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Jordie Thomas is looking for something to take his mind off of the woman he let go—or rather, pushed away—and the terrifying prospect of what will happen if his broken leg doesn’t heal. He’s ready to get back to his family and fellow teammates on the Nashville Assassins and get back onto the ice. However, with his injured leg in the way and his mind clouded by a certain woman, he needs a break to clear his head and his heart. With New Orleans in his sights, can this player find a way to get back to the crazy and reckless life he used to live? Find out as author Toni Also takes readers on a wild journey in this Assassins novella.
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Jordie Thomas knew he should stop her.

He should, but he couldn’t.

Pressing his lips to hers once more, he held the door open, the cold air coming in a gust as she rushed out, pulling it shut behind her. Holding the knob in his hand, his eyes fell shut as the sound of her footsteps disappeared and then the slamming of her car door. Leaning his head against the door, he sucked in a deep breath and let it out slowly.

Go after her, he urged himself. Don’t let her go.

But he didn’t move.

When he didn’t hear her car start, he slowly made it to the window, favoring his mending leg to peek outside. She was in the car, as he assumed, but fuck, she was crying. Hard. He usually didn’t care when girls cried, having watched his mom cry for every one of her husbands, but he’d truly never believed that she cared. Though now watching her jerk with her sobs, Jordie couldn’t handle it. Looking away, he fell into the chair beside the window before leaning forward, cupping his face in his hands as he sucked in deep breaths, letting them out in a whoosh. This was his chance; he had time to get out there, to stop her, but still he didn’t move.

He could blame it on his leg. After snapping it in a hockey game back in October, he was still recovering from all the surgeries. The pain was dull due to all the crazy sex they’d just had, but he was fine. He could blame it on the fact that she was his best friend’s sister, but that hadn’t stopped him from fucking her, had it? He could blame it on all kinds of things, come up with reason after reason for why they couldn’t be together, but the answer was pretty straightforward.

An answer he was going to fully ignore at the moment.

When he heard the car finally start and then her tires crunching through the snow, he let his head hang as he squeezed his eyes shut. Reaching for the whiskey that sat on the table, he took a long swig but then pulled it from his mouth quickly.

He could taste her on the bottle.

Fuck.

Throwing the bottle against the wall, he pushed himself up out of the chair and wobbled toward the fridge for anything that was just as strong. His heart was pounding, his blood burning in his skin, and he just felt worthless. How could he have let it get this far? How could he have fallen for someone when he’d sworn off love for so long? It was just too easy. All she had to do was walk into the room and he was a goner.

He usually didn’t like girls who gave him shit, but she did, tenfold. The first time she met him, she called him an asshole. While yes, he was just that, he liked that she called him on his bullshit and she made it known that she wasn’t going to deal with it. She was strong, beautiful, and fucking talented. She could skate circles around a lot of his professional hockey-playing friends. She was a beast. He loved her tenacity, her drive, and most of all, she fucked like a damn dream. God, he could still feel her on him, tasting him, and driving him wild with need.

She was just different.

He never fucked a girl continuously. He’d fuck some chick over and over again in a twenty-four-hour span, but never two days back-to-back, and he never let a girl back in his bed who had been there before. But she was different. He couldn’t get enough; he had to have her, craved her, and it was a scary feeling. When he’d moved home to Colorado, she’d actually stayed with him so they could fuck. Never had a girl lived with him, but she did, and he didn’t want her to leave. Still didn’t want to let her leave, but what could he do? He owed it to her not to allow her to fall even more. Now, at least, she could get over him. Live a good life with some dumbass who wouldn’t equal up to him in the least, but she’d be happy. The whole white picket fence bullshit.

She’d like that.

As long as it had a rink and a fucking beagle.

That was what she wanted in her Happily Ever After.

He could give it to her, he could, but would it last?

Would he love her for the rest of his life? And if he did, would she love him? It was a risk, one he had no intention of taking, so he might as well let it go.

He had to get rid of these feelings.

Lock them down.

Throwing the freezer open, he found a bottle of vodka and started to chug, hoping to dull the pain. He didn’t want to feel like this. He was the one who let her go, who didn’t give her the love she wanted. He could see it in her eyes, had been seeing it for the last week, but he’d ignored it. Love was messy. Heartbreak was worse. He had lived his thirty-one years a single man, and he planned to die that way. He wasn’t going to let anyone in ever again. He just couldn’t.

But somehow, she had wiggled her way inside, and now that she was gone, he missed her. He didn’t miss anyone, but he missed her. It was such a life-altering feeling. He’d gone so long without needing anyone, but now he wanted the one person he knew if he was to hurt would devastate him. He didn’t need that right now. He had to rehab his leg; he had to get ready to go back to Nashville, to his team, the Nashville Assassins, to play the greatest game on earth.

He didn’t have time miss or even love her. She deserved better, someone who wanted to take the risk on love. One who didn’t care about his past or the betrayal that still haunted him or even the fear of losing his best friend. He didn’t let people in, but somehow this brother and sister duo had gotten in and he couldn’t lose them both. He had to let her go. It was what was for the best; he just wished it didn’t hurt so badly.

Chugging more of the bitter liquid, he closed his eyes, hoping for oblivion. Letting the bottle hit the table hard, he rubbed his eyes, hoping to feel something other than the pain, but still it was there. He had to forget, but how could he? You don’t forget someone like her.

Kacey King left her mark on him.

He was hers.

When his phone signaled a text, his head popped up, making him dizzy. Shaking his head, he reached for his phone, and he hated how much he hoped it was from her. He should have known better than to sleep with her. He should have known at first glance that she would be his downfall. Her eyes spoke to him, those gorgeous brown eyes that could undress him in two seconds flat. Her dark brown hair fell along her breasts in the most delectable way. Her ass was a thing of the gods. She squatted like a good girl should, and man, he loved getting his hands on those globes of beauty.

And fuck, she tasted good.

Like honey almost.

Ugh, why did he let her go?

Opening his eyes, he saw that it was a text, but not from Kacey, from her brother, his best friend, Karson.

Karson: Hey dude, Happy New Year’s.

He didn’t deserve Karson’s wish of a happy new year; he had just let his sister go, probably broke her heart. But he texted him back.

Jordie: Thanks man, you too.

Karson: You okay? Taking it easy?

Jordie: To some extent.

Karson: LOL, I bet. Well, I have some news.

Jordie: Yeah?

Karson: Kacey is going to play for the US women’s team.

He already knew this. They had been celebrating until she decided she needed to walk, but he was still so fucking proud. How could he not be? She was gonna kill it and bring the Gold home. He knew it, felt it, but Karson couldn’t know that he knew.

Jordie: That’s badass. I’ll have to text her and congratulate her.

Karson: Yeah, do that, we are superproud. Maybe we can fly out together to watch her.

Closing his eyes, he knew he couldn’t do that. He couldn’t be there and watch her win; he’d crumble and tell her he was in love with her. That he needed her more than a normal person needed someone. It wasn’t right what she did to him. For so long he’d thought he had no humanity, but then she trotted into his life and turned it upside down. He’d thought for so long that love wasn’t in his cards…but… No, it wasn’t. He couldn’t. There was no trust left inside him. Karson was it. He didn’t even trust his mom, and that was saying something.

But that was all beside the point.

Looking down at his phone, he grabbed the bottle with his other hand and took a pull before texting him back.

Jordie: We will see. Depends on the leg.

Karson: Yeah, for sure.

Karson: I have other news.

Jordie: Yeah? What?

Karson: Lacey is pregnant.

Dropping his head, his heart just felt like it was exploding in his chest, but somehow he managed to text him back a happy response. While his life seemed to be falling apart, he was happy for his best friend. Karson had wanted a baby with the girl he’d let go of for a very long time. To know that it was happening was a fucking miracle, but at the same time, it just showed Jordie more how alone he really was.

How pathetic and disgusting he was.

Jordie: Man, that’s fantastic news. Congratulations. Give Lacey a kiss for me. Really, that’s great.

Karson: Yeah, man, I can’t believe it. I’m so fucking happy.

Jordie: You should be. Your life is pretty fucking great, eh?

Karson: LOL, yeah it is.

Karson: I miss you. In a no homo way, of course.

Laughing, Jordie leaned back and something else just ached. He missed Karson too. They’d lived together for the last three years until Karson’s now-wife Lacey showed back up in his life. Still though, they were peas and carrots, as some of the guys on the team said. Karson just got him, understood why he was an asshole and still dealt with him.

Just like Kacey.

Jordie: I miss you too, dude. I can’t wait to come home.

Even though Colorado was the place he was raised, Nashville would always be home. His real family was there.

Karson: Me neither, bud. Talk to you soon, try not to drink too much.

Jordie: Can’t promise you anything.

Karson: Wouldn’t expect you to.

Yeah, he wouldn’t. Jordie didn’t make promises; he didn’t care enough to. He just lived life the best he could. Which was becoming really fucking lonely, but what could he do? Promise himself to someone? Please. Not when he couldn’t trust a fucking soul and not when there were plenty of bitches to fuck.

When another text signaled, he expected it to be Karson, and this time, he hoped it wasn’t Kacey. He was in a shitty place. He couldn’t take hearing from her. But thankfully, it was his buddy in New Orleans, Pierre Paul.

Pierre Paul: Hey fuckface, Happy New Year.

It didn’t seem very happy to him, and if this was the way his year was going to go, he’d gladly take a pass on it. But he texted back just the same, hoping differently for his buddy he’d played with in college. He was a good friend, but he wasn’t Karson. Karson was the first person Jordie had trusted since he was seventeen. But then Kacey came along, and well, that was a whole fucking other boxed-up issue he had no strength to even open. He’d rather drink himself stupid than open it up, but first he needed to text back his boy.

Pierre Paul: What you up to? Fucking bitches?

Jordie Thomas: I wish. I’m sitting here drinking my problems away.

Pierre Paul: Alone?

Jordie Thomas: Yup.

Pierre Paul: Fucktard, stop that shit and come on down. I have the weekend off. We can party it up like we used to.

Jordie Thomas: My leg’s busted.

Pierre Paul: So, you don’t need a leg to drink or fuck. Come on. Change of scenery will do you good, get you ready before you gotta start training again.

He wouldn’t mind getting away, but was that really a good idea? Looking at the bottle on the table, he shrugged. It was sure better than drinking alone. Hell, why not? A change in the scenery would be great. Maybe it would help get Kacey out of his mind.

