat on. 
 
    “What did you know better about?” 
 
    “Trust me, you don’t want to know.” She took a small sip of her new drink. The rum burned going down and it felt good. Tattoo Man would feel better, but … 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    "Smooth. Too smooth. And married.” 
 
    “Oh.” Tattoo Man shook his head. “Yeah, that’s never good. Are you?” 
 
    “Am I what? Good? Yes.” 
 
    He grinned at her and heat flooded her cheeks. She had no idea where that teasing, suggestive comment had come from, but she liked it, liked that she made him grin. He was devastating to look at. 
 
    “Mmmm. I’ll give you a chance to prove it later. Are you married?” 
 
    “No, I’m not.” 
 
    “Then why waste your time on a man who is?” 
 
    She never would have if she’d known. Where were all the damn warning signs? “I didn’t know. See, that’s me being the dumbass. He gave all his numbers, his address. There were never any restrictions on communication or seeing one another.” She could call him whenever, though she always let him call her. She’d never been one who could chase a man, even one she was dating. She could see him every night, every day. He’d introduced her to people he worked with, friends he hung out with. 
 
    She been wracking her brain all afternoon trying to figure it out. There had to have been something that hinted at there being a Mrs. But Elise couldn't find it. 
 
    “When did you find out?” 
 
    “In his message. He said he was going back to his wife.” And there it was. All over again. The shock, the humiliation. There hadn’t even been a tan line on his ring finger. She’d looked. 
 
    It seemed obvious that going back meant he and his wife were separated, but still … 
 
    She lowered her forehead to the bar. That twinge inside her gut, gnawed at her. Where had her character judgments gone so wrong? When had her ability to read people become so flawed? She used to be able to read people because she watched more than she talked. What had happened that she couldn’t choose a guy anymore who was worth anything, who wasn’t a loser or a liar? What had happened to her once-upon-a-time, never-let-her-down intuition? 
 
    Tattoo Man leaned in close. His breath whispered into her ear, and fanned across her skin. She had to fight the shiver, fight not to lift her head, fight to keep from turning it a fraction of an inch to her right. “Let me take care of you.” 
 
    And then there was hot and yummy next to her. Her intuition was screaming loud and clear in regard to him. 
 
    Don’t ask. Don’t ask. Don’t. You. Dare. Ask. “Take care of me how?” Dammit. She couldn’t help but ask though. No man had ever said those words to her. It didn’t matter right then what he wanted to do to her, how he meant those words. All that mattered was that he’d said them, offered them. 
 
    He smelled of beer, of smoke, and of every sinful thought she’d ever had. Guys like Tattoo Man never looked at her twice. Normal, everyday, business men did. They were the ones she thought she needed. They were the one’s she thought were like her. Corporate. Buttoned-up. He asked why she would waste her time with a married man. Had she known, she wouldn’t have. 
 
    Damn. 
 
    Talk about a wake up call. 
 
    Or wake up text. 
 
    Her blood flowed like lava through her veins, hot and thick. Looking at him, her imagination ran wild. Thoughts of all he could do with that voice, those hands, that mouth, and that body. Tattoo Man was the type of hot-blooded man she’d always wanted, but never the type she ended up attracting. 
 
    Until now, that is. 
 
    He winked and one corner of his mouth tilted up as he sat back again. “You. Me. A bed. Naked. Fucking all thoughts of that loser right out of your pretty head.” 
 
    She should’ve been shocked at his frankness. She shouldn’t have been turned on by it. 
 
    He couldn’t be serious, could he? The look in his eyes told her that yes, he was very serious. Oh wow. When? Where? For how long? “I don’t think—” 
 
    He gave a sharp shake of his head and reached for her drink. “No,” With his eyes trained on her, he took a swallow that would have choked her going down, but didn’t faze him at all. When he put the glass back down, half the liquid was gone. “This isn’t one of those thinking moments. This is one of those go-for-it ‘doing’ moments. I want you to smile big and bright and I want to see tears in your eyes because you’ve come so much, because you’ve come so hard. I want you to walk funny because I've been inside you for hours and you don’t me to stop.” 
 
    Well … She had no words. None. When put like that, how could she? And how could she say no? 
 
    N.O. 
 
    No. 
 
    But she wouldn’t. She couldn’t. She might not get the happy ending with Tattoo Man, but he was offering her a down and dirty good time. He was offering her the kind of naughty sex she’d only ever dreamed about and she couldn’t, wouldn’t say no to him. She wanted to be able to say she’d had a bad boy. 
 
    She’d think about the consequences later. Then, she’d have that talk with her intuition and find out why it was only now deciding to start issuing warnings. For tonight, though, she was going to make at least one fantasy come true. 
 
    She’d swear off men, for sure, tomorrow. 
 
    She grabbed her purse and began to pull her wallet out, but he stayed her hand and the contact was electric. Jolts of hunger and need traveled through her body. She knew he felt it, too, when the ice blue of his eyes darkened, taking on a smoky-blue hue. 
 
    “It’s on the house.” 
 
    His voice had deepened as well, rumbling through her. They said fantasy was always better than real life, but she was going to have to disagree in this instance. The reality of him was going to be better than any erotic dream she'd ever had. “What about the other drink? I still need to pay for it.” 
 
    “That one’s on the house, too.” 
 
    “Oh.” She was fresh out of stalling tactics. “Well, in that case …” 
 
      
 
    Vinter grinned again. He couldn’t help it. He’d watched her from the moment she walked in. He’d had innocent intentions from the get-go. He only wanted to say hello, talk to her for a few minutes, give her a friendly ear, listen to whatever her story was. That was often why people ended up in a bar for the first time. They didn’t know where else to go. They wanted to get lost in a place no one would know them and some would open up in that safe environment of anonymity. 
 
    Vinter had wanted to know what brought her into his bar. Getting her into bed had been the farthest thing from his mind. But, the second he sat next to her and she turned those big emerald eyes on him, he’d been a goner. 
 
    Lust flared when she looked at him, and his gut twisted into a knot that slid down to his nuts and tugged hard. She tried to bank it, to mask it, but it remained steady as her eyes traveled up and down his body. Her gaze lingered on his tats, then zeroed in on his mouth. He would have kissed her, but had the feeling the second his lips touched hers, they’d be on top of the bar making out, naked. Not that he would care. 
 
    “What’s your name?” he asked, crooking his finger, beckoning her closer. 
 
    “Does it matter?” Her steps were hesitant. 
 
    Does it matter? Of course to hell it mattered. How was he supposed to whisper it in her ear as he pounded her ass if he didn’t know it? “Yes.” 
 
    “It does? Why? This is about sex. Names don’t figure into it.” 
 
    Was she serious? It might start out as being about sex, but he had a feeling that it wouldn’t end that way. “Trust me, names do figure into it. You can say not tonight or even tomorrow, but by the end of the weekend, names will figure into it a lot.” 
 
    She stood with her lips compressed into a thin line and her eyes looking everywhere except him. “Okay.” He’d relent. For the time being. “I’ll give. You don’t have to tell me yours. Yet. Mine is Vinter.” 
 
    Her eyes snapped to meet his. He read in them a relief that he wasn’t going to press the issue. “Thank you. Names are a complication this kind of thing doesn’t need.” 
 
    “This kind of thing? What kind of thing do you think this is?” 
 
    “You know, a one night stand.” 
 
    “Huh.” He nodded once and slid off the barstool, gesturing for her to walk ahead of him. He guessed she missed the part about the weekend. 
 
    She stopped short and had he not been paying attention, he’d have bumped right into her. As it was, he was able to catch himself a hairsbreadth from her. When she turned around, her nose brushed his chest and she ended up being the one to stumble back in surprise. He caught her around the back of the neck only to haul her into his body. 
 
    Her breath came out on in a whoosh. “The … The drink. Are you sure?” she panted, her gaze locked in the center of his chest. 
 
    “I’m sure.” Vinter breathed deep, the warm scents of citrus and spice wrapping around him. She looked up, questions in her eyes, and he smiled. “I own part of the house.” 
 
    “Oh.” She gave him a short, crisp nod and maneuvered out of his hold and out the door. 
 
    Laughter rang out from behind the bar, but Vinter ignored it. 
 
    As soon as he walked outside into the cool night air, she was there, launching herself at him. She pressed him back against the wall and pulled his mouth down to hers. 
 
    Her kiss was hungry and desperate. He hated that she’d been forced to need what he could give, but at the same time, he’d give it all and then some. 
 
    His arms wrapped around her and he turned them, reversing their positions. With a groan, he tore his mouth away, only to trail kisses along her jaw. “Put your legs around me.” 
 
    “N … no, I can’t. I’m too heavy. You can’t hold me up.” 
 
    He nipped at her neck and tugged on the skin, wanting to soothe the anxious edge in her voice. “I may be lean, but I’m strong enough. Trust me, I can handle you.” 
 
    He reached down and wrapped one hand around the back of her knee, and lifted her leg around his thigh. He pressed into her harder. “Lift your other leg, baby. I’ve got you, I swear. You’re not going to fall.” 
 
    Her hands slid up his arms and her fingers gripped his shoulders as she lifted her foot off the ground. He shifted and caught both her legs in his hands as he moved her up the wall with his body. She was heavy against him, but God, it was a glorious weight and he fucking loved it. Her soft body and full curves welcomed him. His cock strained against the zipper of his jeans where the heat from the juncture of her thighs teased him. 
 
    “Shit, woman. You’ve got to be the sexiest …” His lips captured hers again before he finished his statement. Tongue met tongue, breath mingled with breath. 
 
    Her hands slid up over his head, and his fingers flexed around her thighs and ass, wanting her naked. She rocked against him. He shoved himself against her. And they fucked through their clothes creating a frustrating, delicious friction. Could she feel the ridges of his cock piercings through the layers separating their flesh from one another? He sure as hell could. He felt them rubbing the inside of his jeans. What would she think, how would she react to seeing the metal along the shaft and through the head? He wondered these things and a lot more in the space of a few seconds and then stopped wondering altogether. 
 
    Forcing an end to the kiss, Vinter looked into her face, his hips still pumping against her. She tightened around him and gasped air into her lungs with her lower body bearing down. She was going to come. He saw it in her face, felt it in the tensing of her muscles. The street lamps, the parking lot lights showed him everything in her expression. 
 
    “Please …” 
 
    It was a whisper as he surged up hard. It was a whimper as he ground into her. 
 
    When they got naked back at his place, he was taking her this way. Up against the door, the wall, set her on the kitchen counter, anchor her on the back of the couch … He was going to hoist her up and fuck her. There wouldn’t be to be a single surface left untouched in his house when he got through with her. 
 
    Then, after a little recovery, they’d start all over again. 
 
    Outside. 
 
    On the porch, on the hood of his car, in the grass. 
 
    He strained, tried not to come in his jeans, but when she stiffened, and bucked, and shuddered in his arms, he lost it. His cock pumped semen against the denim, but he had no complaints. Fucking her like that had been hot, erotic and one of the damn sexiest things in his life. 
 
    When he thought he could talk and make some sense, he gave it a shot. “C’mon, let’s go. There’s so much more I want to do to you that doesn’t involve the wall outside my bar.” 
 
    “Um, yeah, okay. Let me make sure I’ve got my AmEx card. I wasn’t planning on this tonight.” She was still breathless, her voice soft, a little rough and sexy as hell. But her thoughts were calm, rational. He wanted her to let go of that control. 
 
    “Why do you need it?” 
 
    “For the room," she said, rummaging through her purse. 
 
    “Room? Hotel room?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Seconds later she pulled her hand free, holding a gold credit card between her fingers. 
 
    Oh hell no. “We’re not going to a hotel. We’re going to my place. Or yours.” 
 
    “Oh.” Wide eyes stared up at him. “No. I … No, a hotel is a better idea.” 
 
    He leaned in, letting his lips trail kisses along her jaw again. His cock still throbbed in his wet jeans and she wanted a cold bed in a room with cold wall? “My bed is a better idea. It’s the best fucking idea.” 
 
