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      His mouth was every bit as sweet as I’d known it would be.

      The way he drank from my lips, and put his whole body into the kiss, lit a fire in my already heated blood. I’d waited so long, but no more. Allowing my hands to roam down his back to grip his ass, I pulled him flush against me. Our hard cocks rocked together, and I silenced his whimper with my mouth.

      When he tugged at the hem of my shirt, urging me to remove it, I released all hesitation. We’d waited too long; the heat too much. I pulled the shirt over my head and groaned as his graceful hands trailed over my naked skin.

      Fear surfaced that I could break this beautiful boy was still there, but I reveled in everything about his gorgeous lithe body. His shorter height put his mouth closer to lick and tease my nipples. His smaller frame allowed me to wrap my arms around him as a protector. His pale, perfect, unmarked skin was a stark contrast to my heavily tattooed body. His light brown floppy shock of hair was perfect for running my hands through while he ran gentle fingernails against my shaved head.

      “More, please.”

      His breath came in pants and his words were a plea I couldn’t ignore. Stripping the shirt from his body, I marveled at the slim yet muscular dancer’s physique under my hands. Graceful, smaller, and almost fragile looking, yet the muscles flexing and stretching under my touch told another story.

      When he fumbled with my pants, I stepped back in hopes of pausing the speed of what was happening between us. But, he hooked his thumbs in my waistband and my boxer briefs before slowly peeling them down my legs. My weeping cock sprang up.

      The kid licked his lips and dropped to his knees, and all thought of slowing down stampeded from my head. His soft pink tongue tasted me, seemingly hesitant at first, but he soon wrapped his kiss-swollen lips around my dick.

      I’d dreamed of the moment for months upon months, but never believing I’d have him. But, as he sucked my cock with those gorgeous brown eyes staring up at me, I knew dreams could come true.

      Gripping fists full of his hair, I thrust my shaft slow and deep into his greedy mouth. When one hand cupped my balls and the other teased my ass, I knew I wouldn’t last long. “Gonna come,” I warned.

      He squeezed my balls and probed my hole as he hummed around my cock.

      My release slammed through me like a freight train, nearly bringing me to my knees. I watched him swallow every last drop of me.

      Pulling from my cock, he stood and reached for his shirt as if we were finished.

      “Oh no you don’t. We aren’t done here.” I kissed him hard, savoring the mix of his sweet and my salty, while I backed him to the couch. Swiftly removing his pants and underwear, I gently pushed against his chest. Dropping to my knees, I admired his dick. Everything about the kid was beautiful. Licking up the seam of his balls, I immediately took his throbbing shaft so deep into my mouth that my nose nuzzled against his lower belly.

      His hips rocketed up, thrusting deeper as I swallowed around him. Testing the weight of his balls in one hand, I reached a finger of the other up to his lips urging him to suck it. When it was wet enough, I sucked him, cupped his balls again, and teased my slick finger against his hole.

      “Someday, soon, I’ll be in here. My big, fat cock drilling your tiny pink hole until you come all over yourself.” My rough and dirty words shocked me, but he whimpered and fucked my mouth over and over.

      Gripping his cock, I trailed my tongue to his ass and swirled it around his pucker in tandem with my finger. Dip of the tongue, press of the finger, and a kiss against his most sensitive spot. I repeated the series three times before he let loose, groaning my name and shooting his load all over his stomach and chest. I worked my way up, cleaning him with my lips and tongue, until I met his mouth. Kissing him, I thrilled at how his hungry mouth sipped and savored mine until our flavors mingled.

      “Mmm, I can’t wait until you’re fucking me for real, Daddy.”

      His words teased and taunted, and his all-too-familiar nickname excited as much as irritated. “Felt pretty damn real to me,” I growled against his ear.

      His answer was as loud and shrill as a passing train whistle.

      No, his answer actually was a loud, shrill passing train whistle.

      What the fuck?

      I jerked back to look for him and saw only darkness. The only thing real in that moment was the train rumbling through the night.

      Covered in sweat and tangled in my blankets, I came to the stark realization that I’d once again dreamed of him.

      Of Jay.

      Jay Fucking Owens.

      “Every damn night.” I ran a rough hand over my face before grasping my trembling cock. I’d spent myself all over the sheets. “Like a fucking pre-teen having a damn wet dream. You are one messed up motherfucker.” I spoke harshly as I rolled from the bed and stripped the sheets. Walking naked to the laundry room, I started a load before making my way to the bathroom for what was becoming a regular late-night shower routine.

      Standing under the steamy spray, I chastised myself once again for the dreams I couldn’t control. The only positive of coming all over myself like a damn horny teen was I’d done it while asleep and didn’t have to wrestle with my conscience over whether or not it would be okay to jack off to the image of Jay sucking my cock in the shower.

      Once cleaned up, I put a clean set of sheets on the bed. I’d need to get a few new sets, because this nightly laundry shit was for the birds. Pulling on a loose pair of boxers, I climbed into bed and attempted to settle my body and my mind. Sated and relaxed from my previous activity and the warm shower, my body calmed almost instantly.

      My mind, however, was hopping. And, as with most nights, my thoughts went straight to Jay.