When his phone went black, he hit it again to text Pierre back, but a picture of him and Kacey stopped him. They were lying in bed, naked, but only he knew that. It was a good picture; her hot little body was pressed up against his, her arm lazily on him as she took the picture. He was staring at the camera, his dark eyes admiring her beauty as she stared at him. They actually looked like a couple. A hot one, of course, and the picture always knocked the air out of him.

He knew that was the moment she fell for him, and hell, it might have been the moment he fell for her. He could see it in his eyes, the way he looked at her, that she was more than just a fuck. She was something special to him, and that was bad. Very bad. He knew he should have called it off then, but he’d allowed her to leave and then come back for more. He couldn’t get enough of her. When she’d come back, she’d stolen his phone and made the picture his wallpaper. He’d teased her, saying that’s what people in relationships did, just to remind her that he wasn’t about that life, but she’d ignored him and did it anyway.

And he just never changed it back.

When his phone dinged again, another text from Pierre came through.

Pierre Paul: Come on pussface, say yes, you know you want to.

A weekend of getting plastered and falling dick-first into waiting bitches?

Yeah, he did want that.

And maybe by the end, he would forget her.
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Walking out of Louis Armstrong airport, the first thing he saw was Pierre leaning against his car, his Ray-Bans on, and wearing the tightest pants ever. Pierre had always been into fashion like a sissy, but the dude got more ass than Jordie, so maybe the tight pants worked. Not that Jordie would ever be caught dead in them. What killed him the most was the fact that Pierre was wearing a tank that didn’t cover anything, showing off his body that didn’t have an inch of his original skin. No, Pierre was covered from neck to hips in badass tattoos, and apparently, by the appreciative looks of females, he didn’t need a shirt that hung off his body.

“Hey, fuckface!” he hollered, pushing off the car to come shake his hand. After doing the bro hug, Jordie pulled back and gave him a dumbass look.

“Dude, it’s like fifty degrees. Where are your clothes?”

Pierre waved him off. “Eh, it’s warm, not like Colorado.”

Jordie agreed. “You’ve got a point. Come on, my leg is aching. I need to sit down.”

Pierre scoffed as he took Jordie’s bag, throwing it in the back of his Miata. “You’re a fucking puss now,” he teased, and Jordie flipped him off as he settled slowly into the passenger seat.

“You try snapping your leg in half and see if you aren’t in pain,” he shot back as he put his seat belt on.

It bothered him that Pierre teased him; his injury wasn’t for the faint of heart. The whole arena had gone silent after he rushed the puck and went leg-first into the boards, his leg going one way while his body went the other. It wasn’t a joking matter, and it had scared the fuck out of him. But he guessed Pierre did catch the venom in his voice because he only laughed as he started the car up and drove off, tires squealing like those of an obnoxious teen.

Leaning back, Jordie listened as Pierre talked about the city and where he was staying. He had only just come to the New Orleans Jazz, the city’s hockey team. It was a new team and apparently Pierre hated it, but they were winning, so that was a good thing. They had a home game Monday, but Jordie was leaving on Sunday. He had to get back to PT on Monday, despite wanting to watch his friend play.

“I’ll catch it on TV.”

“Cool,” Pierre muttered as he turned out onto the highway. “The women here are all right. Gotta be careful though, lots of hookers.”

“Lovely. Good thing I don’t need to pay for sex.”

“No shit, right? We’ll go to my regular spot, find us some bitches, and get down. My house is big enough for both of us.”

“Awesome,” Jordie said with a nod. “I need the distraction, that’s for sure.”

“Figured, when you said you were drinking alone. What’s got you fucked up? I didn’t think you got fucked up.”

He was right, Jordie didn’t, but since the accident, things had changed. He wasn’t sure why, but when Kacey wasn’t around, he was a bitter asshole. When she was, he felt like himself. He didn’t get it, but that was stuff he had no inkling to share with Pierre. Going for the lie, he said, “My leg has got me worried. Not sure if I’ll make it back on the ice.”

“Eh, sure ya will. That’s a no-brainer. You’re the strongest guy I know.”

It was nice and the same thing that Karson, even Kacey, had said, but still the doubt was there. Even with his boss saying there would be a spot for him, he knew it was a business and the Assassins liked winning. They couldn’t keep some busted-ass defenseman. No, he needed to get better, and he needed to start performing.

The sooner, the better.

Clearing his throat from emotion, he nodded. “Thanks, bro.”

Pierre then laughed before looking over at Jordie. “Almost thought some girl finally got to you.”

Jordie scoffed as he looked out the window, hating that he could still see Kacey’s pleading eyes, begging him to love her back. He shook his head. “Nah, man, no one can get close enough.”

“True that. But don’t worry, I’ll have you so fucking drunk and have so many bitches making you come that you won’t even know you have legs.”

“Perfect.”

He just hoped it worked.
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Pierre wasn’t lying when he promised a good time.

Instead of going out, he invited the whole New Orleans Jazz team to the house, along with so many hot women that Jordie’s hands were twitching by the time the doorbell rang a second time. He was ready to bury himself inside someone, ready to forget, but of course, Pierre had to introduce him to everyone first. The house was huge and kind of over the top for Pierre. He remembered the kid eating ramen and begging girls for kisses when they roamed the halls back in college. He wasn’t the flashy kind of guy back then, but being a famous hockey player could do that to you, he guessed. And he was soon learning that he didn’t care for the person Pierre had become.

With the size of the house and the number of people who had shown up, Jordie presumed being the captain of a team was good for his friend, but Pierre hated it. Which was something else Jordie didn’t understand. The whole team seemed to love Pierre, but he didn’t seem to be feeling it. He was more concerned with getting drunk and smashing bitches than actually appreciating his team. Something else Jordie didn’t like.

Shea Adler, Jordie’s captain, was completely different. But then, the Assassins were a family, not just a paycheck. Shea texted him twice a week, checking in. Jordie’s boss, Elli Adler, called three times a week, an hour after each PT session, to see how he felt. Even the rest of the guys called and texted just to keep his spirits up, as Karson had said. Some of the wives had even sent him baked goods, which was really great, and he truly did believe that was what kept him from giving up.

They were a family. Pierre and his team just seemed like coworkers. It was sad, but it also reminded him how much he missed his hockey family. He didn’t need that right now. This trip was supposed to help him forget the shit that his life had become, not remember that he let go of the girl he loved, that his leg was busted, that he wasn’t playing hockey, and that he was living with his mom and her nineteenth husband.

So instead, he got to know the guys, even had played with a few of them in the AHL. They were nice enough, he guessed, not that he really cared though. He wouldn’t talk to these guys except at events after this. So he smiled and joked, but he was more concerned with which girl he was going to go after first. There were all kinds, tall, short, big, small, model-type, actresses, and then even some athletes. He steered cleared of them since they reminded him too much of Kacey. But then it got to a point where it didn’t matter because he was beyond inebriated. He wasn’t sure what Pierre had put in his cup, but it made everything go away.

Soon all that mattered was how far his cock could go down the throat of the girl he was trapped in the bathroom with. He wasn’t sure how she got in there, wasn’t sure how his pants fell, or how his cock got sucked between her lips. But then, really, who was he to question the whole thing? No, he’d enjoy the view and of course the pleasure she was giving him. Closing his eyes, he let his head fall back as she took him far down her throat, raking her teeth up his shaft before sucking the tip like a lollipop. Cupping his balls, she spit on his cock before running her tongue along the shaft and then taking him back in her mouth.

She was decent, he decided, and he could feel his orgasm building, but he should have come already. They’d been here for a while; maybe he needed a different rhythm. Lacing his fingers through her hair, he was about to move her head to the speed he knew would get him off, but the feel of her hair was familiar. Opening his eyes quickly, he looked down, and for a split second he saw her.

Kacey.

Blinking a few times, refocusing as his heart pounded in his chest, the blonde’s blue eyes blazed up at him before a sneaky grin came over her mouth.

“Wanna come, baby? You can come all over my tits,” she urged, popping the two huge, obviously fake tits out of her lacy top. “You’re so hot. I love your beard. I wonder how it would feel between my legs.”

She had a very annoying voice and she wasn’t very pretty. Not like Kacey. Kacey’s face was soft and sweet, her eyes such a lovely brown that could see inside his soul. She was a good person too, would never be caught giving head in a bathroom at a party. But she did give some fantastic fucking head. She had a way of just curving her tongue around the tip of his cock and squeezing his balls before he busted his load all over the damn place. Not on her pretty face though. He wouldn’t do that to her. He respected her. But this girl, no, he didn’t fucking give two shits about her. He was here to fuck, he was here to get drunk, and he was here to forget.

Forget about Kacey. Forget about his career that hung in the balance.

And what better way than to shove his cock so far down this girl’s throat, he was sure to completely forget everything.

“Yeah, su—” He stopped, swallowing hard. That was her nickname because she was the sweetest thing he had ever tasted. Clearing his throat, he said, “Yeah, baby, take my cock in that mouth of yours.”

Sending him another grin, she took him like he wanted, and soon she turned into a porn star, sucking his cock so hard that he almost came out of his damn shoes. Closing his eyes, he leaned his head against the wall as he thrust into her mouth, the tip of his cock hitting her throat and making her gag, but she kept taking it. Squeezing her tit, his other hand held her hair tightly, holding her in place as he fucked her mouth, racing toward his release.

Finally, he was there, his hips arching forward as he came hard. Grunting loudly, he squeezed her tit and her hair as he blew his load. His heart felt as if it was coming out of his chest, and his muscles burned from where he was pushing her head down onto his cock. But the thing that bothered him the most was that the pain was still there.

In his heart and in his leg.

Shaking his head, he opened his eyes and looked down at where she was wiping her face free of his come.

Oops. He’d missed her tits.

But as he had heard many times since arriving in New Orleans, things got dirty in the dirty south.

And Jordie Thomas was just getting started.
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When the girl gave him the eyes that meant she was a crazy, Jordie knew he had to get out of there. Patting her on the shoulder, he thanked her and hightailed it out of the bathroom, running right into Pierre. Looking past his shoulder, Pierre must have seen the girl because he smirked before meeting Jordie’s gaze.

“She gives great head,” he commented, but Jordie shrugged.