    She sighed and he steeled himself against the rejection she was about to deliver. He wasn’t backing down on this, though. He wanted time to explore this hotness, this insane hunger he felt inside. Besides, she couldn’t scream in a hotel room and he wanted her screaming his name. 
 
    “Vinter, this isn’t going to work. I only wanted—” 
 
    “To be anonymous and unnoticed. To understand why you let him use you, even though you didn’t know he was doing it at the time. You wanted a drink. You wanted to forget. You wanted something different because the normal things aren’t taking care of you like you need. Yeah, baby girl, I know. By morning you won’t remember his name and you won’t want to forget mine.” He lowered her legs to the ground and held her until he was sure she could stand on her own. He wasn’t even sure he could, but where there was a will, there was a way. And he had a will to get her naked, in bed, and have his way with her. 
 
    “Your place is too personal. It—” 
 
    “Personal is exactly what you need.” He bent his head and tugged at her bottom lip with his teeth. “Very. Personal.” He tweaked one of her nipples. “But if distance in a hotel room is what you want …” He shrugged, then took one, two, three steps away from her and disappeared around the side of the building. 
 
    He left the words hanging and wondered how long it would take her to follow. He didn’t have to wait long. 
 
    When she appeared, he was leaning against the trunk of his car. Casual. At ease. As though he had all the time in the world. As though he wasn’t wearing a pair of jeans with a load of come in them. 
 
    She came to a stop in front of him. “I shouldn’t do this.” 
 
    “Tell me why not.” 
 
    “I can’t,” she whispered. 
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    “Hmm. We can debate that later if you’d like. For now, though, you want to do this and so do I. I see it in your eyes. You want to be bad and I dare you to deny it. We can arrange to have your car brought out to my place. After that, you can leave if you want to.” He tapped the tip of her nose and dropped his voice to a near whisper. “But you’re not going to want to. Besides, I don’t bite hard, unless you beg me.” Her eyes widened at his statement. He’d love to bite her soft, smooth skin. He’d love to mark her in ways that would scare her, then turn her on. 
 
    He grinned and straightened away from the back of the car. Walking around to open the passenger door for her, he waited, but not for long. She rushed toward him and slid down into the car. “That’s my girl,” he purred. She shivered and gave up a small moan. The smile didn’t leave his face as he closed the door and walked around to the driver’s side. He sank into the leather seat that hugged him with familiarity. 
 
    Vinter reached out and turned her head toward him with his fingers on the side of her face. His lips took hers in a hot, open-mouthed kiss and she melted around his tongue. With his free hand, he unbuttoned the first button on her shirt and he waited a brief moment for her to say something. Anything. When she didn’t, he released the next four buttons. 
 
    The curves of her breasts and the slight indent of her waist were visible. The black satin bra was bold against her light skin. She was beautiful. “Stay like that. Please. Looking at you like this … That man was a damn fool. He didn’t deserve you. Me, though? My cock? We deserve you. Every inch of you, inside and out.” 
 
    He lowered his head. “Turn this way a little." She shifted until she faced him. Less than a second passed and he hand his face pressed into her chest. He snaked his tongue into her bra, tasting her skin and nipping at the lace edges. 
 
    She was so fucking sexy it took his breath away. Forget fool, the man who dumped her was definitely a dumbass. An utter, fucking dumbass. He knew why any man would want her, even a married one, but to deceive her like that … 
 
    She arched and the creamy mounds surrounded his cheeks, nose and mouth. Her hand held him against her and little mewling sounds reached his ears as they fell from her lips. He hoped she didn’t have plans for the next couple of days because he did — for both of them. 
 
    It took effort, but he lifted and pulled the seat belt across her body, careful not to disturb the luscious view. Once he clicked his own in place, he started the car and backed up. Throwing it into first gear, he peeled out of the parking lot. 
 
    The gentle roar of the engine, the dark night, and the smell of sex rocketed his lust up a few notches. The gear shift in his palm felt good and he wondered what it would look like pressed up inside the woman next to him. His lips tilted in a smirk at the naughty image and he pushed the clutch in, shifting into the next gear. 
 
    He glanced over as he turned down a small two-lane country road. “You’re quiet. What are you thinking?” He wasn’t sure why he wanted small talk. It wasn’t his thing, but he wanted to know about her. And to be honest, he wanted to be sure she wasn't thinking of the other guy. Vinter wanted her focused on him, on her orgasm, on the needs of her body. He wanted her thoughts on his hands, on his fingers, his mouth. He wanted her anticipating his kiss covering every available spot from her lips to her hotter-than-hell cunt. 
 
    She stared at him. Her eyes traveled across his body and he couldn’t deny how much he liked it, craved it. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d wanted a woman this much. Why the fuck would someone as decadent as she prefer a buttoned-up man who likely gave her bland, vanilla sex? He’d bet the asshole was a banker or businessman of some sort. Not the kind of man she needed. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    She needed one who’d give her all his time, all his attention, all his dick. She didn’t need a man she had to share with another woman. She didn’t need a man who would lie to her. She needed a man who would lay with her and share their bed with no one but her. 
 
    “I’ve never done this kind of thing. Get into a stranger’s car after attacking him outside a bar. Going home with him to have sex." She toyed with the clasp of her watch, flipping it open, then snapping it closed. "I guess I’m a little nervous. I thought I was ready to settle down, get serious. I didn’t think I’d be jumping into rebound sex because my ego needed a boost.” 
 
    Vinter laughed. “Nothing wrong with boosting your ego with a little over-the-top, out-of-this-world sex. Nothing wrong with rebound fun or what we’re doing.” Which was so much more than rebound fun in his mind. “Trust me, I don’t mind helping you get over him if I can make you feel great in the meantime.” 
 
    She grinned in return. It was the first full smile she’d given him and he loved it. It was beautiful, free, open. And if he didn’t keep his eyes on the road, they’d have to put off sex for a while as they figured out how to get out of the ditch. 
 
    “You’re not my normal type either," she continued. “Is that sad? I mean, you know, that I have a type? Or think I do. I want the house and the picket fence. I want the relationship and the love ever after.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with that? What's wrong with wanting love? You should have what you want. You only have to be willing to adjust what you think might get that for you. Be open to whatever the possibility may be.” 
 
    “I guess. You'll be damn dangerous to my libido, you know. Among other things.” She shrugged. “This isn’t like me, at least not the me I’ve become. I’ve grown up. It’s not as simple anymore. Sex, that is. Not with a man like you.” 
 
    “What does that mean? What is a ‘man like me’?” 
 
    “Dark. Dirty. Hard. Unconventional.” 
 
    Well, holy shit. He hadn’t expected that from her. It was blatant and honest. He reached over and snagged one of her hands in his, bringing it back to his lap and resting it on his crotch. He lifted his hips up and hissed through his teeth when she cupped him. “The danger goes both ways, but it’ll all be okay. I promise. And I won’t let you get attached until you’re ready.” 
 
    “Until I’m ready, huh?” She gave a playful squeeze, but if she’d kept doing it, kept up the pressure, he’d come again. He wanted her to unbutton and unzip him, lower her head to his lap, and suck him until they got to his house. “Your jeans are wet,” she said in the dark confines of the car. 
 
    He smirked. “No shit. It’s all your fault, too.” 
 
    “Mine?” 
 
    "Mmm. But I bet your panties are as wet as my jeans.” 
 
    “You can check them later if you want.” 
 
    “Fuck.” He bit the word out before he could stop it. Not that it mattered. The woman unraveled his famous control and he hadn’t even been inside her yet. 
 
    Detailed images flooded his mind of her panties drenched with her cum. Damn. 
 
    Neither said anything else for the rest of the drive to his small house. He lived on the outskirts of a town halfway between Atlanta and the Tennessee state line. 
 
    The house wasn’t much to look at on the outside, but he’d remodeled the inside over the last year. There hadn’t been a woman over since he finished. He was going to christen the place with this particular woman’s body. 
 
    He pulled into the drive, parked, and turned off the ignition. Her hand rested limp and soft between his legs, and when he looked over, he found her asleep. His walking, talking wet dream had fallen asleep in the car. Though his dick hadn’t softened any, something inside him did at the sight of her. Was she comfortable with him or was she so exhausted that the drive relaxed her enough to let her rest? Could be it was the alcohol, or it was the orgasm. Could be it was a combination of it all. None of the reasons mattered. He’d take care of her. 
 
    He unlatched her seat belt before he got. Opening her door, he took the purse from her lap and set it on the roof car before leaning in to wake her. 
 
    With gentle hands, he turned her face to him and kissed her eyelids. She moaned and nuzzled her cheek in his hand. She was so sweet to look at. He hated that her heart suffered because of someone, but he would get her through it to the other side. He knew what tonight was about and he was okay with that, even if he gave her grief about it earlier. There might even be more than tonight, but they’d take it one step at a time. He was nothing if not patient when he wanted something and he damn sure wanted her. He knelt on the ground and leaned in to kiss the corner of her lips. “Wake up, baby. We’re here. Let’s get you inside.” 
 
    After a few seconds of him rubbing his thumb over her cheek, her eyes fluttered open. “I fell asleep.” 
 
    Her voice was all soft, sexy sleepiness. He smiled. “You did.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be. C’mon, I’ll help you out of the car.” He took her hand in his and let her take her time easing herself up and out of the deep bucket seat. He grabbed her purse, closed the door, and walked her up to the front of the house, holding her close against his side. He locked the car from the fob in his hand, then inserted the house key and unlocked the door, ushering her inside. 
 
    “Kick off your shoes,” he murmured once they were inside. 
 
    Leaning against the door, she did as he told her. He hadn’t noticed her pretty pink toenails before, but they winked at him when she toed off her sandals. Was there anything at all about this woman that didn’t make him want to throw her down and rut like an animal? Because so far, everything she did made him want to stuff himself inside her, feel her close around him, and fuck. 
 
    With her head reclining back and her dreamy, half-closed eyes gazing at him, he stripped her of her shirt and bra. She never protested, only moved her body to accommodate him, making it easier for him to undress her. His breath caught when he had her naked from the waist up. 
 
    Her breasts were full and would overflow his hands. He clenched his fingers to keep from reaching out. They itched to tug on her nipples, make her gasp as he twisted them, rolled them and bit them. But he didn’t do any of that. He only trailed the tips over the pale, plump mounds. 
 
    “Do you want to sleep naked, in panties or in one of my shirts?” he asked, popping the snap on her pants. He moved slow, careful not to spook her, then slid the zipper down. She helped get them over her hips and legs until they pooled at her ankles. He helped her step out of them. 
 
    Something about her got to him, compelled him, pulled him toward her. 
 
    She hadn't come into the bar dressed to pick up a guy. She looked more liked she headed to have a casual dinner with some friends. Her pants had hugged the curve of her hips and the dip of her waist, molding around her ass, though they weren’t tight. 
 
    Everything about her when she’d looked at him in the bar screamed “fuck me”. 
 
    He stepped back and stared at her, his mind once again filled with fantasies of what he wanted to do with her. She was lush and gorgeous standing in matching black bra that covered her skin, and black panties that covered her lower belly and her hips. Her curves should be on display and marked by a lover. He’d be lucky if he didn’t come in his jeans again looking at her. 
 
    “Panties and a shirt.” 
 
    “No, you get to choose only one.” Taking her by the hand again, he led her through the dark to the bedroom. He settled her on the side of the bed and turned on a lamp. Damn. The blankets and sheets were strewn in all directions. There was one pillow on the floor and two more piled against the headboard. He looked down at her, an apology on his tongue at the mess, but the exhaustion in her face as erased it. “What’s it going to be?” 
 
    “Both please,” she whispered, a blush stealing through her cheeks and shoulders. 
 
    God … How could he deny her? “Okay. I’ll let you have both tonight. Tomorrow night though, only one. Understand?” 
 
