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      Phoebe pushed the door to the club open and walked in, taking a moment to stop at the entrance and take a look inside. The club was filled up, people drinking at the bar, some sitting at tables in the middle of the room and a crowd dancing in the middle of the room to some nineties pop song she had heard somewhere but couldn’t remember where and who the singer was. As she walked into the room, she felt more than a dozen eyes on her and smiled inwardly at the interest. After all, it was one of the reasons why she had come here. Put back a little bit of pop and color into her otherwise dreary life. It had been too long since she had gone out socially, and the fact that her two best friends were backpacking across Brazil while she stayed back and tried to build a semblance of a career hadn’t helped at all. Unfortunately, the best a major in English lit could give her was work as a temp worker. Currently, she was supposed to start work as a personal assistant in a big corporate financial firm or something like that. She was not really listening to the details when Betsy was reading it out, just happy to finally get work.

      The plan was to make herself so indispensable to whoever her new boss was and hope he would consider retaining her for far longer than the three weeks the work was supposed to be for. So today, she was going to party a little since she knew she was not going to get much personal time for herself today. From her look around the bar, she had also seen a few people she wouldn’t mind taking home to scratch what was now extending towards a four-month itch. Sophie would have been shocked to learn someone could exist for four months without sex and then more shocked if she heard that Phoebe was planning on having a one night stand. Probably shocked enough to make the trip back home and give her pointers. The truth was that Phoebe had never been a one-night stand person. All her past lovers had been people she had been in relationships with. But she had no time or energy for a relationship in her life right now and the itch was becoming more than her showerhead and vibrator could scratch.

      So, maybe today she would get a drink at the bar, flirt a bit. And if she met someone who interests her enough, she would consider allowing him to invite her back to his place. Surreptitiously tugging the silver mini-dress she had gotten on sale down, she made her way through the crowd.

      Taking an empty seat at the bar, she raised a hand to catch the attention of the bartender. Then turned around on her stool to look out at the club. A guy caught her eye and smiled. Phoebe smiled back, a flirty look on her face. Suddenly a blonde woman standing beside the man gave her a dirty look, then grabbed his hand and pulled him away. Phoebe was shocked that a man would attempt to make a move on another woman while his partner stood next to him. Seems she had been away from the social scene for so long that she had forgotten that men could be pigs.

      “So,” the bartender said, standing in front her. “What would you be having?”

      Phoebe turned around and smiled at him. “Why not surprise me. But be careful, this is my first time out in months so I think my introduction into libation imbibing should be gradual.”

      “I have just the thing,” he said with an easy smile as he turned towards the bottles at the back of the bar. “Well, congratulations. Seems like you won’t be paying for your drink after all.”

      “What?” Phoebe asked, looking confused.

      “I’m betting he is coming here to offer to pay for your drink,” the bartender said with a nod behind Phoebe. “Really cute too. I definitely wouldn’t mind drinking anything he put in front of me.”

      Phoebe chuckled as she turned around to see just who Steve, as written on the tag on his chest, was talking about. Then she saw him and immediately stopped chuckling to…just stare. He was tall, well over six feet. The t-shirt he wore looked like a second skin as it, molding itself to his impressive frame and not even the dim light in the club could hide the fact that he was fit. Lean fit, not steroid freak fit. Muscled that curved just so finely and broad chest she wanted to reach out and grab. It was also clear she was his target, his eyes on her as he walked through the crowd and towards the bar. Phoebe was sure there was a poetic line to describe the way the crowd seemed to just make way for him. But her brain was incapable of a single coherent thought.

      She quickly turned around in her seat and grabbed the glass Steve dropped in front of her.

      “Please tell me this is a very strong drink?” she implored as she lifted the glass.

      “Well, someone said I should go easy on her since she was just returning to the club scene after a long time. So it only has a little kick.” He smiled at the sight of nerves she was showing. “Come on, hand it over let me add a little vodka to it.”

      But Phoebe could feel the stranger standing right behind her. Lifting the glass, she took a drink.

      “Hi,” she heard him say, his deep voice just another thing to add to the plus column of reasons why he was the sexiest man she had probably seen in her life. The minus column was still empty as of yet and Phoebe was hoping he had a bad habit, like eating chips in bed. Her cheeks turned red as she realized she was already thinking about him and a bed.