“Eh, it was all right,” he said in what he thought was a low voice. But when the blonde knocked into him from behind, throwing her middle finger in his face, he figured he must have yelled it instead.

Well, at least she wouldn’t come back for seconds.

As they watched her walk away, Jordie really didn’t understand why he had allowed her to suck him off in the bathroom without even knowing her name, but then he knew why. Because he was a fucking pathetic excuse for a man, not that he would tell anyone else that.

“What was her name?” he finally asked since he liked to know who sucked him off.

Pierre shrugged, looking at Jordie with a heavy-lidded expression. Even in his drunken state, Jordie could see that his buddy was not only getting older but was fucking drunk. He was two years older than Jordie, thirty-three, and he looked every one of those years. Like Jordie, he’d grown up poor, but Pierre at least had both his parents and a good home life, for the most part. Jordie’s mom couldn’t stay with one man long enough to even know if she didn’t like ’em. Someone new and shiny always came up, which meant they would move somewhere else. Until she got with the jackass who ultimately ruined Jordie’s childhood.

Scrunching up his face, he didn’t know why he was thinking of that. Was he really that drunk?

“I have no clue. We call her BJ around here,” Pierre said, bringing Jordie’s attention back to him.

“Well, that’s not nice,” Jordie said sarcastically.

Pierre laughed as he nodded. “Well, I guess not, but then a classy girl who’s worth a real name wouldn’t give head to a bunch of dudes, hoping that one of them falls in love or knocks her up.”

Jordie laughed since this wasn’t the first time he had heard that. It wasn’t only New Orleans that had those kinds of females; no, they were everywhere. Always out to trap a dude with a baby. Jordie was having none of that. Always wrapped his shit up—couldn’t do it. One day though, he’d like to have a kid… But then, why? The Assassins wives were popping some out every other month. He always had a little person to hang with.

Still though, Jordie needed to remember to wrap up while he was down here. That’s all he needed was to knock some bitch up down here and go back to Nashville where Kacey would hear about it. It would break her. Not that she wasn’t broken now.

“Fuck,” he muttered, closing his eyes and pulling in a breath through his nose.

“Yup, told you. Down here, everyone is looking for a one-way ticket on out,” Pierre said, obviously unaware of the internal struggle Jordie was dealing with. “Be careful, wrap your shit up.”

He didn’t need the warning. But before he could tell him that, Pierre threw his arm around Jordie’s shoulders and said, “Well, since she was a dud, let’s go find you someone who will rock your world!”

Jordie wished he were more excited, but he nodded just the same, and together they headed down the hall to a door. Pushing it open, Pierre went through first and then looked back at Jordie, grinning like a fool.

“What?” Jordie laughed, confused as he came through. They were in some sort of a grotto room where water was running, and when Pierre moved out of the way, Jordie could see three gorgeous ladies in a hot tub set in the brick floor.

Naked.

Breathless, Jordie watched as the girls looked back at him and then grinned. Returning their smiles, he watched as Pierre came to the edge of the hot tub and cocked his head back at Jordie.

“Ladies, this is my very good friend, Jordie Thomas. He’s in for a visit. Wanna show him a good time?”

One of the girls, a redhead, flashed him a look, but the other two were nodding. He figured two out of three were good odds.

“He’s hairy,” the redhead complained, and Jordie shrugged. “You know I like my men like you, Pierre.”

Looking back at Pierre, Jordie gave him a look that said that Jordie was way more man than he was. But Pierre ignored him and said, “Yeah, I’ve told him to shave, but he likes that Duck Dynasty-look, I guess. But true story, his dick is the biggest I’ve ever seen.”

Jordie laughed at that and deliberately stroked his beard. He only did that when someone brought attention to the long, dark brown beard that reached just to his chest. It took patience to grow something like his flavor saver, and he was damn well proud of it. Fuck both of them for saying anything other than that. He’d rather look like a man than a nine-year-old boy.

“Shut up! You just want us to sleep with him,” the redhead said, smacking Pierre playfully.

“I mean, don’t you want to? He’s way hotter than me,” Pierre said, and for some reason, Jordie felt like Pierre was a used car salesman, selling him to the three musketeers. He didn’t need to be sold. He was a sexy bastard!

“I have to agree. I love the lumberjack look,” the blonde cooed. “No offense, Pierre, but you’re too skinny. I need a man who’s gonna break me in half.”

“I can do that,” Jordie added, and she sent him a very naughty grin. Yeah, she’d do just fine.

“Oh yeah, me too, and I love his freckles,” the other blonde said, and he figured she’d do too. Biting her finger, she smiled before she announced, “I’m ready. Why don’t you take your clothes off and get in?”

Not needing to be asked twice, Jordie removed his shirt and then his shorts, but then remembered his leg. “Fuck, I can’t get in there. My leg,” he said, pointing to his injury.

“And he’s broken?” the redhead asked as she stood and climbed out. Jordie wanted to tell her to fuck off, but he was rendered speechless as he drank in her gorgeous body, water streaming through the valley of her tits and down her flat stomach. Jesus. She was a bitch, but she was fucking hot. Coming over to Pierre, she wrapped her arms around his neck and said, “I’d rather ride you, Pierre.”

Looking back at Jordie, Pierre pointed at him, swaying from side to side. “Throw your leg up on the side, you’ll be fine,” he said before coming to Jordie and smacking his shoulder. “That’s Zoey and then Jamie,” he said, pointing to each of the girls in the hot tub. They both waved seductively, and Jordie couldn’t wait to be part of the blonde sandwich. “I’m gonna go and fuck her,” Pierre mumbled, pointing at the redhead. “Wrap it up. They’re fun.”

As Pierre walked away, Jordie wanted to be bothered by the fact that his boy had already fucked these two girls, but then they stood up, water cascading down their naked bodies, and it was easy to say that he didn’t give a second thought about it. Both of them were little in size but had big tits and sweet little pussies. Going behind her friend, Zoey grinned at him before she cupped Jamie’s breast. Swallowing hard, he watched as she kissed down her friend’s neck, her hand trailing down the other girl’s stomach, but her eyes never left Jordie’s. When she slid her hand down between Jamie’s legs, his cock twitched the life, and yup, he didn’t give two shits that Pierre had already been with them.

He was gonna fuck them into oblivion.

“Wanna come join us?” Zoey asked as her fingers moved in and out of Jamie’s pussy. “We love to play dirty.”

“Yes, please do,” Jamie moaned, meeting his gaze. “I want to sit on your face.”

Clearing his throat, he threw his boxers down, his cock springing up as Zoey turned Jamie, kissing down her chest and licking her nipple. He was mesmerized by them. Not only were they gorgeous and fucking hot, but they were obviously into each other. As he watched them make out, he, for some reason, remembered a conversation with Kacey, but then he shook his head quickly. This was the wet dream of every man in America, and Jordie was about to capitalize on it with no cares in the world.

And he wasn’t going to think of Kacey.

Reaching for his shorts, he grabbed a few condoms before going to where the girls were having one hell of a party. Lowering himself slowly to the edge of the hot tub, he let one leg go into the water while the other sat on the side. It ached, but really, he was paying it no mind. Especially when the girls moved toward him.

Holding his breath, he laid the condoms down as Jamie met her lips to his, kissing him rough and messy, tasting every bit of the alcohol he had been drinking all night. He could feel Zoey moving her lips down his chest, her tongue through the hair on his chest before nuzzling her nose into his beard. He pushed the thought of Kacey doing that out of his head just as one of them took ahold of his cock. She lowered her mouth to it, and he came off the side of the tub when Zoey took his balls, tonguing them while Jamie sucked his cock deep into her mouth.

Letting his head fall back, his sounds of pleasure filled the room as the girls went to town on his cock. Taking turns sucking him, kissing him, and sucking on his balls. It was mind-blowing, and for some reason, he wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or what, but man, he was feeling every single one of their touches with every fiber in his body. He was almost there, but Jamie stopped, kissing up his thighs and his abs, her wet pussy sliding up his body until she was doing what she wanted.

Riding his face.

Licking up her bare pussy, he sucked her clit into his mouth as she rode him, crying out and cupping her big tits. Suddenly Zoey was beside him, her mouth moving with his against Jamie’s pussy. It was the most erotic thing he had ever done, his cock was so hard it hurt, and he couldn’t see straight. He was dizzy with lust as Jamie came hard against their mouths, crying out as she jerked forward and back against them.

And then they changed places.

It was crazy, and he couldn’t wait to tell some of the guys back home. He’d been with two girls before, even three, but these two were downright nasty, and he couldn’t get enough. Once Zoey came, she went limp against him, but that didn’t stop Jamie from kissing up her stomach before meeting her mouth to Zoey’s.

Running his hands up Zoey’s body, he kissed her thighs before molding her ass with his hands. She slid down his body, kissing him as Jamie moved her hair out of her face, watching as they made out. Parting, he reached for Jamie then, bringing her mouth to his as Zoey slid down his body farther, taking his cock back into her mouth. Thrusting up into her mouth, he continued to kiss Jamie as Zoey sucked him off and then started to finger Jamie.

Pulling away, Jamie cried out as she squeezed his arm. “Oh, I want you to fuck me. Now.”

“Okay,” he answered, caught up in the moment. He reached for a condom and Zoey took it from him, sheathing him as Jamie got up on all fours. Once he was covered, Zoey went over and lay on her back below Jamie. Then to his amazement, Jamie dropped her mouth to Zoey’s pussy and started eating it like a fat kid ate cake. He could only watch as he breathed deeply, sucking in and letting out his breath in a whoosh. He was so turned on, he could have come right then, but then Jamie looked back at him.

“Come on. Fuck me from behind. You can put it in my ass and then hers, if you want. We can take turns. Whatever you want.”

“Fuck,” he muttered, squeezing his cock, thinking the possibilities with two were endless. But then without thinking, since he was in a sex-filled haze, he turned over and came down on his knee hard. He felt something pop and then he jerked forward, landing facedown on the stone floor. Pain shot through his head and down his leg, and he couldn’t believe this was happening.

As everything went black, he wasn’t sure what was happening, but he heard Kacey’s voice.

When you get too many people in the bedroom, someone is bound to get hurt.