    She nodded through a yawn and he walked to his dresser. In the second drawer, he found an older, super soft shirt. She’d closed her eyes sitting up. “Be a good girl and lift your arms.” He slipped the shirt over her hands and head, letting it fall around her body. It came to rest around her hips. He’d never seen anything quite as sweet and sexy as her half asleep in his shirt, on his bed. “Come on and get in.” 
 
    He didn’t have to say it twice. She curled up on her side and he pulled the covers over her. Vinter knelt to be at eye level with her and brushed her hair back over her ear. 
 
    “I’m sorry I’m not much fun tonight. Drinking makes me sleepy. And the orgasm made me feel good and relaxed. You’re very nice to let me sleep here.” 
 
    “Don’t apologize. I’ll let you make it up to me in the morning.” 
 
    “Be glad to.” Her eyes closed once more as he leaned in to kiss her. She was fast asleep before he lifted away and it was a long time before he stood. 
 
    He could have offered to take her home and picked her up the next morning to go get her car from the bar parking lot. He could have put her in the second bedroom. He could have kept her awake with mind-blowing sex. But none of that appealed at the moment. Well, except for the mind-blowing sex part. Ever since he realized she was asleep in the car, the need to comfort her and care for her came back again. He’d pushed it to the back burner outside the bar in the face of the raw sexual chemistry that burned between them. It was back now, though, and something inside him wouldn’t let her wake up alone. 
 
    On his way back to the entryway, he sent a text to Dallon about her car. Of course, Vinter didn't have her keys and he didn't want to rummage through her purse. In the end, he told Dallon not to worry about it. Vinter would take her back to her car whenever she wanted. All she had to do was tell him. 
 
    He grabbed up her clothes and purse, and took them back into the bedroom. She was snoring. Soft, almost a whistle. 
 
    Vinter stripped off his sticky jeans and shirt, then slipped into the bathroom. He emerged a few minutes later after brushing his teeth, taking a piss, and washing the dried cum off his cock. 
 
    When he crawled into bed, she snuggled close, fitting herself into the planes and angles of his body. He welcomed the connection, the intimacy. Something about her soothed something inside him and he wasn’t sure how to interpret it. He wasn’t about to second-guess it though, either. 
 
    “Mmmm, you’re warm. I like it,” she mumbled. 
 
    “Good.” He kissed the top of her head. He liked it, too. 
 
    “You’re the hottest man I know. Way out of my league.” 
 
    She yawned during the last of her words and burrowed deeper into the bed, into him. Out of her league? What the hell did that mean? He wasn’t out of any woman’s league and he’d never considered himself anything special. He was a man who liked what he liked whether it was a new tat, a new piercing, or hot, call-the-fire-department sex. 
 
    He buried his face in her hair and inhaled. She smelled like paradise. He hadn’t spent the night with a woman he had yet to fuck in more years than he could count. Moreover, sleep was rarely ever involved. 
 
    Sliding a hand under the bottom of her shirt, he cupped one of her full tits with the nipple pebbled against his palm. He closed his eyes and willed himself to sleep. Otherwise, he’d be pulling her panties to the side and fucking her until they both passed out from exhaustion. 
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    Elise snuggled deeper into the covers. It was still dark in the room and rain fell in a steady downpour outside. The warm, all-male body pressed against her brought all her nerve endings to life. And she couldn’t mistake the hardness that throbbed against her or the t-shirt bunched up over her hips. 
 
    When he rolled away from her after kissing her shoulder and got out of the bed, she pretended to be asleep. She needed a little time to collect herself before she had to face him. Last night’s spur-of-the-moment, need-to-get-out-of-the-house venture made her stifle a groan. Not only had she wandered into a bar alone, but she’d thrown herself at Vinter. A stranger. A sexy as sin stranger. But a stranger nonetheless. 
 
    And when she’d thrown herself against him? Yeah. The memories flooded her mind. She was part embarrassed and part so turned on her clit twitched. 
 
    None of this was like the careful, curated woman she presented to the world. 
 
    But Vinter, spoke to her on a level she had never thought a living, breathing man would. Even his name was hot. In her fantasy life, she was a sex kitten, hungry, ravenous for a man like the one whose bed she currently lay in. 
 
    Of course, falling asleep in his car hadn't been part of the plan. God, what must he think of her? She pulled the covers up over her head. She wouldn't blame him if he wanted to get her out of his house so he could go find someone else. 
 
    She heard the shower turn on and she rolled onto her back, ending up in the middle of the bed. The side he’d slept on was still warm and on an impulse, she grabbed his pillow and put it over her face, inhaling his scent. It was dark and sexy, like the finest whiskey. Deep, rich, strong. 
 
    He was worth more than a rebound fuck, and she was dumb for even being there with him in the first place. Then again, it was his idea that she be there. She wouldn’t deny she wanted him from the second she heard his voice. All that sex appeal and then … Then he’d held her against him all night without once trying to take advantage of her. Yep, a man like that was worth so much more than a night of after-a-breakup sex. Shit, sex with him would be worth more than any other kind of sex. That damned orgasm outside the bar made her hungry for more. Hell, the kiss, the very look of him sitting next to her in the bar made her hungry for more. 
 
    “Trying to suffocate yourself?” 
 
    Damn. Caught. Elise lifted the pillow from her face and turned her head. He stood in the doorway of the bathroom, shirtless and in jeans. The tattoos on his arms and chest and stomach made her pussy clench. He was the baddest bad boy she’d ever met. He made her sex wetter than any man she’d ever met too. “No. To be honest, I was smelling it. You smell good.” Might as well let the truth out. No need hiding behind it now. 
 
    “Nice. I like the honesty. It’s not as overrated as people think it is. You hungry? Want breakfast? I make kick ass waffles.” 
 
    Oh, she was hungry all right, but it wasn’t for food. The longer she looked at him, the more her belly flip-flopped and her clit twitched. She was hungry for him. Starving. “Later. I don’t think I want waffles, yet.” 
 
    He flipped off the bathroom light and walked to the side of the bed. “Oh. What do you want then?” 
 
    She felt the heat of a blush steal through her. The thoughts in her head should’ve made her scramble back beneath the covers. She didn’t move. Instead, she stared, not knowing what to say or how to answer him. Should she look away? Should she go to him? He was getting harder by the second. The longer she looked at him, the more the denim tightened and stretched as his cock grew in length and width. She put the pillow back on the bed and sat up. “I … I don’t know. I don’t know how to do this with you.” 
 
    “I’m like any other man, baby.” 
 
    Like hell he was. “No, you’re not. I’m sure though after last night you’re ready to be rid of me.” 
 
    “Not at all. But you have to tell me what you want. I can’t give it to you unless you do.” 
 
    You. I want you. I want you everywhere inside me. “I …” She licked her lips and shook her head. This was going to be … Hell, this was a disaster. 
 
    “You have nothing to fear from me. We only met last night, but we also slept together. You trust me at least a little. Trust me a little more. Tell me what you want. You can have anything at all, but you have to tell me.” 
 
    He was right. If she wanted this, then she was going to have to come right out and say it. She’d never had to do that before. Not even in her fantasies. Her fantasy men knew what she wanted and gave it, taking from her what they wanted. 
 
    Why did reality have to be so hard? 
 
    She took a deep breath. “We came here for a reason last night.” Her voice was soft, unsure and it was exactly how she felt inside, too. 
 
    “We did, yes. You were a little sleepy though,” he said with a smile. 
 
    That smile was going to kill her. She took another deep breath and got to her knees. Damn, at this rate she was going to need an oxygen tank. Measured steps took her toward him. He didn’t move, didn’t speak. He stayed stock still, waiting.  
 
    How many times would she have to tell herself that she could do this? Alcohol had added to her bravado along with the cover of night. Broad daylight, overcast outside or not, and a lack of rum was a whole different story. “I’m not sleepy now.” 
 
    Being forward was hard for her, harder than she expected, but there was something about him that drew her. 
 
    It could be that she wasn’t trying to impress him. It could also be that she now had the chance to be with the type of man she’d never had the guts to go after. 
 
    Who the hell knew what it is was, but she wasn’t about to waste a second of their time together. He knew as well as she did what she wanted, but he left it up to her to take it, or to at least make a grab for it. 
 
    He didn’t push, he didn't force, he didn’t coax her into anything. 
 
    He was all lean and scorching hot. She was all plus-sized and average. And he wanted her. 
 
    She saw it in the darkness of his eyes, the want he didn’t try to hide. 
 
    Her gaze traveled in slow, micro movements from his jeans, up his abs, over his chest, and stopped at his lips. She didn’t want to miss anything. She wanted to catalog him, commit him to memory. The tattoos, the nipple piercings, the muscles, the long legs, and the hard to contain bulge of his cock. 
 
    “Say it. Tell me what you want.” 
 
    She hadn’t, had she? She was still silent, mute, and he wasn’t going to let her get out of it. He wasn’t going to let her show him, he wanted the words from her. He wanted … consent. He wanted her aware and complicit in giving herself over to this. To either have him or not. He wouldn't let her settle for indecision. The choice was hers. Either stay safe or take the risk. 
 
    “You. I want you.” 
 
    He reached out with both hands and flicked at her nipples still covered by the shirt. “Take the shirt off.” 
 
    Another choice. Had she not made the choices before? Had she done things without considering what might come after? This with him, right now, the morning after, was a choice she had to make. Conscious and aware. 
 
    Her fingers trembled as she gripped the bottom edge of her shirt. The intent had been to go slow. Her actions were anything but. She ripped the shirt over her head before she could change her mind. 
 
    A slow, naughty grin spread across his mouth when her breasts came into view. He reached out again and flicked her nipples. She arched and he took it as the invitation it was and pulled at them. She couldn’t stop the groan that filtered up from her throat. Seeing his black-painted fingernails against her pale skin … It was like every sin and wicked thought she’d ever had coming to life. It enthralled her, the feel and sight of him touching her. “Like that, do you?” 
 
    “Yes.” Her voice came out as a breathy gasp when he lifted her breasts by her nipples. She’d never told anyone that she liked her sex a little rough with a little pain, but he seemed to know. She’d hardly dared admit it to herself. Most of her previous partners were oblivious to what she craved in the bedroom. The one man she had told thought her slutty, a trait he didn’t want in the future mother of his children. Elise had learned not to be so open with the men she dated. And she most definitely kept her love of all-day, all-night hard sex to herself. 
 
    Vinter seemed to know what her body wanted. He also seemed to catch on to how much she wanted to admit it, tell it, say it, shout it, scream it as well. Was that part of the bad boy persona? Did they all know their partners as well or was it only her needs that were so transparent? 
 
    “Before we go further, you need to see something.” 
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    He let go of her nipples and she deflated. His hands on her body burned through her like liquid flames. “What?” 
 
    Sitting back with her ass resting on her heels, she waited and watched. Long fingers with colorful designs on the knuckles unbuttoned his 501s. 
 
    Since they’d hit the market so many years ago, they’d been her favorite jeans for men. It made her mouth water when a man ripped the buttons open. Though, if she were to use her teeth on a zipper … That would make for a sexier argument. Vinter would let her, too. He would let her explore and experiment with him. 
 
    Once all the buttons were free of their holes, he lowered his jeans to his hips and pulled out his cock. Her eyes widened. “Oh my god.” The more she stared at it, the harder it seemed to get. 
 
    His cock was long and thick and she doubted her fingers would wrap around his girth. That wasn’t what captured her attention. Nope. It was the piercings. She’d never seen a cock pierced that way. Yes, she’d seen pictures of cocks with rings and even bars through the head, but never this, never the shaft pierced. She reached out, wanting to touch him, and as she did so, the skin around the piercings grew taut. “May I …?” 
 
    “Yes. Touch me.” His breath hissed out and, as if his cock understood what she’d said, it flexed toward her. 
 
    Her fingertips took the ring that pierced the head and tugged with light pressure. His body tensed. The pads of her fingers skimmed down his length and over the four bars placed at even intervals. “Do they hurt?” she asked, wrapping her palm around the base. She slid her hand up, tight at first, until she got to the head, then loosened her grip, one bar between each of her fingers. 
 