      Turning around with what she hoped was a flirty and confident smile like Sophie would give, she opened her mouth to reply him. Then fell forward and launched into a coughing fit, cheeks red in embarrassment as she pats her back to stop the fit. By the time she lifted red-rimmed eyes, he was holding a glass of water for her.

      “Never knew I looked that bad,” he said with a smile as he handed the cup to her.

      Phoebe took the cup and drank. From the corner of her eyes, she watched him take the seat beside her and give Simon his order. For a moment, Phoebe considered dropping the cup and just making a beeline for the door, sure she could find another club where she could proceed to drink her embarrassment away. In the end, she timidly lifted up her head, cheeks tinged red with embarrassment and gave him a small smile.

      “Hi…” she said, then stopped, no idea what to say next.

      “I guess the next time I step out, I should wear a plastic bag over my head. Save people the headache of seeing my ugly face.” The confident smile with which he made this statement showed he knew exactly how handsome he was.

      “Yeah right,” Phoebe couldn’t resist rolling her eyes. “You are probably the sexiest man in this club and you know it.”

      For a second, Phoebe was shocked she had made such a statement, and so brazenly too. Then she remembered what she was here to do. Get loose and have a good time for one night. One night where she was free to be and do whatever she wanted to do without listening to the sensible cute angel dressed in white and sitting on her right. Right now, that angel was tsking and shaking her head at her. But Phoebe decided to go with the other one, the little black angel urging her to let loose and flirt a bit.

      “Don’t know about that. But I guess it is kinda fitting since I am talking to the sexiest girl in this club.”

      Phoebe spluttered, then burst into laughter. “Either you have problems with your sight or that is the worst pickup line I ever heard.”

      He was smiling when he replied her. “Beauty is in the eye of the beholder, and trust me when I say you are one of the sexiest women in this club.”

      “I’ll take that as a compliment,” Phoebe replied, bowing mockingly.

      “Hi, I’m Rick.” He stretched out a hand, and Phoebe took it, shaking him lightly before letting go.

      “I’m Phoebe,” she replied.

      Simon dropped Rick’s drink in front of him, smiling at Phoebe as he did and wagging his brows teasingly. Phoebe just smiled and ignored him.

      She turned back to Rick. “So, Friday night and I’m guessing you looking to score tonight?” She leaned back in her seat, shamelessly admiring his form.

      Rick smiled, dropping the glass he had raised to his laps back on the bar. “Actually was planning to sit alone in a corner and drink away my sorrows and loneliness. Then I saw you and my legs just started moving in your direction. Weird hunh?”

      “Really weird. I mean, those legs passed right by about half a dozen girls who looked like they would be willing to help you forget that sorrow and loneliness in far more pleasant ways,” Phoebe replied him, wagging her brows up teasingly.

      “And you are not?”

      Phoebe looked at him, an amused glint in her eye. Then she shrugged innocently. “I don’t know. Still thinking about it.”

      “So you saying I’m on audition here?”

      “Nope, I’m saying I’m trying to figure out if it would be worth it if your malfunctioning legs were not the only reason why you are sitting here with me right now.” She leaned forward as she spoke, her eyes fixed on his.

      He leaned forward. “Trust me, there is no part of my body that is not taking note of you right now.”

      His gaze dropped to her cleavage that had been exposed when she leaned in to taunt him and then quickly up at him. Phoebe felt her nipples turn hard under her shirt and the space between her legs grew hot. Still, she kept on looking at him, feigning disinterest. This did not deceive him though, as the smile that he gave her had her squirming on her toes and wishing they were alone so she could see what would happen if she kissed him. She wondered what he would say if she threw down the suggestion that they abandoned all pretense and take this to where it seemed the both of them wanted to take it. A bed and the two of them without clothes. But Phoebe was not that kind of person, no matter how hard she tried. She needed some sort of emotional connection to someone before she could feel comfortable enough to actually have sex with said person. One night stand or not.

      “Tell me about yourself,” she said after waiting for a few seconds where he just kept quiet, seeming content just to stare at her face. “Wait, no.”

      He seemed to consider her with amusement written on his face, content to let her take all the time she wanted, and Phoebe returned the smile.

      “Okay,” she raised up a finger. ““Museum or catch a movie?” She had a smile on her face as she waited for his answer.

      “Movie.”

      “Country or Rock music?”

      “Both, all kinds of popular music actually. I’m not especially picky. But for favorites, I’d say classical.”

      Phoebe nodded with a smile on her face. “Cat or dog?”