He hated when she was right.
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When Jordie woke with a jerk, he looked around the room, confused. Blinking a few times, he squinted from the bright lights and the pounding headache. Licking his lips, he ran his hands down his face before sucking in a deep breath. Looking around the room, he realized that he must be in the hospital. The ER to be exact. Glancing at the clock, he saw it was almost four in the morning, and he wondered what had happened to the last three hours. Blinking a few more times, his heart started to race as he looked for a call button. But when he found it, the curtain pulled back and a nurse walked into the room, meeting his gaze.

“Mr. Thomas, you’re awake,” she said with a smile before reaching for his file.

“What happened?” he mumbled, closing one eye because of the pain on that side of his face. “I hurt. Everywhere.”

She nods. “Well, you did fall face-first into a brick, from what the two ladies told the paramedics,” she said with a look. He wasn’t sure what the look meant, but it didn’t seem like a very sympathetic one. She must have thought he was some kind of nasty playboy, and really, after the things he’d just done, he probably could be considered one. But still, he didn’t want her to think that.

“Yeah, it’s a little hazy,” he said sadly, rubbing his nose. “Is my face messed up?”

She looked over at him, and he smiled the best he could in a goofy way, which was easy with all the alcohol coursing through his body. She smiled back before shaking her head. “Not much, but you do have bruising around your mouth and nose.”

Letting out a sigh of relief, he glanced back up at her. “Oh good, gotta make sure to keep my money-maker intact,” he teased and she giggled. It was a breathy sound, and that made him really look at her then. She was probably his age, pretty with long, auburn hair. Her eyes were a light green color, and she was curvy with a pooch in the front. She must have just had a baby. Glancing at her hand, he could see that she was married too.

“Your money-maker?” she said with a grin as she fixed the blood pressure cuff on his arm.

“Yeah, can’t be looking crazy. How will I pick up gorgeous women like you?”

That made her face turn red as she waved him off. “Please.”

“No, really, you are a very pretty woman, but I see you’re married. Lucky guy, I have to say.”

She giggled and he knew he had her. A little flirting got him a long way. One thing he’d learned from his long hospital stays was that you flirted with the nurse. It guaranteed you the last apple juice and the best snacks.

“He is, thank you.”

She pushed a button, and the cuff started to tighten as Jordie said, “Only giving compliments where they are due.”

“That’s very sweet of you.”

Flashing her a winning grin, he hoped his teeth were still in his mouth. Running his tongue along them, he was thankful they were before he said, “Any kiddos?”

“Yes, I just had my first,” she said with a bright grin.

“Well, show me some pictures,” he said happily, and when her grin grew, he knew that he’d get a Snickers too. Pulling out her phone to show him pictures of the little guy, she went into full first-time mommy mode. Usually guys were bored by that, but Jordie sort of enjoyed it. It was weird, but the thought of a little person who would come out looking and acting like you was amazing. He’d always wanted kids even in spite of the shitstorm of his childhood.

He wasn’t sure how he would handle having a child though, trusting and loving someone for the rest of his life. He wouldn’t be able to do it with its mom, so how would it work? He really wasn’t sure, but as he listened to Brandy, the nurse, talk about her little guy, he wondered when he would be ready for that. He still had a long life of singlehood to enjoy. He wouldn’t want a kid till he retired, either. But then, the problem was how to get a baby without a mom being attached to it. Adoption was his best bet, but who would give some playboy a baby?

Hm. But, really, why the fuck was he caring about this now? He must have hit his head really hard. His head wasn’t the only thing hurting though. His knee was throbbing, and then he remembered what made him fall. It wasn’t the desire to get into those two girls or the alcohol. Nope, his knee had popped.

“My knee, it popped.”

She glanced over at him from her file, a brow coming up. “Your knee?”

“Yeah, that’s what made me fall. I was getting up and I turned wrong, and I felt it pop in the brace.”

Her brows came together, and he could actually see the wheels spinning in her head. “I’m gonna get the doctor. We assumed it was all superficial, just a hit on the head that knocked you out since your vitals were fine. We’ve been pumping fluids into you to get rid of the alcohol and drugs—”

“Drugs?” he asked, shocked.

“Oh yeah, some MDMA,” she said, eyeing him. “But you didn’t know about the drugs.”

“Fuck no. What is MDMA?”

“Molly is the street name.”

“Fucking hell,” he said, expelling a breath. “I can’t do drugs; I play professionally. Fuck me,” he said, covering his face. He was sure that Elli would believe him if he told her he was drugged, but it didn’t look good that he came to New Orleans to party. Fuck.

“It’s okay, it obvious you didn’t know. I’ll write a note in your file,” she said, coming to him and patting his arm.

“Fucking Pierre,” he muttered, shaking his head. He was gonna cuss that asshole out.

“It will be fine; don’t worry. But please, tell me what happened to your knee.”

Shaking his head once more, he couldn’t believe this. He never did drugs, and now he was hurt and drugs could show up in his system. Hopefully this nurse would help out, but still. Fucking bullshit. Clearing his throat and deciding that he needed to call Elli once he got home, he looked back at Brandy and said, “I’m a pro hockey player up in Nashville. I was going toward the puck, guy came up behind me, and we both went into the boards. My leg went the wrong way and it snapped. I just went through four surgeries, and now I’m doing PT. But I heard a pop, felt it.”

She nodded, a worried look on her face. She liked him and that was good. When he first got hurt, he was angry and had decided that everyone sucked. He had chased off so many PTs that he couldn’t remember the count. But then Karson reminded him that honey attracts bees, and that if he wanted to heal, he had to be nice. He took that to heart, and now, he was as nice as could be to everyone in the medical field. His goal was to get back on the ice. The more he thought about it, the more he didn’t have to worry about the drug thing. He was a good guy and didn’t lie. He’d never failed a test because that would prevent him from getting on the ice. Nothing else mattered but getting back to what he loved.

As she moved around him, taking vitals, he couldn’t help but be disappointed in himself. This was probably the dumbest thing he had ever done. This weekend was supposed to help him get past his feelings for Kacey, but that wasn’t working. He had been through three different females, and still he was craving the one with brown eyes and an ass that could bring him to his knees. He could still see her laughing eyes, feel her hands on his chest, and he wished it would go away. Especially since he was lying there, helpless, unsure what the pop meant. He wanted his phone. He wanted to text her, but that wouldn’t help. It would only make it worse.

“What hospital?” she asked him, grabbing her pen from her pocket.

“I was in Vanderbilt in Nashville for a bit, and then I transferred to Middle Park Medical Center in Colorado,” he said, before giving her the names of the doctors who took care of him. He then gave her the name of his current PT. He was sure that Richard was going to flip when he got the news, but he’d worry about that later.

“Okay, let me get on the phone, and then I’ll track down the doctor and see what she wants to do next. Sit tight for a few,” she said, finishing writing on her hand before putting her pen back in her pocket. Looking over at him, she smiled. “It’s gonna be okay, but in the meantime, anything I can get you while we wait?”

“Can I get something to eat? And also, where is my phone?”

She nodded. “I’ll see what I can find for you, and here, let me grab it for you,” she said, reaching for the bag that had his personal items. Handing him his phone, she sent him another grin and then winked as he thanked her. “No problem, be back soon.”

Kicking the blankets off, he looked down at his braced leg and shook his head before looking up at the ceiling. Please let it be okay. He didn’t need anything else holding him back from recovering. This had been such a bad idea, one he really hadn’t thought through. Shaking his head, he decided that it was all Pierre’s fault, and he was a fucking idiot. He should never have come to New Orleans. He should have never gotten that drunk, been drugged up, and played with two bitches.

Thinking of those girls brought up the memory of Kacey and what she had said to him before.

When you get too many people in the bedroom, someone is bound to get hurt.

It was a couple weeks ago when he realized that he was getting way too deep in the feelings pool for her. He knew he loved her, but he wouldn’t admit it to himself, and never to her. He figured if he suggested another girl coming into the bedroom, it would piss her off and she run off. If it didn’t go that way and they did bring someone else in, maybe it would help him ignore his feelings for her. But neither one of those scenarios happened. She laughed him off, told him he was crazy, and then dropped to her knees and gave him the best blow job of his life. When he came in the back of her throat, she sucked him dry, stood up, kissed his lips and then whispered, “I’m enough woman to please you. You don’t need anyone else in the room but me.”

He was so high on his orgasm cloud that he only nodded, laying her down and then fucking her so damn hard, it shook him to the core. He always joked that she wouldn’t walk the same the following day, but it was really he who would never be the same. Which was why he was in fucking New Orleans doing everything to forget his feelings for the girl that had his…fuck…his fucking heart.

Ugh, how pathetic.

Shaking his head, he saw he had some text messages from Pierre, telling him to call or text when he needed to be picked up. For some reason, it bothered him that the asshole couldn’t even come to the hospital to make sure Jordie was okay. But then, that further proved his point on why he never trusted anyone. Except for Karson. If he called and told Karson what happened, he knew that Karson would be on the first plane down here.

He knew that, so why did he dial Karson’s number?

He answered on the second ring. “JT, you okay?”

“Man, I think I fucked up,” he admitted, tears stinging his eyes. He wasn’t sure if he was still drunk, drugged, or what, but he felt completely and utterly alone. Weak, something he didn’t like at all. And the shitty thing was, he didn’t even want to talk to Karson.

He fucking wanted Kacey.

“What? What’s wrong?”

“I’m in New Orleans, came to see my boy Pierre Paul, and things got crazy. I got drunk and apparently drugged and was about to smash two bitches, and I think I fucked my knee up again.”

He heard Lacey then, asking if everything was okay, but Karson told her to go back to bed, and then he heard a door shut. “Fuck, Jordie, what happened?”

Jordie explained the whole situation, not leaving out anything. No matter how disgusting and wrong Karson could think it all was, Jordie didn’t hold back. They were bros; they didn’t hide things from each other. Well, he did hide that he’d been fucking Karson’s sister for the last five months. That was beside the point, though.

“Why, Jordie? Why didn’t you just stay home? Or hell, come here.”

Shaking his head, he cupped his face with his other hand. He couldn’t admit the real reason, and instead, he lied to his best friend. “I just wanted to party. You can’t party when you have a wife, dude.”

“Don’t bring Lacey into this. You know she loves you and wouldn’t mind you coming here. Where are you? I’ll fly down.”

“No, no, don’t do that,” he said quickly. “That’s not why I called.”