    “No,” he ground out. 
 
    She’d never seen anything more provocative, more erotic. She thought his tats were hot, his pierced ears too, but this was beyond anything she’d imagined. He was unlike any man she knew, and not for the first time, she was very glad she’d wandered into his bar. 
 
    “Why did you get them?” 
 
    “No real reason. I liked the idea. It’s different. I liked the little bite of pain, too. It’s expression. And,” he lowered his voice to a teasing whisper. “You think they’re hot.” 
 
    Oh God, did she ever. As she stroked him, she realized she was different as well and had been since meeting him. At least, different from what others saw. No one knew she’d find this kind of man ideal … Smokin’ hot bad boy, expressive in body and art. No one knew she’d be the kind of woman to leave a bar, well hell, much less enter one, and say yes to a night of uninhibited lust. She was so tired of wearing the mask. However, she was beginning to learn that she didn’t have to wear it and was thrilled that he was taking it from her. 
 
    Her gaze roamed over his abs and up his chest again. Color was everywhere. She wasn’t sure there was an inch of skin not covered in ink. How long would it take her to trace them all with her tongue? She’d love to find out. 
 
    Her gaze dropped back to his cock. She hadn't let go. She didn't want to. Ever. 
 
    He was smooth-shaven, lacking any trace of hair, and, God, that was … She wanted to bury her face against him, inhale, and suckle between his legs. 
 
    “You want something,” he ground out. “Tell me.” 
 
    Bold, yet shy, she whispered, “I want to taste you.” 
 
    “Good girl. Do it. Taste me.” 
 
    And so she did. Tongue, lips and wide-open mouth explored. The cool metal against warm skin made for an interesting contrast. Her teeth played with the ring, tugging on it, dragging a groan out of him. Vinter flexed his fingers at his side as she moved down. She tugged on each of the barbells. When she plucked at the barbells with her teeth, agonized moans escaped him. 
 
    She licked swirls around each of the bars and slipped the tip of her tongue through the ring. She pulled and took as much of his hardness into her mouth as possible. 
 
    She couldn’t begin to describe what this stranger did to her insides, her pussy. Holy. Hell. Her panties had melted when she saw the piercings. 
 
    “Damn, baby. You must like the decorations.” 
 
    Elise lifted her mouth and let his cock slip from her lips. “I love them.” 
 
    “How much?” 
 
    There were no words. She licked around the head as his fingers caressed her cheeks. “Mmmm. Lots.” She engulfed him once again, this time fucking her mouth up and down as her hand gripped the base and stroked. 
 
    He held her head with one hand and force-fed her more cock. With the other, he stroked his palm down shoulder, her chest, then stopped to fondle a nipple. 
 
    She slurped and sucked. She savored and French-kissed the most beautiful cock she'd ever had the pleasure of. And when she couldn’t stand it any longer … When she couldn’t deny herself pleasure for another second, she reached between her legs.  
 
    Her fingers dipped under the waistband of her panties and went straight to work on her clit. She shifted and spread her thighs, fitting her whole hand against her pussy. 
 
    “You are a naughty thing.” 
 
    “Mmm-Hmm. All because of you it seems.”  
 
    The sucking noises as she slid her fingers in and out added to the slurping of her mouth on his cock. She wanted him inside her. She wanted to wrap her legs around him as he pounded into her. She wanted … 
 
    Elise lifted her mouth off his cock and pulled her fingers from her sex. She gazed up at him and shocked herself by sucking them, exaggerating the licking of her juices. His eyes darkened and narrowed, and a devious smile pulled at his lips and it spurred her on, emboldened her. She’d never felt so sexual, so free in all her life. So teasing, so playful, so … sexy. 
 
    Taking it one step further, she turned around on her knees and dropped her elbows to the bed, lifting her ass in the air. “I want you in me.” 
 
    She didn’t have to wait long and she didn’t have to say it twice. A drawer opened somewhere behind her and something ripped. Then his hands were there, sliding up and down her ass cheeks, over her hips, up the insides of her thighs. He pulled the crotch of her panties to the side and his fingers began a sweet torment through her wetness. Within seconds, he had her writhing. A few seconds after that, he had three fingers shoved inside her. Her head dropped to the mattress, even as her hips lifted higher, seeking more. 
 
    “So fucking tight.” 
 
    Before she knew it, her last article of clothing was gone and his cock was there, ready. One hand on her lower back held her steady as he slid in nice and easy. Each of the barbells along the shaft stroked her. She was full of him, stretched around him. 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she gasped out. 
 
    “Good. Let’s fuck.” 
 
    She giggled. She couldn’t help it, though it didn’t last long. His hands grabbed her at the top of her hips, and he started bucking against her. They began a rhythm, forward and back, and she was a full participant, giving as good as she took, taking as good as he gave. Her breasts bounced as she fucked back on his cock, meeting every thrust. Each time he drove into her, the ring rubbed against that one spot inside, destined to drive her mad. 
 
    She gripped the sheets in frustrated fists, her body teetering on the edge. 
 
    He stroked in, then out, in slow, agonizing, sweeter-than-fuck motion. This was her favorite position. She loved it deep, and when the guy let go, she loved it hard. Oh hell, she’d missed this. Not since she’d been in college had she had it like this, had a man flat out come on to her and taken her to bed. And that was eons ago. She’d never been easy, never been fast and loose, but she’d had her fair share of weekend flings in hotels way back when. 
 
    She didn’t know what had happened. She loved sex, and everything that went with it. She wanted it, needed it, craved it more than any of the women she was friends with. Her circle didn’t even talk about sex. Well, except for how they didn’t have time for it, that it didn't rank in the top ten of what was important to them. Shit. It was in the top two of her most important things in life list. 
 
    He picked up speed once again. Frenzied thrusts made her moan as his balls spanked her clit. Oh God, yes, she had missed this. A bead of sweat hit her back and she arched. She loved when a man got all worked up like that. His short fingernails dug into her skin and she welcomed the small bite of pain. 
 
    And then, he was gone. What the …? 
 
    She lifted her head and turned to look at him. He was standing there staring at her, jacking his cock, and his jeans were no longer around his thighs. She saw him raise his hand, she knew the smack was coming, but still she jerked when his palm connected with her ass. 
 
    “C’mon. Up …” He lifted his feet from what she suspected was a pool of denim on the floor, and he walked out of the room. 
 
    Her eyes widened at the tats on his back, part of his ass, and around his hips. The man was a walking canvas — black and white wings on his shoulder blades. The neck of a bass guitar running the length of his spine. A woman’s lips with vampire fangs on one of his ass cheeks, and the tail of a snake wrapped around one hip. 
 
    She scrambled off the bed, discarding her panties as she did so. She debated on rinsing with some mouthwash or doing a quick finger brush, but pushed the idea to the back of her mind. She wasn’t done with his cock yet. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Vinter waited. His cock aching, his heart thundering, his hands itching to touch her, spank her. Tight didn’t even begin to describe her pussy. It was like sinking into a vise that was way the hell too damned small, but shit, it felt so good, so hot inside her. And that was with a condom on. Fuck. What would she feel like if he wasn’t wearing one? He didn’t need to think about that or he’d come right now. 
 
    She came out of the bedroom and their eyes locked. She was sexy as all get-out. When she stepped up, close enough that his cock brushed against the softness of her belly, he bit back a groan. Her gaze traveled all up and down his chest. Her fingers reached out and tugged on his nipple rings and he couldn’t bite that groan back. 
 
    “I can’t believe I overlooked these before.” She flicked at them, pulled on them, gave them a slight twist to the left and right. 
 
    “You need a matching set.” 
 
    She looked up, her eyes blazing, her tilted smile a bit naughty, but a blush colored her cheeks. She was such a contradiction. Shy and uncertain, but dirty as hell when he coaxed it out of her. “Yes, perhaps I do. Wanna take me to have it done?” And then her head dropped to his chest and her teeth closed over one of the rings while her fingers held the other. She toyed with both at the same time, different sensations, different levels of torque. 
 
    Christ! The woman stripped his control down until there was nothing left. Nothing but need — strong, simple, sexual need. Her body, where it touched his, teased and tormented him. He took her by the waist and backed her up, though still keeping her mouth and fingers attached to him. Each move and the tugs sharpened so he felt it down in his sac. 
 
    “Let go a second,” he whispered into her hair. When she did, he pulled her down with him to the couch, pulling her over his thighs. He slid into her the moment they were in position. Her arms wrapped around his head and neck, followed by a kiss so deep he doubted he’d ever recover from it. Her tits pressed into his chest and thoughts of a chain linking them together, shot arousal down his body. Hell yes, he’d go with her. He’d take her to the shop and help her pick out the rings, hold her hand, and kiss her while it was being done. Then, he’d bring her back, strip her naked, and eat at her cunt while staring up at the rings in her perfect nipples. 
 
    Her knees squeezed his legs and her fingers once again took hold of his nipple rings. She lifted up, and pulled the rings so hard his ass lifted off the couch. Holy shit. She slid back down on him and let up on the pressure. He thought he'd prepared himself for her repeated motions, but he hadn't.  The pain versus pleasure sensations that surged through him … He’d never felt anything like it. The girl had a bit of sadist in her. 
 
    Other women didn’t play with his piercings the way this one did. Most of the ones he’d played around with had their own piercings and weren’t too affected by his. He was glad they fascinated her. He was glad she wasn’t afraid of them. 
 
    She rode him, fucked him. His eyes roamed over her face, which was intent on his chest. Down to her breasts, his gaze took in her rock-hard nipples. Down further, her cunt framed his cock to perfection. He loved that she was as smooth as him, all her pubic hair gone, and he couldn’t wait to get his mouth between her thighs. 
 
    Pleasure evident on her face, her body flushed, and he was in heaven. Morning fucks were his favorite. It was real, but for most people, it was dirty, something to turn their noses up at. 
 
    They didn’t like sex without first brushing their teeth or washing up. They needed perfume and lotion and makeup, and every hair in place. He could give a shit about any of that. He took a shower because she was still asleep and he’d planned on making her breakfast. Had he realized she was awake, he’d have rolled her over and planted himself inside her. 
 
    She lowered her head and began tracing, with her tongue, the sun tattoo that rested inches above his heart. Slow licks while she continued to ride him were almost more than he could take, almost torture. She was killing him with her tight pussy and her fluid mouth on his skin. 
 
    It was time to get serious and come. Wrapping an arm around her back, he pulled her in so close they were touching with little space between them. Her mouth, his mouth. Her nose, his nose. Their eyes locked while he pumped up into her, holding her hard and fast against him. Fucking thrusts that left no question about what he wanted, what he needed. His other hand held her face in a tender caress that belied the heat and urgency of the moment. 
 
    He tightened his hold on her waist and she smiled at him. Her lips touched his and she whispered, “Come,” inside his mouth. He swallowed her breath and lifted his hips, pouring semen. 
 
    She groaned and whimpered, pleaded. “Elise. Say it. Say my name, please.” 
 
    “Elise.” What a gorgeous, fucking name. What a gorgeous, fucking woman. 
 
    Her eyes drifted closed, her breath caught, her mouth split into a wide smile, and she came too. He felt it in the way her body trembled from the inside out. Her ass, her pelvis, her hips rode out the orgasm in to-and-fro motions until she collapsed on his chest. 
 
    She told him her name. God … 
 
    “Vinter?” 
 
    “Yeah, baby?” 
 
    “I want those waffles now.” 
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    He was still shirtless, but he’d put on indecent, low riding jeans again. His tattoos still fascinated her. She was still horny as all hell, too. The man did crazy things to her inside and out and none of it had anything to do with rebound sex. It had gone way beyond that the second he took her in his arms and held her while she slept. 
 
    He’d started working on the waffles when she’d gone in to take a shower. It’d felt so good, too, the warm water sliding over her sensitive skin, relaxing her further. She tingled everywhere and fantasies of Vinter joining her kept her company as she’d washed up. Every inch of her pussy was swollen, aroused and aching for his touch. 
 