      “Dog of course?” He rolled his eyes at that one. “I don’t think guys can be cat people.”

      “Of course they can be.” It was Phoebe’s turn to roll her eyes. “Car or bike?”

      “Don’t care, as long as I get to where I’m going to.”

      She opened her mouth to ask one more question and he raised a finger to stop her. “How about you ask the one question you really want an answer to. Don’t tell me you are scared?”

      She looked at him and then she asked. “My place or your place?”

      He leaned in even closer to her. “I think you should make that decision. And be very careful Phoebe. Because that is probably the last decision you’ll probably make this night.”

      Phoebe wanted to be bad. She wanted this, one night where she could forget everything stressful and boring in her life. One night of a little fun where she could just go home and have hot sweaty sex with a stranger. A stranger who had promised to make sure that she got to have all the fun without the burden of making any of the decisions. That was if she made this one decision.

      Grabbing the rest of her drink at the bar, she downed it in one swallow. Then turned around and looked at him. “Your place.”

      He smiled then, just looking at her without saying anything. Then he stood up and dropped his credit card on the bar to pay for their drinks. Then he turned around and kissed her…

      ...just like that. No warning, no time for her to prepare herself. Just lean into it and feel. The kiss was slow, all lips and no tongues. Sensations she had longed forgotten flared awake and her hands went to his chest to hold herself up. The reaction provoked in her set her senses on fire. His lips were soft yet demanding, his hand holding her flush against him so she was pressed against a towering block of solid muscle. He lifted his head and looked at her. Phoebe wanted to continue the kiss and raised her head to do just that when he looked down at her and placed a finger on her lips.

      “Did you bring a ride?”

      Phoebe shook her head in the negative, not trusting her voice in that moment. He led her out and she followed his direction to silver Mercedes parked in front of the pub and got in as he held the door open for her. A few seconds later, he was pulling into the road. His drove with one hand, the other one holding her hand and rubbing the inside of her palms in sensuous circles that caused varying reactions between her legs, all, pleasurable. Not that she needed the contact to maintain her state of arousal. Just being near him was alone to get her wet. As it was, she had almost no idea what part of the city they were in. All she knew was that his place was not far from the bar and in a more posh side of town too.

      Their second kiss came the moment, the doors to the elevator closed leaving them alone with each other. It was hard to tell who went for the other person first. All Phoebe knew was that she finally had her hands under his shirt and she moaned low in her throat on encountering muscles as hard as granite. His hands cupped her ass and he rocked her against his front, the full imprint of his cock pressing against her stomach.

      Phoebe was hungry, and it would seem that the tongue in her mouth was no longer cutting it. Then the elevator's door opened and they stumbled out, his hand holding hers as he led her to his door. He got his door opened in mere seconds. They were the longest seconds of Phoebe’s life.

      Finally, they were alone in his room and the lights came on automatically, adjusting themselves to the room. For a moment, they both stared at each other. Then the hunger became too much to resist and they were leaping at each other. His hands curved around her ass. Hers pulled his shirt up as she began to stroke the hard naked flesh between. Their tongues danced in each other’s mouth, an erotic fight in which there were no victor or vanquished. Just pleasure.

      Lack of breath was the only reason why they both stopped the kiss. Then they were kissing again. Rick slanted his mouth over hers, thrusting his tongue into the wet heat of her in a deep and fast rhythm that had Phoebe mumbling incoherently. There was somewhere else he wished he was thrusting into, but that would have to wait for now. Call him many things, a selfish lover would not be one of those.

      “Naked now.” To put action to his word, Rick reached for the helm of her shirt, and together, they managed to get it off. Her heels were flung carelessly across the room. He shoved up her bra and filled his hands with the glorious weight of her breasts. He was no poet, but he had never seen a pair so perfect in all his life. Bending his head, he sucked one nipple into his mouth and with it part of her breast.

      Phoebe moaned low in her throat, hands hanging out loosely by her side as her knees went weak with an overload of sensation. Then when she could not take it anymore, she slipped her hand into his hair, gripping it hard as she sought something to anchor herself with.

      She had barely made contact when his head came up and he stared at her. Then he lifted her easily, flinging her across his shoulder as he made his way to his bedroom. The caveman display had her nipples tingling. And when he dumped her on the bed and reached for the button of his shirts, Phoebe got even more aroused. Finally, he was shirtless and she was looking at perfect abs, outlined by the low lighting of the room.
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