“I know, but I don’t want you to be alone, and I know that fucktard Pierre isn’t there.”

He was right, but Jordie wasn’t going to tell Karson that. “I just… I just don’t know. I don’t know why I called.”

Karson let out a long breath, and Jordie knew he was probably shaking his head, running his hand over his face, completely frustrated with him. He always joked that Jordie was like a younger brother to him. Someone he always had to put back in place. The funny thing was that Jordie was older than him. Not that anyone would ever know that. Karson was the kind of man that all men strive to be. He was responsible, knew what he wanted, and worked his ass off. Loved with all his heart and tried to fix everyone. He was a good dude.

“You’re in the hospital?”

“Yeah,” Jordie answered, sucking in a deep breath. “Waiting on the doctor.”

“Okay, listen, you’re gonna be okay. Don’t worry. I’m sure everything is fine. You’re drunk, maybe you imagined the pop?”

“I felt and heard it.”

“Okay. Fucking shit, Jordie, I don’t know. You’re making me nervous. Sure you don’t want me to come down?”

“Not yet, dude., Let me see what happens,” he said, biting his lip. He shouldn’t have called, but something inside him needed someone to care that he was hurt. That he had fucked up. He wanted Kacey, that was the problem, and Karson was the closest to her that he could get and keep his heart safe.

“Okay, listen, I got my phone by the bed. Call me as soon as you know, okay?”

“Yeah, dude, thanks,” Jordie said, and he meant it.

“Okay, bro, call me.”

“I will,” he promised before he hung up the phone. Leaning his head back, he locked his phone, the picture of him and Kacey staring up at him.

Man, he missed her.

Unlocking his phone, he went to her text thread, and like a fucking idiot, sat there and read their texts.

Jordie: When you getting here? I’m ready to fuck.

Kacey: Shut up, asshole. I’m coming.

Jordie: Not yet, but when you get here you will be.

Kacey: I better. Don’t waste my time, Thomas.

Jordie: Have I ever?

Smiling, he continued to read them. Usually they talked about sex, sending pictures of themselves in sexy poses. She loved his beard and loved pictures of him grooming the beast. Her ass was his Achilles’ heel, and when she sent pictures of herself squatting or even in a thong, he would beg her to come over. But there was more to them than just sex. As much as he didn’t want to admit that, there was.

Kacey: What if I don’t make the team?

Jordie: Then they are fucking dumb. You’re the best.

Kacey: Thx. So are you.

Jordie: I don’t know. My career might be over.

Kacey: Never, you’re too strong. You’ll bounce back in no time. We’ll train together.

Jordie: Fine, but busted leg or not, I’m not letting you beat me.

Kacey: I know, that’s why I want to train with you. So when I do beat you, you’ll know who the best is.

Jordie: Are you challenging me, King?

Kacey: I am.

Jordie: So when I win, what do I get?

Kacey: What do you want?

Jordie: You. Naked.

Kacey: That can be arranged.

Kacey: So I guess we aren’t having sex until someone wins?

Jordie: Whoa, whoa. Relax now. No need to overreact. I have to heal first.

Kacey: LOL. So we are still having sex?

Jordie: Yeah, come over.

Kacey: You don’t tell me what to do.

Jordie: …get your ass over here. I want you in my mouth.

Kacey: Ugh. Fine, you’re lucky I like the way you eat me.

Yeah, he was lucky, but he had let her go.

Closing his eyes, he let his phone drop in his lap as he let out a long breath. It took everything out of him not to open his eyes and text her. He just wanted to know she still cared, but how selfish was that? He didn’t want to have a real relationship with her, but he wanted to know she cared. That was wrong and selfish. He needed to let her go. She needed to find someone who would want what she wanted. Someone who would trust and love her. He may love her, but he really didn’t think he could trust her. No matter how much he wanted to try.

When his phone sounded, he expected it to be Karson checking in, but it wasn’t.

Kacey: Lacey said you’re in the hospital in New Orleans, but didn’t know details. Are you okay?

His fingers were hovering over the keys, and he wanted to answer her, but before he could, the curtain pulled back and soon his attention was stolen.

By the doctor.
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“Holy fuck.”

As she looked at Jordie with dark eyes that pierced his soul, he wasn’t sure if he was really looking at the doctor or the girl that could star in his naughty doctor porn dreams. The air sizzled around him as his body went hot and his heart started to pound. It had been so long since he just instantly wanted to fuck someone, but this doctor was someone he wanted to plow into. And by the way she was looking at him, she was feeling the same.

Standing in a pair of strappy black heels, her legs were encased in black tights, her skirt was tighter than a nun’s ass, and she wore a white shirt that was snug against her huge tits. While her body was something of the gods, her face was gorgeous too. Plush lips that were painted a nude color while her eyes were done dramatically. Her black-rimmed glasses sat on her nose, while dark hair with light ends was up in a bun held by a pen. She was downright sinful.

“Well, good evening to you too,” she said, recovering a bit before coming toward the bed and averting her eyes to look over his file. He didn’t miss the way she licked her lips though or how she kept stealing glances at him or how she stood a little taller, perking that ass out in a way that made his hand shake at his side. No, she had his undivided attention.

“I’m Dr. Gallagher, your doctor for the night.”

“The whole night?”

Her eyes snapped to his and then back down, sucking in a deep breath as she said, “For as long as it takes.”

“It could take a long time.”

“More than likely since you’re hell-bent on inflicting pain on yourself.”

“What do you know about the pain I inflict?” he challenged, and she glared down at him.

“You’re a hockey player. You run into people and boards for fun.”

Oh, she was sassy. Mm, he wanted to put his cock in that sassy mouth. Smiling, he said, “You’re right, but I like pain off the ice too.”

Giving him a deadpan look, she said in a very condescending way, “Well, I hope I don’t cause you any pain.”

“So you’re here to make me feel good?” he somehow managed to ask, despite her glare. She stunned him. Something that hadn’t happened since Kacey waltzed into his life. But with Kacey though, he didn’t want to just fuck her. Dr. Gallagher though, he wanted to fuck, and the sooner, the better.

Setting him with a look that threw daggers and stabbed him in the eye, she shook her head. “I’m here to treat you, if that’s the question.”

“Of course,” he said with a wink.

She didn’t seem amused as she looked down at his file. “Mr. Thomas, from what I’ve gathered, you shattered you knee during a hockey game and now have come to New Orleans to party because that’s what people like you do.”

He scoffed, and she didn’t like that. She was trying to act like she didn’t like him, and he found that very funny. Clearing her throat, she glared as she finished, “Not only busted your face, but then you may have reinjured your knee through the brace you wear?”

He nodded. “That’s right. People like me are hard to contain.”

Rolling her eyes, she ignored him before informing him, “I’ve contacted the hospitals and gotten the files I needed. After looking over everything, I’ve ordered a scan of your leg to see if we need to take the brace off and treat it. I have an orthopedic doctor on call.”

He wanted to listen and be concerned, but he couldn’t take his eyes off her tits. They were so fucking full and round. Holy shit. The button at the top that held her shirt shut was crying, trying to hold on, but all it would take was a little flick and out would spill her breasts. Oh, how he wanted to reach up and do that.

“Up here, Mr. Thomas,” she said, tapping her glasses.

He glanced up, meeting her sexy gaze, and with a grin and not the least bit embarrassed, he said, “Sorry, but you are a gorgeous woman, Dr. Gallagher.”

“I would appreciate it if you didn’t come on to me,” she snapped in a snooty way, but he ignored it. She liked it. A lot.

“I don’t think I can help myself,” he admitted, and she rolled her eyes.

“Whatever,” she muttered before shaking her head. “Brandy is going to get you to Radiology, get that X-ray taken care of, and then we will go from there.”

She put his file at the front of the bed and reached for a pair of gloves before coming to the bed. “First though, I’m gonna inspect the apparatus and make sure it isn’t cracked.”

“So we are gonna play doctor?” he teased, wanting nothing more than to see her grin at him. He bet she had nice teeth, teeth she could use to bite him. “You can feel around, and I’ll tell you what feels good and what doesn’t. Hint, between my legs is a good spot.”

Looking up at him, her eyes slitted more, but he didn’t miss the blush that crept up her neck. “I’m going to ignore that last statement, and if you can’t keep your thoughts to yourself, I’ll gladly find someone who can take over. I’m trying to do my job. Some of us have to work around here.”

He laughed. “I work too, honey.”

“It’s Dr. Gallagher, and I’m sorry, but I doubt skating around the ice, playing with a stick, is work.”

“Oh baby, I would love to show you what I can do with my stick.”

Pushing away the blankets with more force than needed, she sighed, and it only turned him on more. She was trying to fight the fact that she was attracted to him, but he saw it the moment she walked in. She wanted him like he wanted her; she just didn’t like that. She had to be a control freak, and he wasn’t one to be controlled. She needed to be fucked, and he was the one to do that.

He watched as she inspected his leg, but then he was distracted by the curve of her ass. There was no way she was wearing underwear. Not with how tight that skirt was. When her hand started to probe his thigh, he bit his lip as his cock started to grow. Man, it usually took more than some girl touching his thigh to turn him on, but just looking at this woman was doing it for him.

“Are you in pain?”

He nodded. “I was, but then you started touching me.”

Looking over at him, she glared even more, but as much as she wanted to be annoyed with him, she wasn’t. She wanted him. He could see it in the depths of those naughty brown eyes. Squeezing his thigh, she asked, “Does that hurt?”

Breathless, his eyes dropped to her breasts where he could see the swells encased in a black bra. Looking back up at her, his cheeks darkened as he shook his head. “No, but maybe you should go up a little higher.”

Parting her lips, she sucked in a deep breath as her head came closer to his leg. He knew she was trying to look at the injury, but then his cock started to rise. He wanted to be embarrassed, but he just couldn’t bring himself to feel that.

No, he was only more fucking turned on.

Gasping, she looked up at him, shocked, but he could only grin. “Sorry?”

“That is very inappropriate,” she said, backing away before ripping the gloves off her hands.

“My stick has a mind of its own,” he said with a wink, licking his lips. When she turned, her eyes went to his cock, lingering for a moment before glancing back at him. Fuck, her eyes burned with desire, and man, he wanted her.

Clearing her throat again, the flush crept up her neck as she said, “Brandy will be in to take you to get X-rays soon.”