    With the leftover cobwebs from sleep gone, she was able to think about what she was doing and what she wanted to do. The phone call from earlier had further seated the need inside for her to figure some things out. 
 
    The logical part of her, the one that had ruled her for years, told her she needed to leave as soon as breakfast was over. She wasn’t the young and free girl anymore who could do as she pleased. She was responsible — single, yes — but wanting more than one-night stands. It was time for serious relationships with potential toward marriage and family. 
 
    The other part of her wanted to kick logic’s ass clear into another universe. For years she’d done all the right things. Dated the right kind of man, had the right kind of job, the right kind of friends and the right kind of social activities. But being with Vinter these last hours made the person she knew she was inside, ache. She wanted a hot-blooded man who loved sex, loved to screw all day. She wanted a man she could go into a bar or a pool hall with and hang out, have a drink if she wanted. She wanted to quit her boring job and do something, anything else. She wanted to do something she loved whether it brought her money or not. She wanted a completely different life and it had taken Business Suit dumping her to make her see it. Well, to make her see that something wasn’t right. Vinter had helped her to see and to remember the person she was and not the person she put on every day. 
 
    Standing inside the kitchen doorway, she watched as he moved around making breakfast. The waffle iron sizzled with batter. Bacon sizzled on a griddle. And a bottle of maple syrup sat between two plates. 
 
    He moved with ease around the small but modern kitchen. The art on his body moved too, and seemed as though the tattoos were living, breathing objects. It was mesmerizing to watch him, to watch the colors flow on his body. He wasn’t hesitant in anything he did, whether it was making breakfast or making her come. He was fully involved and invested. 
 
    He turned her on in and out of sex. Her curiosity about him grew the longer she spent time with him. She wanted to know everything. He said he owned part of the bar last night and she wondered what else he might do. 
 
    Her other lovers were so different from Vinter and it amazed her that she’d ever found them appealing. Vinter made her feel alive, all woman, sexual, desired in ways the Suits never did. Around them, she felt she was auditioning for a part in their lives. If she were honest with herself, she'd admit that she’d been doing the same to them. 
 
    Sometimes honesty, while cleansing, still sucked. 
 
    A cool breeze blew up from the air vent in the floor and goose bumps formed on her skin. She wondered at having come out in only the t-shirt she’d worn last night, but not for long. Clothes weren’t exactly a priority. Getting it on with him again as quickly as possible again, was. He’d warm her up. 
 
    Her body trembled, but it had nothing to do with the chill, but the damp heat radiating from between her legs. Her breasts hung heavy with arousal and her nipples tingled and throbbed. They stood erect, as though reaching toward him, begging for his attention. A silent plea for that piercing. 
 
    She shifted her weight from one foot to the other as her gaze followed him. She couldn’t remember ever being so fascinated by a man before. “Anything I can do to help?” she asked, finally letting him know she was there. 
 
    He turned that devastating grin on her, and it froze in place, then dropped altogether, along with his jaw. His eyes darkened until the ice turned to blue flame. The air between them smoldered, crackled. “No, I’ve got it.” 
 
    His words, uttered through clenched teeth, caused her to shiver. He turned away with obvious reluctance, but not before she saw his hard-on. “Do you, uh …” He cleared his throat. “Do you want me to make some coffee?” 
 
    “Later.” She usually drank at least two cups every morning, but she didn’t seem to need it this particular morning. 
 
    “Okay. Let me know.” He pointed the spatula. “Why don’t you have a seat. Things’ll be ready in a second.” 
 
    “Would you like me to put my jeans on?” 
 
    “No. I’d rather you take the shirt off.” 
 
    He said it over his shoulder, his voice a bit gruff. She smiled and didn't give herself time to think. “Will you … Will you take it off me?” 
 
    He was in front of her in less than a heartbeat. Lust-filled eyes glinted down at her and warm hands traveled up her thighs to the hem of the shirt. Shivers coursed up and down her spine at his caressing touch. He slid the soft cotton up over her ass and hips, over her belly and breasts. She raised her arms so he could lift it off over her head. She’d left her panties on the bed and was very glad she’d done so. The backs of his fingers trailed down low to the hairless mound between her legs. 
 
    “I love that you’re smooth here. It’s so sweet and soft and sexy,” he murmured, his gaze following the movement of his hands and fingers. “You’re beautiful naked and aroused.” 
 
    “Only then?” Standing took all her concentration and she had to reach out to grab hold of the nearest counter to steady herself. She wanted to spread her legs for him, feel those fingers slide through her slit and bury themselves inside her. She wanted to ride his hand to orgasm and then lick his fingers clean. She wanted to do anything and everything she’d ever fantasized about and she wanted to do it all with him. 
 
    “You should know better than that. And if not, we need to go back to the bar and start over.” His hands kept moving from her thighs and hips up to her breasts and down to her sex. “I used a condom this morning,” he murmured. 
 
    “Yes.” His hand cupped her, but didn’t open her. She rocked her hips forward, then back, rubbing herself against him. “I’m on the Pill.” There was more to things like this these days, though, and she knew that. She wasn’t naïve. She wasn’t silly or … Well, before him, she would’ve said she wasn’t reckless. 
 
    He made her feel both reckless and safe, all at the same time. 
 
    He nodded. “I get tested on the regular. I have the most recent results in the bedroom.” He squeezed her in his hand and one finger slipped inside her pussy. “I’ll wear the condoms. But God, I want to feel this on my bare skin, my bare cock.” 
 
    He emphasized this by a curling of the digit against her G-spot. She gasped and wrapped her hand around his wrist and began to fuck herself. He leaned down and planted a hard kiss to her lips, then pulled out of her. He sucked his finger, long and slow. She was going to come right there without him even touching her. 
 
    He cleared his throat. “Go have a seat at the bar.” 
 
    There was more to come, she was sure of it. She let go of the counter and went to settle herself on a stool. She was both frustrated at his having stopped touching her, and grateful for the cushioned seat against her bare bottom. He’d turned back to his tasks, opened the waffle iron, took more waffles out, and put them on a platter. “It smells wonderful.” They weren’t empty words. It did smell wonderful. She was having a hard time now that he’d walked away, deciding which she wanted more of and first … the food or the man. 
 
    “Thanks. It’s my own recipe. Breakfast is my thing. I can’t do much else in the kitchen beyond sandwiches and opening beer bottles.” 
 
    He placed bacon on a paper towel to drain before he put it on the platter and placed it in front of her. He stepped back to grab the tub of butter. She couldn’t remember when she last ate and was ready to dig in by the time he joined her. 
 
    He turned his eyes on her and raked her body up and down, every inch, leaving a fiery trail behind. “Dig in, baby, and eat as much as you want ’cause I intend for us to work it off.” 
 
    Heat flooded her cheeks at his lascivious grin and the images forming in her mind. 
 
    He put three waffles on her plate and four on his own, followed by a few slices of bacon for each of them. She’d never eaten three waffles in all her life, but damn, they smelled heavenly. He used butter and lots of syrup, and when he offered to pour syrup on hers, she declined with her hands over her plate. She’d like to actually taste the food. 
 
    “Sorry it took me so long, you know, in the shower and all. I checked my cell after I got out and had a few voicemails and missed calls.” She buttered her waffles and poured less than half the amount of syrup over them that he had. The first bite was heaven and she moaned. Vanilla, citrus, and something she couldn’t place, burst in her mouth. It was the best waffle she’d ever eaten. It had a slight crunch on the outside, but was soft and fluffy on the inside. 
 
    “No problem. Everything okay?” 
 
    He spoke around a mouthful and damn if she didn’t find that sexy about him, too. Everything he did only made her desire him more. She wanted to have lunch with him, drink a beer with him, watch a game on television curled up next to him. She wanted to spend time with him and she wondered at that, given that she’d been drowning her sorrows last night. Was she trying to replace one person with another? 
 
    As she looked at him, she dismissed the idea. 
 
    “Yeah. They were from … him.” 
 
    “Dumbass.” He muttered the word under his breath as he took another bite of waffles, this time with a bite of bacon as well. 
 
    She smiled at his comment and continued eating her own breakfast. With each bite, her opinion about the waffles didn’t change. Would he share the recipe? Would he trade for it? She’d be willing to perform any sexual favor for him in exchange. Then again, doing anything sexual for him or with him was reward enough, waffle recipe or no waffle recipe. 
 
    “Why did he call?” 
 
    She caught a bit of syrup on the tip of her tongue that was about to fall from the end of her fork. “Wanted to talk. Said he felt bad about how things ended.” 
 
    “From what you said, things didn’t end, he ended them. And he should feel bad. He deserves to have his sorry ass kicked. You don’t break up with a woman in a text message. That’s a fucking coward thing to do.” 
 
    His hands fisted as he spoke. One around the fork, the other on his thigh. Tension floated off his body in waves. His cock was rock-hard beneath his jeans too. He was angry and he wanted sex. Lust spiked through her, settling between her legs. The delicious waffles, forgotten. 
 
    “Vinter.” She said his name and he turned his head. With only one thought in mind, she lifted her fork over one breast and let the syrup drip down on her flesh. “Fuck me.” 
 
    It was the first time she’d been so bold without him coaxing her into it and he took the offering without hesitation. “Spread your legs and hook your feet into the bottom rungs.” 
 
    He wanted her spread wide and it was exhilarating, freeing. He dropped to his knees and buried his face against her pussy. Lips and teeth and tongue all conspired to drive her insane. He lifted her legs over his shoulders, then pulled her ass toward him, latching on to her cunt lips. He sucked and nipped and licked. 
 
    When he lifted his head, his mouth was glistening with her juices. “Lick that syrup off your tit. Let me see your tongue on your skin, on your nipple.” 
 
    Oh man. The way the word tit rolled off his tongue, so smooth, so naughty had her sex tingling in need. This was something else she hadn’t done before. 
 
    “Do it. Show me the naughtiness in you. Give me everything, Elise.” 
 
    She did. She so wanted to show him what he wanted, what he was asking. She so wanted to give him everything he spoke of and then some. She lifted her breast in her hand and lowered her head, her tongue snaking out, licking at the stickiness. It was sweet, but with his eyes burning hot, it was sweeter in more ways than one. 
 
    She took her nipple between her teeth and pulled on it, drew it into her mouth and suckled. Arousal slid down low through her belly and flooded her wide-open pussy and she wiggled. 
 
    “Oh yeah, baby. That’s beautiful. Now, don’t let go of it until I say.” 
 
    With her mouth full, she couldn’t answer in any way other than to nod her head. Her nipple pebbled, firmed, and when she teased it, she moaned in pleasure. 
 
    “Bite down on it. Yeah, like that. So sexy. Damn girl, you’re bad. I love it.” 
 
    He lowered his gaze back to her sex. His teeth captured her clit and he worried it between them as she worried her nipple between her teeth. The double-teaming of pleasure zones was overwhelming. 
 
    He held her in place with his hands on her thighs and she writhed against his mouth, seeking more pressure. The harder he ate at her, the harder she bit and tugged and laved on her nipple. 
 
    Erotic. Hot. That’s what it was, two mouths working on her, pushing her toward an orgasm. It was even hotter that one of the mouths was her own. She lowered her gaze downward and found him watching her. They kept their eyes locked on each other even as she began to rock her hips. It felt so good, so torturous. Her other hand went to her other breast and her fingers plucked at the nipple. She issued a moan that he mirrored when his gaze shifted between her teasing play. 
 
    And the teasing was too much. She squealed and bucked on the stool, grateful for the bar at her back. Her breathing grew shallow and her hips and ass and stomach moved in an undulating motion. She tensed, feeling the release flow between his mouth below and hers above. It was like an invisible thread that ran between her nipples and her clit. The thread pulled taut, then let go, and pleasure flooded her. She freed her nipple when the wave crashed over her and she gasped for air. It was all she could do not to slide right off the stool. 
 
    Her clit throbbed. Pleasure and pain. She pushed at his head and he lifted away, only to drop her legs and pull her down to the ground with him. She straddled his thighs and he held her poised over his cock. 
 
    “Say it now, Elise. Condom? Your choice. But make it quick, baby.” 
 
    Shit. She wanted to take him without one. She wanted to feel him, naked and hot. Double devils worked her mind, one against the other. Should she or shouldn’t she? Fuck. She peered down at him, her gut answering her. Again. She’d given him her trust from the moment she met him. She impaled herself slow and steady, each barbell raking against her ultra-sensitive skin. They stretched her and her flesh accommodated them. 
 
    His mouth claimed hers and she didn’t care anymore when he’d done it. The taste and musky scent of her pussy assaulted her. It was intoxicating, and she devoured him, sucking on his tongue, making him groan. 
 
    With his arms wrapped around her, he shifted them around until he could lay her back on the floor. Then his cock pistoned inside her, thrusting, fucking. He pushed in, pulled out, then pushed in again. He wasn’t slow or gentle with her. No, he was hard and unrelenting, forcing her to focus only on him. 
 
    His arms pressed into the ground on either side of her head and he lifted himself up, looking down on her. Oh yeah, he was so fucking beautiful. The bright colors of his tattoos stood out, more so than in the post-haze of her orgasm. She loved to look at him. She loved fucking him. 
 
    His eyes once again connected with hers and he stiffened. He looked animalistic, dangerous as he came. 
 
    “Oh yeah. So good. So goddamned good,” he ground out. 
 
    And it was. It was the best sex she’d ever had. Well, that wasn’t true. The sex with him earlier had been the best as well. So had the dry humping outside the bar last night. 
 
    He leaned down, giving her a soft kiss her as he pulled out. Fingers dipped between her legs, swirling in the mess of their cream. Then those fingers were at her mouth. Eagerness prompted her to open and suck down every drop of saltiness. He kept it up for a few minutes, scooping juices and feeding them to her, all the time smiling at her. They tasted fabulous together. 
 
    “Want more?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Vinter sat back on his haunches and pulled her to her knees, then pulled her head down to his semi-hard cock. “Clean me.” 
 
    It was another new discovery for her and she loved it. There was submission in the act that, though she’d never thought of herself as submissive. 
 
    She’d heard about it, of course. One of the girls she worked with was into dominance and submission and sometimes told Elise about her explorations. And Elise could admit that in the deep dark places of her soul, she was curious. And this, being on her knees, sucking on the cock that had fucked her, seemed to her a good place to begin. Her tongue was gentle as she licked him. Her mouth was gentle as well when she took him inside to suckle him. Her tongue wrapped around each of his piercings, making sure she didn’t miss anything. She tugged at the ring through the head, drawing another moan from him. His piercings turned her on. Everything about him turned her on. 
 
    She dropped her head to his sac and licked at the remaining traces of their fucking. He petted her hair as she worshipped between his legs. 
 
    When he dragged her up for a kiss, she knew she was lost. She wanted more and more and more. They shared the taste and the last, silky drops from this round of sex and she didn’t doubt they’d be going at it again soon. When he recovered. When she could breathe again. 
 
    “Shit, woman. I’ve never met anyone quite like you.” 
 
    “Mmmm. Likewise.” 
 
    He nipped at the corner of her mouth. “How would you feel about calling him back when I fuck you again?” 
 
    Elise laughed, but the look on Vinter’s face said he wasn’t joking. He actually wanted her to call … “You’re serious?” She had to make sure. 
 
    “I am. I’m not a mean person, I’m not vengeful. But the way he’s groveling for your attention with his lame apology? That makes me want to rub it in his face that you’re not sitting around moping over him. That you're sitting on my dick.” 
 
    “You don’t know him, you know. You don’t know me all that well, either. It shouldn’t upset you so much.” She found comfort and a perverted pleasure in his being so mad on her behalf, though. 
 
    “But it does.” 
 
    “I’m kinda glad. Thank you.” She leaned up and kissed him again. 
 
    “You’re welcome, baby.” 
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    Vinter put the syrup away and loaded the dishwasher. Rain continued to fall as he stared out the kitchen window. The area needed it, but it was screwing with his plans to fuck Elise outside in the yard, on the back deck, on the hood of the car. Not that they couldn’t play in the rain … 
 
    He’d make sure to remind her that they could take a shower. 
 
    He switched off the kitchen light and went back to the bedroom where he found her asleep in the middle of his bed. He’d made love to her before they’d gotten up off the floor earlier. He couldn’t seem to keep his hands off her, didn’t want to keep his hands off her. He wanted to continue touching her, everywhere, all the time, every second, every minute. 
 
    Sprawled naked on her back, the sheet down around her hips, her nipples perked up in the cool air of the room. He opened the two windows framing the bed and took in a deep breath. He loved the smell of rain on the air. It was invigorating to him as though the old were being washed away. 
 
    He did his best not to disturb her when he lay down. She didn’t move, didn’t budge. She was out and he was glad. They'd been fucking all day and for someone unused to it, exhaustion wasn't a bad thing. 
 
    He was a little tired himself, but he didn’t want to miss a second of their time together. He didn’t know how long he could keep her, how long she’d stay before telling him that she needed to go. He was dreading that conversation. He’d like to continue fucking her. He’d like to take her out, learn everything he could about her. So far, they seemed to have matching sex drives and he’d love to know what else they had in common. He’d be okay if they didn’t have anything else in common beyond sex. He could adapt or not, but wanted the chance to find out. 
 
    She turned toward him in sleep and stretched out an arm. Her hand connected with his chest and her fingers took hold of one of his nipple rings. A small smile tilted her lips up, but she remained asleep. He still wanted to see her nipples with a matching set of rings. He’d like to see her with a couple of tattoos as well. She had pale skin and the ink would stand out bright and bold on her. The fact that she spent time tracing some of his before she fell asleep clued him in on how attracted she was to him. He loved that. Some women got off on all his art, some women got all turned-off with it. Elise, though, was in the former category of women. 
 
    Her tongue, feather light as she outlined the winding snake around his hips made him groan, moan, and writhe. She gave his tat as much attention as she’d given his cock. He wanted more of that attention, too. He wanted all her attention. In bed. And out. 
 
    She let go of his ring and her hand slipped down to the mattress. With a tentative touch, he lowered his palm to her hip, pushing at the sheet, and exposing more of her. 
 
    He wanted back between the lips of her perfect and always-wet cunt. 
 
    He wanted to touch the perfect, creamy tightness made for his cock. His piercings rubbed at her, teased her, heightened their desire. The ring through the head flirted with that soft spot inside her and she tensed each time he pressed deep from behind. He could go all the way in and when he started to pull out, she’d back herself into him, not letting him escape. 
 
    And her ass? He wanted to fuck the hell out of her ass. He hadn’t had anal sex since he’d gotten his cock pierced, but he wanted to feel it. He wanted to feel the incredible, undeniable tightness close around him. He wanted to see her hole stretch, hear her moan with lust and need, see his metal disappear. 
 
    His hand rubbed up and down her hip and around to her ass cheeks. She was soft, so very soft against his work-roughened hands, but she didn’t seem to mind. He shifted closer to her and reached down between her thighs. She moved a little and spread her legs. An invitation in her sleep. Excellent. 
 
    He caressed her again — her hips, to her ass, down the crease between the cheeks of her bottom, and finally, her pussy. It dripped hot, creamy. Each pass he made of the same path, he touched her deeper until he thumbed her clit and sank fingers inside her. She moaned, opened her eyes, and lifted her hips. 
 
    “Like that?” His voice was a strangled whisper. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered back. 
 
    Her eyes dilated as her need took over. She spread her knees and moved until she could rest her upper body on her elbows. He stroked her from clit to cunt, up to her asshole. Her moans turned into groans until all she could do was whimper and grunt each time he stroked her. 
 
    Her juices slid down his wrists from his soaked fingers. She was glorious and oh so responsive. All he wanted was to drown himself in her body. 
 
    Getting up on his knees behind her, he pressed into her. She would be raw by the time he had to take her back to the bar, but then, his cock would be too. He didn’t care though. It was worth it. She was worth it. 
 
    She gasped as he filled her and pushed back, seeking more. And he gave it to her. Whatever her body wanted, whatever her body asked for, he gave. He kept up the strokes as he fucked her slow and sure, feeling her walls contract and give way. The skin around the bars on his cock was ultra-sensitive, pulled taut with his arousal. 
 
    He used his other hand to rub her back and she relaxed deeper into the bed. Her hips lifted higher, forcing his cock down at an angle. His ring rasped over her G-spot and her back bowed, and a long, low moan filled the room. 
 
    “That’s my girl. Don’t hold anything back. I want it all.” 
 
    With his finger good and coated with her cream, he moved to her ass and rimmed the small hole with it. She pushed against the digit and sucked the edge inside. He added pressure and she pushed out again, taking more. It was a slow process, until finally his finger was all the way in. The small ring of muscle spasmed around the base of his finger and he pulled out, slow and gentle. She tried to clench, tighten so he couldn’t. She even gasped out a no, but once she realized he wasn’t going to stop and that he’d fuck both her holes, she gave in. When his cock slid in, his finger pulled out. The invasions alternated until she was well and truly double-fucked. He was able to slow long enough to work a second finger inside her ass, her juices allowing for less painful passage. 
 
    The fingers scissored side to side and then he turned his hand, and his fingers spread up and down. She was so incredible and so fucking tight. He wasn’t sure his dick would ever fit in her ass, but he wouldn’t give up trying once he got the chance. 
 
    Seeing two of her holes filled with him did funny things to his insides. Her curves beckoned his touch. Her mouth begged for his cock to fill it. Her eyes pleaded with him to get lost in them. She was strong and fragile, sex kitten and innocent. She was a contradiction and a growing addiction. 
 
    Amid their grunts and groans and incoherent words, her cell phone rang. He never stopped moving inside her, never let up. When she didn’t answer by the fifth ring, it stopped, only to start up again. “It’s okay. Get it.” 
 
    “No. Ignore it.” 
 
    Again, after the fifth ring it went silent for a few seconds before it started again. She did reach for it this time and he admired the smooth line of her body. She might be a heavier girl, but she was all grace and flexibility. 
 
    “Who is it?” 
 
    She sighed. He knew the answer before she spoke. “It’s him.” 
 
    Second ring. “Answer it.” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    Third ring. “Go on or give it to me and I’ll answer.” 
 
    “Vinter …” 
 
    Fourth ring. He slipped his cock and fingers out until the ring and the ends of his fingers remained inside. “Answer or you won’t get my dick back.” 
 
    “Meanie.” She swiped right on the screen. “Hello?” 
 
    Vinter shoved his fingers into her hard enough that she yelped. He grinned. 
 
    “What? Oh yes, I’m busy.” 
 
    She sure as hell was. He finger-fucked her ass. 
 
    “None of your business.” 
 
    Her voice sounded strange even to his ears, as though constricted 
 
    “I haven’t been home since yesterday afternoon. I’ve been out with a … friend.” 
 
    Friend indeed. Vinter wanted to be so much more than her friend. There were times she looked at him, watched him, that he got the impression she wanted to be more than his friend, too. He pulled his fingers back until the very tips breached her hole, then shoved his cock deep inside her sex. She gasped, the word yes, a hiss of pleasure. 
 
    “I … I told you I’m … busy.” 
 
    As he slid out, she dropped her hips. When he slid back in, she lifted them, her cunt swallowing him whole. They did this a few times while she listened to the man on the other end of the phone. Vinter could hear his voice, but couldn’t make out what he was saying. He wasn’t sure Elise knew what he was saying either. 
 
    “You want to know what I’m doing? It’s none of your business anymore. You broke up with me, remember? And let’s not forget the part about you going back to your wife.” 
 
    Vinter picked up the pace, fucked her hard and fucked her deep. He wanted her to come while her ex was on the line. He wanted the man to know that he could never have her back, no matter how much he begged and pleaded and apologized. Vinter wanted to ruin her for anyone else. 
 