She went to leave, but he stopped her. “Is there a place I can take a shower?”

“You need one,” he heard her mutter, but instead of commenting on her comment, he grinned.

Setting her with a look, he said, “I need one to cool me down, unless of course, you want to join me. I’m sure we can get that water boiling.”

“You’re a pig,” she said, but then she shook her head quickly, almost as if she were scolding herself. “Excuse me, that was rude.”

“Mmm, please, don’t hold back,” he said, his eyes darkening as his body went tight. “Act on what you’re feeling, baby.”

Her lip curled up as she glared before she turned on those naughty strappy heels. Instead of stomping out, annoyed, like a woman who didn’t want him would do, she sauntered out, her ass moving in a way that should be illegal. When the curtain fell shut behind her, he laughed.

Oh yeah, she wanted him, and he had one mission.

To fuck Dr. Gallagher before he went home.

Busted leg and all.
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Jordie wanted to say that after all the X-rays and probing from the orthopedic doctor that he had forgotten all about Dr. Gallagher, but he would be lying through his teeth. His need for her was almost scary. He was stuck on a feeling for that woman, and he needed to act on it or he would regret it. For some reason, he knew she was the key to making him completely forget Kacey, and he needed that.

Because Kacey’s texts hadn’t stopped.

Kacey: Are you okay?

Kacey: Hey, asshole, can you answer me?

Kacey: Wow, you’re a dick.

Kacey: Okay ignore that, maybe not because Karson said he hasn’t talked to you either. I’m worried. Please let me know what’s going on.

Kacey: And I’m still waiting.

Kacey: Please, Jordie. Talk to me.

He had completely ignored them, his thoughts, his senses all about Dr. Gallagher. He wanted to know her naked, and everything else came second to that. He would deal with Kacey and his leg later; all he cared about was the curtain opening and Dr. Gallagher coming through. He hadn’t even listened to the orthopedic doctor, only catching that his leg was okay, everything was the same, which was great. But he was too concerned with sliding his hands up that tight-ass skirt to find out if Dr. Gallagher was wearing underwear or not.

He still didn’t think she was.

When Brandy came through the curtains, she looked dead on her feet and he felt a little bad for her, but his disappointment was greater than that. He wanted his doctor.

“So we are waiting for Dr. Gallagher to release you. We had an emergency, and she is tied up with that right now, but she’ll get you taken care of before she gets off, I’m sure. Me though, I’m off,” she said with a grin as she pushed a button, the cuff on his arm tightening. “Gonna check this one last time, and then I’m sure you’ll be out of here soon too.”

“Awesome, but the doctor will be in before I leave?” he asked, trying not to sound too eager.

She shook her head. “Probably not. We just need her signature. The orthopedic doctor released you, but she is your doctor, so we have to wait. Since we aren’t sure when that will be, we are changing shifts and Madeline will take over for me.”

Fuck. How was he supposed to find her? “Can I request to talk to her before I leave?”

A brow rose, and he didn’t miss her knowing look. “I’ll pass the message on.”

Jordie grinned at her, squeezing her hand. “You’re the best.”

She waved him off as she giggled sweetly. “Oh, hush. Now before I leave, anything I can do?”

“Can I take a shower somewhere? I feel disgusting, and since I may be here a bit longer, I need a shower. Like bad.”

He could still taste those two girls, and since he planned on going home with Dr. Gallagher, he didn’t want to smell or taste like pussy. Unless it was hers, that is.

Brandy thought for a moment, and he looked deep into her eyes, pleading with his eyes. “I’m one of those people who get anxiety about being dirty. Please, I don’t want to have an anxiety attack.”

It was all bullshit, but he needed a shower.

Biting her lip, she said, “I mean, we aren’t really allowed to do that.”

He smiled, continuing to plead at her with his eyes. “Yeah, but I’m not just some regular guy. I’m famous, remember? I signed that puck for your husband.”

She laughed. “Yeah, okay, I guess. But if I get in trouble, I’ll blame you,” she warned, and he laughed.

“I’ll get you a new job in Nashville,” he said with a wink as he pushed the blanket off. “Thank you. I feel all nasty.”

She giggled as they headed down a hall. “Well, when you get drunk and start fooling around with two girls in a grotto, I wouldn’t expect you to feel clean.”

He looked at her. “How much do you know?”

“Oh, the rumor mill is hardcore here. The paramedics tell us everything,” she said with a wink, and he laughed.

“Well, yeah, not my best decision,” he said as she pushed the door open.

“Not at all, but everything is in here. Here is your bag of clothes, and just go back to your bed when you’re done. Don’t be long since I don’t want Dr. Gallagher to find out. She’ll have my butt,” she muttered with a shake of her head. “I’ll let Madeline know you’re in here. Hurry, please.”

“Ten minutes, tops,” he promised, leaning forward to kiss her cheek softly. Somewhere over the course of the night, he had buddied up with Brandy. She was a sweet girl, and he’d enjoyed his time with her. “Let me know if you ever come to Nashville. I’ll show you and Ron a good night. Make sure you bring Tyler with you,” he said, speaking of her husband and son.

“Will do. Take care of yourself, Jordie,” she said before squeezing his arm and walking away with only a wave. He’d miss her; she was funny and he hoped that she would take him up on his offer, but he had bigger things to do. Wash the old pussy off him so he could get new pussy.

Excited, Jordie limped into the room on a mission, despite his leg aching. They had given him some meds, but they weren’t working much for his leg. His face felt fine, and when he glanced in the mirror and saw the bruising around his nose, he decided it gave him a bit of a bad-boy look. Not that he needed any help with that. The beard did that, drove the girls wild…drove Kacey wild, but he couldn’t think of her right now.

No.

His leg still had that dull ache, but he was sure that wouldn’t go away until he was healed. Hopefully, being buried deep into Dr. Gallagher would distract him from it all though. He needed something to help, or this trip would have been a fucking waste.

Throwing off his gown, he turned the hot water on and went underneath it, wetting his whole body before washing up quickly like Brandy had wanted him to. She had been nice enough to help him out, and he wasn’t going to disappoint her. She seemed a little scared of Dr. Gallagher, and for some odd reason, that turned him on. He liked an intimidating woman. One who kept you on your toes and someone who gave as hard as she took. Kacey was a perfect example of that, and he was thinking Dr. Gallagher could be too. Someone he could fuck his feelings out on.

When he was clean, he turned off the water and was about to reach for the towel when the door flew open.

“Whoa,” he called out, covering his cock, but when his eyes met hers, a grin crept across his face. She had no shirt on, a black lace bra covering her amazing tits, while her skirt came up past her belly button. Her arms were covered in blood and he figured she had come to clean up.

“What the hell are you doing in here?” Dr. Gallagher asked, glaring as she went to the sink, washing her hands and arms. “You aren’t supposed to be in here. Can you get dressed, please?”

He watched her for a moment, the towel that was around his waist hanging low. When she looked up at him in the mirror, he smiled before dropping the towel. “Do you really want me to?”

His heart skipped a beat as the room went up a degree in heat. This girl should come with a warning label. Her body was lethal, and he wanted to peel every single inch of fabric off her and bury himself within her. She had muscles in her back, probably from these long nights of saving people. Her ass was killer, not Kacey status, but it could do the job for what he wanted. All she had to do was turn around and tell him yes. Hell, she didn’t even have to do that—just give him some kind of sign that it was going down and he was hers.

Holding his gaze in her naughty one, she shut off the water, reaching for a towel and drying her hands as she turned slowly. Running her tongue along her lips, she took a step toward him and threw the towel to the side. Her eyes were burning with desire, her body taut but still as she said, “I told you to get dressed, Mr. Thomas.”

His mouth curved as he took a step toward her, closing the distance between them. Her body was radiating heat and he wanted to touch her, but he wasn’t going to catch a sexual harassment charge. No, he’d wait for her to make the first move; all she needed was a little coaxing.

“Or, you can get naked.”

“Not gonna happen,” she said, her eyes dropping to his lips before going even farther down his body. He wondered if she liked his body. He was ripped, packed with muscles and hair. She looked too clean-cut to like his lumberjack style, but something in her eyes said she liked it a lot. As he bit his lip, his cock sprung to life, standing at attention, reaching for her under her intense gaze. The air around them crackled with desire, the hairs on the back of his neck standing at attention as he waited for her next move.

Gasping, she licked her lips before glancing back up at him. Mm. She wanted it, but she was fighting her need tooth and nail. He didn’t know why she was holding back, but she needed to stop fighting. This was going to happen. He could see it in her eyes.

“Take it,” he whispered. “I want you.”

“No,” she snapped, her shoulders going back as her little chin went up in the air. “I would never lower myself to fuck some hockey player in the bathroom of the hospital.”

He scoffed, his ego not even slightly dented. “Trying to insult me to push me away is cute. I do it a lot but just stopped. Besides, I said nothing about fucking in this bathroom.”

Her eyes slitted as she held his gaze. “Then please, Mr. Thomas, enlighten me as to what you were implying.”

“I wanted you to drop to those knees of yours and suck me, baby,” he said, going with the truth. He didn’t have time to fuck her; it would take too long.

She laughed, but her eyes twinkled with want. He was good at reading people, women especially, and she was giving off all the signs that she wanted him. Deep down her throat. And like he knew she would, she tried to deflect him, saying, “Wow, your ego must be big if you think I’m gonna suck you off.”

“Oh, you want to. I can see it in your eyes. Just act on your desires, baby,” he cooed as he held her gaze.

Dropping her head to the side, she took a step forward, and without any warning, took him in her hand. Her cold hands shocked him, making him jump, but soon he was arching into her hand, wanting the release she could give him.

Leaning in, her lips by his ear, she asked, “So you want this?”

“Yeah, and so do you. Drop to those knees, baby,” he urged, arching into her hand, his cock throbbing.

“But what do I get?”

Closing his eyes when she started to move her hand up and down his cock, he groaned out before meeting her gaze. “Me between those legs as soon as we leave this place.”

Stopping, she pulled back, looking at him as he grinned, but her eyes challenged his. “Who said anything about my going anywhere with you?”

Reaching out, he threaded his hand through the back of her hair and squeezed before bringing her close to him. She gasped, her lips parting as he leaned toward her lips, only a breath away. Searching her eyes, he knew she wanted him to kiss her, but he didn’t want to kiss her lips yet. He wanted them wrapped around his cock. Tightly and now.