    “I’m having sex. Or … Rather I'm fucking. Happy?” 
 
    Vinter grinned. 
 
    “What do you mean that doesn’t sound like something I’d say? I met him last night at a bar, too. Does that sound like me?” 
 
    He wanted to fuck her in the bar, too, and he punctuated the thought with a balls-deep thrust. 
 
    “Oh god, yes,” she groaned. Then, “No, not you. Yes, he’s fucking me right now. He’s … he’s been fucking me all day. Mmmm. At his place. Uh-huh.” 
 
    He started fucking her in earnest. Hard. Deep. Unrelenting. Fingers and cock. 
 
    “Hold on.” 
 
    She put the phone on the pillow next to her head and reached under herself to rub at her clit. She screwed her ass into him and drove them both toward hard climaxes. The sounds she made had to let the man on the phone know she was enjoying herself. She was giving it her all. She was giving herself what she needed and in turn was giving Vinter what he needed. 
 
    “More, God, more, Vin. Please. I need …” 
 
    “I know, doll.” He held on to her hip with the hand that wasn’t buried in her ass, and stroked his ring over that spot inside her, driving her closer, closer, closer still until she flew off the edge. 
 
    She screamed out her release and her ass damn near broke his fingers off. She fucked herself on his cock and fingers, prolonging the orgasm, pulling his seed from his balls. 
 
    He shouted and shuddered and spilled inside her. Her name was a litany on his lips and he leaned down on her back, nuzzling her neck. After she pulled her hand from between her legs … And after sufficiently and loudly sucking her fingers clean, she picked her phone up again. 
 
    “Sorry about that. This man makes me come so hard.” 
 
    Vinter could hear the other man shouting, calling her names, being utterly unpleasant. Elise sighed under him and gave a playful wiggle. 
 
    “I’m not sorry. If I hadn’t wasted time on you, I wouldn’t have been in the bar. If I hadn’t been in the bar, thinking I needed a different life, I wouldn’t have met him. If I hadn’t met him, I wouldn't be in his bed getting the life fucked out of me.” 
 
    Vinter flexed his cock inside her, then pulled out and rolled off her. He tugged at her hair and she looked at him with laughter bright in her eyes and a relaxed smile on her lips. He pointed to his cock, then pointed to her mouth. She eagerly nodded. 
 
    “Hey, I’ve gotta go. I wouldn’t call back if I were you, either. You might get another earful.” 
 
    She disconnected the call and tossed the phone to the mattress, before getting on her knees at his side. She dropped her head to his lap and sucked at their come again. 
 
    Vinter laid a hand on top of her head and smoothed her hair away from her face so he could watch her. It was a few minutes before she noticed and she lifted her head. The smile was still there, sated and happy. “Thank you.” 
 
    “For?” 
 
    “For everything. And for the phone call. I’ve never done something like that before, never been that … rude. I’ve never done a lot of what I’ve done with you today. I’m learning a lot about myself.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” He traced a finger down the side of her face. “I take it he won’t be calling you again.” 
 
    She laughed. “No, he won’t be. Called me a slut.” 
 
    “Nothing wrong with that.” Vinter grinned and pulled her up his body. “I prefer a woman in my bed who loves sex as much as I do. And if that makes you a slut, well then …” 
 
    “Mmmm. Good. I was kinda hoping …” 
 
    He was kinda hoping, too. “Hoping what?” he prompted. He was going to make her say it. They both needed her to say it. 
 
    “That you’d want me in your bed more.” 
 
    A blush stole across her cheeks and it warmed him. Hell yes, he wanted her in his bed as often as he could have her there. “Yes, and no.” 
 
    Her smile faltered and her eyes dimmed. “What do you mean?” 
 
    Talk about out of someone’s league. Christ. She was out of his. She was suburbs and shopping malls and he was bars and tattoo parlors. She was rare bottles of wine and he was beer from the grocery store aisle. His nerves kicked in, but he ignored them. He’d never shied away from anything he wanted, women included, and he wasn’t about to start now. This woman was worth the risk. He knew that as sure as he knew his own name. She’d taken a chance with him by telling her ex off while she lay naked and spread in Vinter’s bed. He’d known what kind of reaction the jerk would have and Elise had been brave during it all. 
 
    Yes, she was worth a few nerves, but she didn’t have to know about them. His hands gripped her ass and pulled her on top of him, their juices dripping down his cleaned cock. He guessed she’d have to do it all over again. “I want you in my bed and on the couch again. I want you on the counters in the kitchen and the shower in the bathroom. I want you outside in the yard and on the porch, too, and on the hood of my car. I wanna fuck the hell out of you. But …” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    He kissed the tip of her nose. “But, I wanna date you, too.” 
 
    Her brow crinkled and she tilted her head to the side. “Date me? You do? Even though I’m only a day out of a relationship?” 
 
    “Yes. Especially because of that. You’re learning about yourself and I want to be with you while you do. I want to show you how much better I am for you than the stuffed suits you’re used to being with. I wanna take you to dinner, get to know you, take you to the park, to concerts. You know, date you. I want to show you fun of all kinds. You’ve let me bring some of your sexuality out, let me bring out other parts of you, too.” 
 
    The smile came back, filling her eyes. He loved that. “And does all this include you taking me get my nipples pierced still?” 
 
    Mmmm. Oh hell. “Yes. A little clit ring, too, if you want.” 
 
    Her eyes widened and her mouth formed a little “O”, but there was a spark of interest in her gaze. “A clit ring?” 
 
    “Yep. It would look so pretty.” She spread her legs over his hips and slid nice and easy along his cock. The idea turned his little minx on.  “Might even get you a tattoo.” 
 
    “Oh God,” she groaned, pressing her clit down on the head of his once-again hard cock. 
 
    She wanted to get wild, try different things, see different sides of herself. He didn’t know what had repressed her passion, but damn, he would be along for the ride of her reawakening. She was strong. But she could use a man strong enough to let her explore. One who would keep her safe if she got into something she didn’t like. A man confident enough in himself, who wouldn’t feel threatened by her blossoming. He was that man. 
 
    She stopped moving on him and leaned up to give his lips a soft kiss. “I want to be this person, the one I’ve been with you today. She’s always been inside me, but I lost her somewhere along the way. I like this woman you’ve brought out in me. I like the freedom I have to touch you. I like feeling free enough to ask for what I want, what I need. I haven’t had that in a long time. 
 
    “And …” She struggled with her words, but he was patient. He let her have all the time in the world to figure out what she needed to say. 
 
    “I want to date you. I want you to show me your world. I want to see you and learn about you and lose myself in the color of your life. I’m tired of only seeing black and white and shades of gray.” 
 
    “I’m all yours, baby.” 
 
    “But what about at the end of these dates? What do we do then?” 
 
    “At the end of them, I bring you back here, or take you to your place, and screw your brains out.” He slid his fingers into her hair and tugged a little. “I’ll tuck you into bed afterward, hold you close to me, and then wake you up in the middle of the night and screw you again.” 
 
    She grinned and writhed on top of him. “Okay. Ask me out. I might say yes.” 
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    What started out as a pretty typical day, quickly spiraled when Dallon saw her. Buttoned up, full of curves, with a voice smooth as honey and eyes so innocent the flames of Hell warned him to keep on moving. 
 
      
 
    But then she walked into his bar, out of place and full of determination, and asked him to teach her all the things a downy, pure girl like her didn’t need to know. 
 
      
 
    What’s a guy like him supposed to do when temptation exits the Heavenly Highway straight onto Sin Street? 
 
      
 
    Warning: What Dallon does with a beer bottle may be illegal in forty-eight out of fifty states…and at least two territories. 
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    Dallon wiped down the bar for what seemed the hundredth time. Damn. Was the night ever going to end? He didn’t want to be there. He loved the bar, loved being in the bar, loved owning his third of the bar. It was his home, his haven, but tonight he just couldn’t muster up the energy for it. 
 
    Tossing the rag in the sink, he braced his hands on the edge. He knew exactly why he was so restless. The woman he’d met at the grocery store earlier in the day. Carrie. 
 
    He’d walked out carrying his purchases and stopped dead when he heard her voice. She was talking on the phone and he did nothing but stare at her. Dressed conservatively in a knee-length skirt that hugged her hips and a blindingly white, stiffly starched button-down shirt, he couldn’t take his eyes off her. Her dark brown hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail and all he wanted was to pull on it. He’d wanted her on her knees right then and there, sucking the hell out of his dick while he held his bags of pretzels and cans of peanuts in one hand and pulled on that ponytail with the other. And here, hours later, he wanted her still, naked on the bar, with her legs over his shoulders while he ate at her pussy. He wanted her and the innocence in her eyes so much he hurt. 
 
    They spoke briefly when she’d approached him and asked for directions to her new job. She’d explained that she was new in town, knew how to find her way from her apartment to where she would be working, but that she’d gotten all turned around while running errands and was lost. As she talked, all he could see in his mind was his ass burning in hell for the outrageously impure thoughts he was having about her mouth, her tits in a bra he figured was serviceable and not at all sexy, and the holy land between her thighs. He’d had virgins and innocents before, and at times loved being the one to pop cherries. But this particular cherry was not going to be picked by him because she worked at the one place he swore never to associate with again. She was off limits. 
 
    What a goddamn fucking shame, too. 
 
    She’d asked his name and had willingly given hers, something he could have gone without knowing because now he knew what to call out when he came later. And that was only going to make it worse. Her name on his lips, frolicking around in his mind. 
 
    Dallon looked up at the clock. Thirty minutes and he could close everything down for the night. He could lock up and head upstairs, jack off to the memory of her sweet, soft self. It was probably a good thing he didn’t know where she lived or that’s where he’d be going. He didn’t think someone like her would venture into a bar, so he was safe there too, even though she’d asked where he worked and if it was likely she’d be seeing him again, how it would be nice to have at least one friend. 
 
    He’d cursed himself for telling her where the bar was at the same moment he was giving her those directions too. Resisting temptation had never been his strong suit and damned if he wasn’t tempted from head to toe by her lush body and sweet voice and dark chocolate eyes. 
 
    “Hello, Dallon.” 
 
    His head shot up and his gaze landed on her. “What the hell are you doing here?” he barked. 
 
    Her eyes widened at his harsh tone, but she hadn’t missed a step. He hadn’t meant to, but he was too close to the edge. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to yell at you. I just …” She smiled and his words fell away. God help him. 
 
    She walked closer to the bar and him, undeterred, unruffled. “It’s all right. I’m as surprised as you are. Maybe more so.” 
 
    Perhaps she wasn’t as unruffled as he thought. 
 
    She was so pretty, though. So sweet, so downy and pure. He wanted to defile every inch of her flesh until nothing could ever erase the memory of him from her skin. He wanted her, but he really fucking needed her to leave. “You shouldn’t be here, Carrie.” Literally, the man or woman upstairs needed to send a bolt of lightning south and strike him dead for the thoughts he was having about this woman. 
 
    “Why not? This is a bar and I want a drink.” 
 
    He sighed. Why not, she asked. There were a million reasons. Dirty ones, lovely ones. 
 
    Something about the way his heart sped up around her, the way his gut knotted just thinking about her. She had that … that thing he’d heard people wax poetic about. She had that draw on him the way Elise had on his buddy Vinter. 
 
    The kinds of things he wanted to do to her, that she wanted him to do to her, would ruin him for any other woman. He could twist her and she’d let him. Happily. 
 
    “A drink, huh? Anything in particular?” He’d bet the night’s take that she’d never had a drink in her life. 
 
    If he were a smart man, he wouldn’t give her a drop. He’d instead, escort her out, lock the door behind her, and close the place until she was well and truly ensconced with the holier than thou up the road. 
 
    “Maybe a beer?” 
 
    “Maybe a beer? Really? Okay. You want what’s on tap or a bottle? You want dark or light? You want something local or something that you can buy down at the Jiffy?” 
 
    “I, uh … How about one of those with the lime? I like lime. You know the one I’m talking about? Their commercials have couples on the beach or friends gathering in a backyard.” 
 
    Couple on the beach. Right. Friendly gatherings. And she liked lime. 
 
    Dallon shook his head. If she wasn’t sitting in front of him, he’d have laughed. She was way out of her element with him and she had to know it. It was as clear as the sign on the outside of the building. “You ever had a beer?” 
 
    “I … Yes.” 
 
    “Liar.” 
 
    “Am not.” 
 
    He let it go and pulled three bottles from a chest. Their customers liked bottles dripping with ice and water. He didn't mind. The bar was about good times, good booze, and good snacks. He could make a hell of a cup of coffee, too. 
 
    He popped the top on the three beers and set them on the counter in front of her. Two he slid a lime in, one said Lime on the label. 
 
    “Be easy with it. Don’t take a big swallow at first.” 
 
    “I know what I’m doing,” she said, picking up the one labeled light with lime. It was the cute how her nose wrinkled when she took a sniff. 
 
    “That the one you meant?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    It wasn’t, but she was going to go down fibbing about it and he admired her for it. 
 
    “Do you like beer?” 
 
    The question struck him as odd because what did it matter if he liked it? But as he watched her eyes, he saw the uncertainty and the bravado begin to slip. 
 
    She needed to know she wasn't alone. That’s why it mattered to her. And that’s why it mattered to him. “Yeah. Every now and then I like to have a few.” 
 
    She gave a short nod and put the bottle to her lips. “Okay.” 
 
    Dallon watched as long as he could after she wrapped her mouth around the glass edge. She tilted it, letting some of the smooth, golden liquid flow. He bit back a groan and looked away. All he could think about was her lips wrapped around his dick, and her throat swallowing his come. 
 
    “So, ah … What do you think?” 
 
    She took another small sip, then a bigger sip, and then set the bottle back down on the bar. “It’s hard to describe. It’s not a pleasant taste, but it’s not a bad one either.” She smiled. “I … I like it.” Even as she nudged it away. “How much do I owe you?” 
 
    “That’s all you wanted? A couple of sips? Needed to wet your whistle, as they used to say?” 
 
    “I guess, yeah. Something like that.” 
 
    “You don’t owe me anything. It’s on the house.” 
 
    “Oh, I couldn’t accept that,” she said, and slipped her hand into her purse. 
 
    Dallon reached across the bar and wrapped his fingers around her wrist. The contact was sizzling hot and he fought against the urge to snatch his hand away, and the urge to drag her toward him. “Yes, you can accept it. It’s on the house,” he said again. He didn’t want to let go, but he did. It was time for her to leave, time for him to lock up and forget he’d ever met her. He liked being single, unencumbered. He liked one-night stands and no morning-after awkwardness. If he had her once, he’d have her again and again. Not good for his peace of mind and his carefree existence. And he was no fucking good for her. “I need to close up, Carrie.” 
 
    He didn’t know what else to say, but she didn’t respond. She was looking around the bar, turning full circle on the stool. When she faced him again, she picked up the bottle and took another swallow. Damn, but she had a pretty mouth. 
 
    “I don’t want to leave.” 
 
    Shit. He’d know she was going to say something like that. The girl didn’t take a hint. Or maybe she did and simply chose to ignore it. 
 
    Don’t say anything, man. Not a word. Not a single solitary goddamn word. “You should.” 
 
    She raised her eyes to look him square in his, a silent challenge reflected there. The bravado was back full force. “Why?” 
 
    He planted his hands on the edge of the bar and leaned toward her until he could smell the beer on her breath. “Because you don’t me. You don’t know who I am and you don’t know what fire you’re playing with.” 
 
    She licked her lips. “Who … Who are you?” 
 
    No sense lying about it or anything else now. “The devil himself.” At least that’s what his father told him every time they were in the same room together. 
 
    “Now who’s lying.” 
 
    And there it was. Even if he could protect her, she didn’t want protection from him. “You asked directions to the college earlier.” 
 
    “They offered me a job a few weeks ago in their financial aid department. A favor to my father who’s an alumnus. Why? What does that have to do with anything?” 
 
    “The dean is my father. He’s also the pastor of the big downtown Baptist church here.” 
 
    “Oh. Does he know you work in a bar?” 
 
    “Do your parents know you’re in a bar drinking beer?” 
 
    She blushed and Dallon’s jeans tightened that much more. Pretty soon he wouldn’t be to take a step without wincing. 
 
    “That’s what I thought. You don’t need to be messing with me, Carrie. If ever there was a black sheep, I’m it. My reputation is very, very bad, and it's best that you go. Now.” 
 
    She lowered her gaze and he thought he’d gotten through to her. He hadn’t said much, but he hoped it was enough. When she looked back up at him, he knew he was in deep trouble by the sheen of tears. She took a shaky breath before she spoke again. 
 
    “I quit my job.” 
 
    She said it so softly that he wasn’t sure he’d heard right, but the determined set of her jaw told him he had. “Before you even started? Why?” 
 
    She blinked to keep the tears from falling. “I want something in my life that is all mine, that no one else has a say in. I’ve never had that kind of freedom and now that I’m out on my own, out from under my parents’ thumbs, I want it.” 
 
    Don’t ask, man. Please for the love of all that is twisted and dirty, don’t fucking ask. “That’s all you want? Freedom? You’re on your own. Freedom is what you’ve got. To do and be whoever you want. Having a job helps with that.” 
 
    “You don’t understand.” 
 
    But he was afraid he did. And if he asked one more question, uttered one more phrase, FedEx was going to bust through the doors. They’d package his ass up, deliver him straight to Hell by ten tomorrow morning. Guaranteed. “What else do you want?” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    His dick throbbed at the word. “I’m not the kind of guy you need. I don’t do good girls,” which was a huge lie, “and you are one. I don’t do tears either. Unless of course they’re the kind that come from me spanking the shit out of you. Or … The kind that come from you begging me to stop fucking your ass so hard. But those tears you have right now? Nope. I don’t do those tears.” 
 
    As he spoke, shock widened her eyes, her mouth formed a little “O”, and her cheeks turned a delectable shade of dark pink. She curled her fingers under, then flattened them out on the bar, pressing down until the tips were white. Had that finally gotten through to her? Had he finally said the right thing to get her to leave? 
 
    “Well, okay.” 
 
    Her body relaxed, and she dropped her hands and her gaze to her lap. Yes, she got it. Dallon breathed a sigh of frustrated relief and ignored the pinch of disappointment. He wasn’t right for her. She was too clean for him. 
 
    He almost had himself convinced, but then she spoke. It was hard to hear her at first, but as she continued, her voice grew louder with anger. 
 
    “It’s not up to you to decide what kind of guy I need. If you don’t want me, if I’m not the kind of woman that you … that you ‘do’, that’s one thing …” Her gaze clashed with his. She was full of fire and when the light hit those dark brown irises of hers … Fuck. 
 
    “… But don’t tell me what I do and don’t need. I’ve had enough of that in my life. I can make my own choices, my own decisions.” 
 
    Dallon smiled. His little innocent had spunk. He should’ve known better. The good girls always did. 
 
    “Look, I get it. I’ve been there. I’m trying to keep a promise and I’m trying to do the right thing. Not for me, but for you.” 
 
    “I don’t need you to do the right thing for me. I’m a big girl.” 
 
    That she was. All grown up and his for the taking. 
 
    “What promise?” 
 
    She asked questions as though she knew him. As though they’d known each other their whole lives. As though she wasn’t prying into private shit that was none of her business. Normally, he didn’t go for that and would tell the person to fuck off. But not her. She could ask any damn thing she wanted, and he’d tell her. “To my father. Told him I wouldn’t mess with girls from his Bible thumpin’ school.” 
 
    “I see. Well, I’m not one of those anymore, so you’re not breaking a promise. Technically speaking.” 
 
    Well, shit. Now what? If she wasn’t going to take his hints or his flat out telling her to go, how was he supposed to fight her? Was he supposed to fight her and the lust clawing through him? Oh, he knew that he should still walk away, that he should try harder to convince her he was bad news, but he wasn’t going to. The woman said she wanted him and he was naughty enough that he was going to let her have him. “Okay.” He held up his hands in surrender. “I won’t tell you what you need. And I do want you, but I don’t want you to have any regrets after, either. That’s how a lot of these things turn out. I’m a self-admitted bastard and I don’t play by the same rules as other guys. I don’t want you hurt when I don’t turn out all sweet and tender with you. I don’t want you crying when who I am between the sheets isn’t the green grass you thought looked good from the other side of the street.” 
 
    “Oh. I’m glad. That you want me too, I mean.” 
 
    She was looking everywhere but at him now, and he had to bite back a laugh. She was going to be more fun than he’d first imagined. 
 
    He took the beer from in front of her and poured it down the sink. 
 
    “Why are you doing that?” 
 
    “I want you sober and neither of us know how much you can handle without getting tipsy.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He eased around the end of the bar and over to the door. “Now or never, Carrie. This is your last chance to go.” She watched him and shook her head, a slow left to right movement. She didn’t make any other moves or sounds. “Are you nervous?” he asked. 
 
    “N-no.” 
 
    Another little lie from her pretty lips. She would need confession before they finished. He flipped the lock into place, the sound of the metal sliding into its chamber echoing loud in the empty room. The lights were next, but he only turned off the ones in the main room. Behind the bar was still lit. That one would go out soon, too. Much as he wanted to see her naked and spread on the dark wood, he wanted her in his bed this first time. 
 
    “I want this. No sense being nervous or uncertain after putting myself in this position.” 
 
    Her words didn’t match her actions, though she’d put him in his place for telling her what she did and didn’t want or need. She would be a hellcat once out of the shell that cloaked her. 
 
    Measured steps took Dallon back toward her until he stood in front of her. He reached out and brushed at the hair that curled around her face. “You said your father went to school here. You didn’t?” He asked the question as he wedged himself between her knees. If his bent a little, and if he pushed forward … 
 
    Instead, he continued to touch her, watching the soft waves of her hair wrap themselves around his fingers. 
 
    He might have said he wouldn’t be tender, but damn, she had conflicting effects on him. 
 
    “No. I … I attended one in Tennessee. My father secured the position and the apartment for me. I’ve only been here a couple of days and got myself turned around.” 
 
    Her breathing trembled. Her eyes dilated. Her cheeks turned a pretty pink. 
 
    Too many people tried to rule over others’ lives. Dallon knew exactly what that was like. “Tell me more of what made you quit.” 
 
    “You. I t-told you. And f-freedom to be my own p-person.” 
 
    The pulse in her throat throbbed a bit harder and he pressed his thumb against it. It was only a light touch. He liked knowing he affected her so much. “And I told you to tell me more, about either, I don’t care.” 
 
    “I want you. I’ve never wanted a man like this before. I’m not even sure I’ve ever wanted a man.” 
 
    “Explain.” 
 
    “I mean … I mean no man has ever … I mean … This is hard. I don’t know what you want me to say.” She pressed her lips together then let out a breath. He waited. “I haven’t dated much. I’ve been with guys, back in college, but it was only to experiment with s-sex. They were nice enough and I liked them, I guess, but … It wasn’t like this.” 
 
    “Keep going. You’re doing good.” She’d become bolder as she talked. She’d warm up to the frankness and the honesty. If she didn’t, she’d bolt. Dallon wasn’t going to push her either way. 
 
    She wanted freedom. With him, she had it. 
 
    Sure, he’d said she couldn’t leave after he locked the doors. But that was his own little white lie. She could leave anytime. Then, or now. 
 
    “I didn’t have much free time. But I wanted the experience. I wanted to know what it felt like, to feel something with someone else.” 
 
    “I understand what you’re saying. Why me?” His fingers drifted to her collarbone, tracing the delicate skin, before moving down her arms, to her hands. Lifting them, he placed them on his hips. She was hesitant for a second, but then she tugged and pulled at his belt loops. Heat wormed its way from his chest down to his crotch. 
 
    “Why not you?” 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading. 
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