“The same voice that is telling you to drop to those knees and take me to the back of your throat.”

He could see the defiance in her eyes, but instead of voicing that, she said, “You’re lucky I want you in my mouth. That I’ve been thinking about it since I walked into your exam room.”

Her words reminded him of Kacey, but he ignored them and said, “That’s right. Now make me feel good, Doctor.”

Slowly, she dropped to her knees, kissing down his body before running her tongue down his engorged flesh. Licking around the top, she ran her tongue along the tip of him, catching his precome in her hot little mouth before sucking him quickly into the back of her throat. Coming onto his toes, he groaned loudly as she sucked him so hard, he thought the skin of his cock was gonna come off. But it felt so fucking good. Her nails bit into his ass, enhancing the pleasure as she worked his cock like a pro. She had the mouth of a porn star, and he was convinced she wasn’t working in the right field. She had that naughty doctor thing down, and that mouth was just corrupt.

“That’s right, baby. Suck me,” he groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as he came up on his toes again, arching his back so that he went deeper down her hot throat. She didn’t even gag; she basically swallowed him while still sucking him to the point of him coming in record time. Blowing his load, he cried out, squeezing the back of her head as he thrust into her mouth. As she sucked him dry, he jerked and flinched, his whole body shaking as she licked his sensitive tip before kissing it softly. Opening his eyes, he let go of her as she stood slowly, running her tongue along her lips.

“Fuck, woman,” was the only thing he could say, and when she smiled, it was like she kicked him in the balls. Fuck, she was sexy.

“They don’t call me Dr. Hoover for nothing,” she said with a wink before putting her hand on the doorknob. His mouth curved as he gasped for breath. She wasn’t joking; her mouth could go toe-to-toe with a Hoover Vacuum. “Get dressed, go back to your bed. I’m gonna release you and then wait outside. I’ll pick you up.”

Meeting her gaze, he said, “Who said I’m coming home with you?”

Biting her lip, she let go of the door and came over to him, cupping his balls and causing him to jump. She squeezed him and he cried out but arched into her hand, his body breaking out in gooseflesh.

Holding his gaze, she said, “I did. Don’t make me wait.”

Nipping at his bottom lip, she squeezed him again before sauntering out of the room and leaving him breathless.

Well…then…he better get dressed.
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Jordie: I’m fine. Leg is good.

Karson: Good. You going back home?

Jordie: Not yet. Tomorrow.

Karson: Why don’t you go tonight? I don’t want you getting drunk and getting hurt again with that idiot Pierre.

Karson was probably right, and he had considered going home tonight, but he wasn’t entirely sure what was going to happen with Dr. Gallagher. One thing was for sure, Pierre was on Jordie’s shit list. He hadn’t heard from the asshole since last night. If Jordie’s friend were in town visiting and got hurt, he would check on him. But Jordie wasn’t even a second thought, it seemed. Then again, what guy drugs his friend? Yeah, Pierre could suck his dick.

Jordie: Nah, I’m not going back there.

Karson: Okay? Get on a plane then.

Jordie: Gotta do something first.

Karson: What?

Jordie: The doctor and then I’ll go to the airport.

Karson: You have issues, dude.

Jordie: She’s hot and sucked me like a dream.

Karson: Why am I never shocked by what you say? Jesus, call me when you land.

Jordie: Will do.

Laughing, Jordie tucked his phone in his pocket and then leaned against the wall to wait. He didn’t have to wait long though. When a sleek black Jaguar with blacked-out windows pulled up and stopped, Jordie watched as the window rolled down a little bit.

He could see her looking at him through black sunglasses before she said, “Get in.”

He didn’t have to be told twice. Pushing off the wall, he limped toward the car and got in before looking over at her as she took off. She had changed, wearing a scrub top over the skirt she was wearing earlier. Her tights were gone, but he hoped the shoes weren’t. Her hair was down too, in curls along her shoulders. She looked beautiful and he wanted to tell her that, but before he could, she took a hard left, knocking him into the window.

“First things first, this is a one-time thing,” she said, not even looking at him as she sped along the highway.

“I’m pretty sure I’m supposed to say that,” he joked, but she didn’t laugh.

“I don’t want to be in a relationship with you, not even a little bit, but I want to fuck you, so we’re gonna do that.”

“Sounds good to me,” he said with a nod.

“And when we are done, you need to go back to wherever you came from.”

“No problem. Can you take me to the airport?”

“I never committed to getting you there.”

“Yeah, but I’ll commit to making you come if you do.”

She glanced at him and then nodded. “Fine, it’s better than you going back to Pierre’s house.”

With his brows pulled together, he asked, “How do you know about Pierre?”

Looking over at him, she shrugged. “The paramedics told me.”

“Why would they tell you that?” he asked, confused.

“Fine, I’m his sister,” she informed him, knocking the air out of him. She said it so nonchalantly, like it wasn’t a big fucking deal.

Racking his brain, it didn’t take long to remember her name. He had heard Pierre curse it many times. “Natasha?”

“The one and only,” she said with a smile, and still he didn’t see even a resemblance to Pierre. But then, he wouldn’t. They only shared the same dad, one who left her and her mom for Pierre and his mom. It was easy to say there wasn’t any good blood between the two siblings. Especially with the fact that Pierre’s dad had nothing to do with her, basically signed away his rights. It was messy and shitty, and she held a grudge like a motherfucker.

“Does he know you live here?”

“Yeah, and no, we are not talking.”

“Man, I know how to pick them,” he muttered and she laughed.

“He can’t know.”

“He won’t,” Jordie said with a shake of his head. “So no wonder you hate hockey players.”

“Exactly,” she said with a nod. “But despite your poor choice of an occupation, I still want to fuck you.”

Looking over at her, he asked himself if he should really do this. He knew the bad blood between the siblings, and fucking her might end his friendship with Pierre. But then, was there even a friendship between them? He didn’t trust the asshole, and it was obvious he didn’t give two shits about Jordie. So really, did he even have to think about it? She was the key to forgetting; he couldn’t pass her up.

“And despite knowing that you’re Pierre’s sister, I still want to fuck you.”

As her eyes darkened, Jordie decided that no one’s sister was safe around him.

Which was probably not something he should be proud of.

Running her naughty little tongue along her lips, she smiled. “Good, now I’m not wearing any panty hose or panties.”

Looking over at her, he smirked. “Is that right?”

“Yes,” she said, opening her legs and leaning back some in her seat. “Touch me.”

“You don’t have to ask me twice,” he said, leaning across the console and sliding his hand up her thigh. Pulling her scrub top to the side, thankful it was on the bigger end, he nibbled on her shoulder and neck as his hand traveled up her thigh. Her lips were fuzzy with hair and so damn wet that he groaned against her neck. As he bit her, she cried out while he slid his fingers inside her, his thumb pressing against her clit.

“Hurry,” he demanded. “I want you in my mouth and my cock down your throat.”

“Make me come,” she demanded back, arching against his hand.

“No,” he groaned against her jaw, biting softly before sliding his fingers from her hot pussy to her clit. She was so fucking wet. Her arousal made him harder than a rock, and he was having a hard time catching his breath. She was so fucking hot, so naughty, and he was shaking from wanting to be inside her. Wanting to taste her.

But most all, he wanted to forget.

Ruthlessly, he flicked her taut nub, her cries of pleasure filling the car as he sucked and licked her neck and ear. When the car came to a stop, he pulled his face out from her neck to look around, still flicking her nub. They were in a driveway—hers, he figured as she shifted the car into park before pushing his hand away.

When she sent him a dark look, he couldn’t help but smile. She was cute when she was angry.

“The fact that I could drive here and not crash, I feel, says you that you need to work on your hand-eye coordination,” she said all smart-alecky. “I have no clue how you are successful in the NHL.”

She went to reach for the door handle, but he stopped her, taking her by her chin before bringing her gaze to his. “You’ll come when I want you to,” he said, his eyes locked with hers. “Not a second earlier or later. If I’d wanted you to come, you would have.”

“Your ego is disgusting.”

“But yet you still want to fuck me.”

“I don’t know about that. Maybe your leg is slowing you down?”

“Baby, nothing slows me down.”

“I have a hard time believing that,” she said, smacking his hand from her face and getting out of the car.

Feisty little thing.

Doing the same, at a slower pace, he shut the door as she looked over at him, challenging him with her eyes. Turning, she made her way to the door and he followed, ignoring his surroundings. This girl could kidnap him and he would have no clue how to get out of there. He blamed his stupidity on his sexual frustration. He wanted to fuck Natasha, and he wanted to do that now.

When they entered the house, he ignored everything as he slammed the door behind him. She then turned, pulling the scrub top off and throwing it on the floor, her eyes burning into his. The swells of her breasts peeked out of the top of her bra, her neck red due to the burn of his beard. By the time he was done with her, he wanted her whole body to be red from it. She unzipped her skirt and it fell to the floor where she stepped out of it before unhooking her bra and letting it hit the ground too. She was fully naked before him, except for her strappy black heels.

As they stared at each other, their chests both moving in the same rhythm, he licked his lips as his cock grew in his shorts. Limping toward her, he took her in his arms and dropped his mouth to hers. He pushed his tongue past her lips, their tongues playing as his hands roamed her body, squeezing her hips and then her ass as she pressed her wet center against his growing cock. Pulling back, he looked around and decided that he wasn’t going anywhere until her pussy was in his mouth and his cock was down her throat again.

“Here,” he muttered against her lips.

“Right here?”

“Yeah, now,” he said, parting from her before lowering himself to the ground. Looking down at him, she bent over and undid his pants as he threw his shirt up and off him. Helping her pull down his shorts and boxers over his brace, he brought her down onto him, his cock pressing against her stomach as they kissed in hot need. Squeezing her breast, he drove his tongue into her mouth, licking the roof of it before deepening the kiss even more. Pulling back then, he pushed her up and she gave him a sneaky little grin before she turned around, going up on her knees, hovering her hot pussy above his mouth.

Admiring her, he ran his fingers down her lips as she took his cock in her hand, running her tongue along him. Sucking in a deep breath, he took ahold of her ass and brought her down onto his mouth at the same time she took him to the back of her throat. As he flicked his tongue along her clit, she sucked him to the point of oblivion. His toes curled into the carpet as he tried to concentrate on making her come, but her mouth was fatal. Soon his hips arched up as he came hard in her mouth, his fingers biting into her hips as he sucked her clit in between his lips, trying to breathe. Crying out, she moved against his mouth as his fingers danced along her tight asshole. She must have not liked that because she sat up and started to ride his face. His hand held her hips as he fucked her with his tongue and his other hand.

But still, she didn’t come.

Pushing her off him, he got up slowly and spread her legs open before burying his face between them. She cried out, her back arching as he nibbled on her clit, his fingers inside her, fucking her. When he flicked his tongue quickly along her clit, she held on to her breasts, arching her back and screaming as she thrashed beneath him. And when she came, she came hard, squeezing her thighs around his head as she jerked beneath his mouth. Lifting his head, he looked down at her flushed body and shot her a grin, but it dropped when his phone started to ring.

It was Kacey.

She had set her ringtone to be the song that was playing when they fucked for the first time, “Nice and Slow” by Usher. She had been in the bathroom, the one that connected to her room, and he heard her listening to it and figured she was in the mood. She had made little remarks about fucking him the whole night. He hoped he wasn’t wrong, and when he opened the door, finding her naked, years of pent-up frustration and wanting for the girl had him fucking her hard against the sink. When he came, he told himself to leave, but then he took her against the wall, followed by a few more times in the bed. From there, he was hers.

But not anymore.

No, he had to get rid of these feelings.

Looking down at Natasha’s hot little body, her flushed skin, and her sneaky grin, he knew he was going to fuck her stupid. Reaching for his shorts, he got a condom and slid it down his cock before pushing her leg up and entering her in one fell swoop. She cried out, and fuck, she was tight, but he pushed through, his fingers biting into the back of her knee as he tried to pound his feelings out of himself.

But it wasn’t working.

Taking her breast in his hand, he squeezed as he pounded, his body slamming into hers. He wished he were worried about hurting her, but she was taking it and meeting him with each thrust. Natasha liked it rough and that should excite him, but he was beyond frustrated. Almost fucking furious because…he couldn’t get his feelings out. As he fucked her, all he felt was nothingness.

No. Wait.

He felt nothingness for Natasha, but he missed her.

He still missed Kacey.
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When Jordie came with a guttural yell, he fell onto Natasha and nuzzled his face into her neck, closing his eyes tightly, and wishing he felt anything but the all-consuming love that he felt for Kacey. He didn’t want to love her, he didn’t even want to care, but no matter how hard he fucked Natasha, those feelings weren’t going anywhere.

And fuck, he fucking tried.

Again against the sofa, a couple times in her bed, and even against the kitchen table, but it wasn’t working. Nothing did. Even when she had him as far down her throat as she could, he looked at her and saw Kacey. Everything she did reminded him of Kacey. She cried out, and it sounded so much like Kacey. She’d shake her ass against his cock, and it killed him because that was how Kacey got him hard. And he swore at one time he even called her Kacey, but then he thought he hadn’t because she didn’t correct him, only rode him faster, squeezing him with her hot pussy.

She really was a great lay, and as he held her up with his hands, her pussy in his mouth while she braced herself against the wall behind the armchair, he couldn’t regret this. While he couldn’t seem to fuck his feelings away, he was enjoying fucking Natasha. Licking her lips and dipping his tongue deep inside her, he ate her like he’d never eaten another pussy a day in his life. Which after this, he wasn’t sure if he would.

He enjoyed sex, but why keep on if everything reminded him of her? What would he do, fuck anyone and everything until he stopped feeling for her? It was a good idea in theory, but he wasn’t sure if that was the way to go about it. He didn’t know what to do, but soon she started to move her pussy against his mouth, looking for her release, and he decided to wait until later.

Now, he would enjoy Natasha.

They hadn’t talked much, but really, what did they have to say? This was a one-time thing, and when he walked out that door, he’d never speak to her again. He had no need to. She was a great fuck, but he wanted nothing to do with her. The selfish part of him did want her to remember him though. So when she started to come, her body arching back, he lowered her down onto his cock and thrust up into her, which was not easy with a bulky brace on his leg. His right leg would be stronger after this for sure. Her breasts bounced up into his face as she caught his mouth with hers. He slowed his thrusts and she started to ride him in almost a sensual way, but he didn’t want that. He didn’t want sweet; he wanted hard and rough.

Pulling away from her mouth, he took her tit in his mouth and bit hard as he thrust up into her, her fingers pulling his hair hard, causing them both to cry out as they fucked. Pushing his hips up into the cushion of her pussy, he squeezed her tit as he continued to thrust into her, needing his release. Holding on to his shoulders, she then braced her feet on the arms of the chair and raised herself up, only the tip of him in her before she slammed down, taking his breath away. She was naughty as hell, and he fucking loved it.

Continuing the motion, he squeezed her tits in his hand, thrusting up as she came down until they both were trembling. When he came, he arched off the chair, ignoring the pain in his legs as her hot pussy milked his cock. As much as he wished he didn’t have a condom on, he was glad for obvious reasons. Getting someone pregnant when he loved another was a little ridiculous, but man, he would love to feel those pussy walls with nothing between them.

But it would never happen. Ever.

Leaning her head against his, she sucked in a deep breath before opening her eyes and meeting his gaze. Before he couldn’t see any resemblance between her and her brother. This close though, he could see that she did have his nose, and maybe the color of his eyes. She really was pretty. Nowhere near Kacey pretty, but she would make someone very happy one day. Not him though; his heart wasn’t an option.

Running her fingers along his jaw and then down the length of his beard, she smiled before kissing his nose.

“We gotta go in a few. Your plane is leaving in two hours.”

He nodded. When they’d taken a break for food earlier, he’d gotten a late-night flight out of New Orleans to go back home. He still hadn’t heard from Pierre, and that alone had him wanting to get the hell out. Also, the fact that he was fucking his sister made him a little skittish. Not that he was worried about Pierre; he should squish the dude with his beard.

He may not have gotten anything from Pierre, but Kacey was sure blowing his phone up, and he promptly ignored all the texts she sent. He knew she was pissed, but still he had no clue what to say to her. So instead, he bent Natasha over and fucked her hard from behind. It seemed like a good idea before, but now that he was leaving, who was he going to fuck to forget?

Not that he ever forgot. He could still feel her.

Fuck, he missed her.

“Yeah, I know,” he said, running his nose along hers. “This was good.”

“Yeah,” she agreed. “Did it work?”

Searching her eyes, he didn’t understand. “What?”

She smiled, her fingers twisting the end of his beard. “It’s obvious you’re trying to get over the girl on your phone, and I’m wondering if it worked.”

He knew he should lie, but for some reason, he told her the truth. “No.”

“I didn’t think so,” she said with a nod. “Which means it’s real.”

He didn’t answer her as she got off him and folded her arms across her chest. Looking back at him, she said, “And if that’s the case, don’t try fucking everyone until it’s gone. But I feel like you’re going to anyway.”

He nodded. “Probably.”

She scoffed. “Then remember, our breasts are attached and not all girls can take it as hard as you go. Be mindful, Jordie.”

He laughed as he drank her in. Her body had splotches of red all over. Either from his fingers, teeth, or beard. He had left marks all over her skin, and a part of him felt bad, but the glow on her face said she enjoyed it. But she was right, he needed to be careful, or he needed to talk to Kacey.

Nodding his head, he said, “I’ll remember that for next time.”

She smiled. “Or you could talk to her, work it out?”

He shook his head. “I don’t deserve her. She needs someone who can trust her.”

She shrugged. “Yeah, I have no answer. That’s your own fucked-up issue, but thanks for the fuck. I feel great.”

He returned her grin. “Yeah, it was a good time.”

“For sure,” she said, leaning down and kissing his lips again. “I’m gonna go shower. There’s another shower in the other bathroom. I’ll meet you out here in a few and we’ll go.”

Cupping her face, he kissed her again. “Thanks, Natasha.”

“Sure,” she said, patting his shoulder, and as she walked away, he wondered if he would miss her. He doubted it, but he wouldn’t forget her, that’s for sure. Sucking in a deep breath, he got up, flinching from the pain before hobbling to his clothes. Picking them up, his phone vibrated and he closed his eyes. It had to be from Kacey, and when he pulled the phone out, he was right.

Kacey: I think it’s super fucked up that you can tell my brother you are okay but not me.

Kacey: What the hell, JT? Really? What did I do to be ignored?

Kacey: You let me go!

Kacey: Is that even it?

Kacey: Fuck, you’re killing me here.

Kacey: Please, just talk to me.

Kacey: I mean, are you doing this because you don’t even want to talk to me anymore?

Kacey: I thought we’d at least be friends after everything.

Kacey: But I guess not, thanks for nothing, Jordie.

Kacey: You know what, I bet you’re already off fucking someone else, huh?

As he read the last text, it felt like she stabbed him. Closing his eyes, he pinched the bridge of his nose as he let the phone fall to the ground. When it hit the floor, he looked down at it, her words staring up at him. Each word stabbed him in the heart because she was right, he was doing just that. He was off fucking anything and everything to forget her, but the real kick was that it didn’t fucking work.

He only wanted to forget; he didn’t want to hurt her, that was never his intention, but that’s exactly what happened. He was ignoring her because he couldn’t face his feelings. He couldn’t let her know that he was dying inside from pushing her away. Even with him being honest from the beginning, telling her that nothing could happen between them long-term, somewhere inside him he thought… He… Hell, he didn’t know what he thought. He just didn’t want to let her go, but then she caught the feelings, and being smart, she walked away. Because he wasn’t worth her time. Wasn’t worth her feelings. Her heart. No, he wasn’t the guy for her.

And now it was his turn to walk away because he couldn’t love her and act like they were just friends. It couldn’t be one or the other. She had left her mark on him, and he couldn’t come back from that. He couldn’t look her in the eyes as a friend and not crave her touch, her smile, her laugh. No, he just couldn’t do it. He couldn’t stop loving her if he continued to be her friend.

He had to let go.

Cut off all communication.

Stay away from Karson and Lacey’s house when she was there.

Or he would never get over her.

No matter how much the thought of not having her in his life crushed his soul, he had to let go.

Because Jordie Thomas wouldn’t get a happily ever after.

It wasn’t in his cards.


Continue Jordie and Kacey’s story in OVERTIME!
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