      The damn kid had shown up in Blueridge Junction when he was just a few months shy of his nineteenth birthday. Jay Owens was a walking stereotype of a gay man. Campy, flashy, flamboyant. And absolutely gorgeous. He worked as a dancer at the local gay bar on the outskirts of town, Strip Teaze. Rumor had it that he’d come to Blueridge Junction, or BJ as the locals called it, to flee a less-than-positive home life. He followed me around like a lovesick puppy for two years, batting his kohl-lined eyes and pouting his perfect pink lips in hopes of catching my attention.

      And he caught it all right. Much to my chagrin.

      At over ten years the kid’s senior, I had no right to be lusting over someone so much younger. Granted, Jay was turning twenty-one within a few days, but he wasn’t even my type. I liked my men firm and tough, not slim and fragile. I wanted a man I could tumble into bed with, not a kid who looked as if he’d blow over with a strong breeze.

      But, for two years, I’d fought the pull. I’d fended off his ridiculous advances. I’d ignored the tightness in my pants when Jay showed up with his nails painted and his face all made up. I pretended it didn’t bother me to think of horny men groping at him and tucking bills in his shorts as he moved his gorgeous body around the stage. I scoffed at his insistence on calling me Daddy when inside all I could think about was holding him in my arms and making him mine, making him scream my name, and showing him who his daddy really was.

      “God damn, you’re a fucking sick ass pervert, Wells.” I tossed and turned, trying to think of anything but Jay.

      But, instead, I thought of his slight build, his almost wispy appearance, and the fact that the kid was constantly hungry and looking for something to eat. My heart went out to him. Despite all the things that drove me insane, I considered him a friend. He had gotten very close to my cousin, Micah, and Micah’s boyfriend, Cole. Jay spent some of his free time helping Micah at the auto shop. And, by helping, I meant chatting while Micah worked on whatever car was in the bay at the time. Jay was maybe closest to Cole. Cole hadn’t been in town as long as Jay, but he’d been through a pretty rough time. Jay had befriended Cole when Cole’s job as a local high school social studies teacher was in jeopardy due to Cole’s sexuality. Micah and Cole were grateful for Jay’s support. In fact, they loved the kid. Which irritated and warmed my heart at the same time.

      My best friend, Cody’s personal mission was making sure Jay got extra food whenever we were all in BJ’s Burgers & Beer. Cody and his family owned and managed the restaurant. Hell, even our local law enforcement friend, Kennedy Marks, had taken it upon himself to watch out for Jay.

      Sighing heavily, I listened to the lulling roar of the passing train down at the junction. The train cars were usually clanking loud during the day when the tracks and cars were switched and moved. But, at night, the trains that passed through BJ were like a lullaby to my soul.

      I’d lived in BJ my entire life. My house sat on Blueridge Hill with three other family’s homes. Micah’s family, the Edwards, had been in Blueridge Junction as long as my own. Cody Parker’s family had resided on the ridge for almost the same amount of time. Micah’s father was recently deceased, his mother, Susan, was living with Hank and Marian Parker, and Micah and Cole were currently living in my guest house until their own home was finished being built on Blueridge Hill. Cody and his sister, Sadie, lived on the Parker property with their parents. With both of my parents deceased, I appreciated having family and friends nearby.

      Before sleep overtook me completely, I thought once more about Jay. The attraction between us would have to be ignored. As a local tattoo artist, I had a reputation to uphold in the community. I couldn’t been seen as a cradle robber. Plus, the feelings I had toward Jay were lustful only, it wasn’t as if I wanted to date him. He was an itch that wouldn’t get scratched. Maybe I’d check out that dating app and find someone more age appropriate and more my type. I needed to forget about Jay Owens.

      Convincing myself of that wasn’t going to be easy.

      Convincing Jay of moving on from me was going to be even harder.

      Especially when we saw each other practically every day because of our circle of friends.

      The draw between us had gotten stronger as the years had gone on and I’d gotten to know him better. But, it was a force I’d have to fight. I was a grown man; I could fend off a lustful attraction to a breathtaking young dancer.

      Right?

      I’d have to.

      No way could the kid and I have anything even remotely resembling a relationship.

      My phone buzzed with a notification. Reminder: Birthday party for Jay

      Shit. How had I agreed to have the party at my house? It made sense. I lived alone and had plenty of room. But, asking Jay to come to my house was sort of like inviting the fox into the hen house.

      And, of course, Jay had declared himself the official party planner for his own birthday. Saying he didn’t trust such an important life event to be overseen by anyone but the birthday boy himself. Jay had assigned everyone a job and presented us with personalized gift ideas. Plus, he’d insisted on being in charge of decorations. Though I feared what Jay would do to my house, I’d agreed to host the party.

      I had two days to get through appointments at the tattoo shop. Then, Friday night at midnight, I knew the party would officially start. Jay’s actual birthday was Saturday, but at one minute after twelve, Jay wanted to have his first legal drink. He planned on the party taking up all of Saturday and into Sunday. I was likely the only person not totally stoked about the party.

      But, like it or not, Jay Owens would show up at my house on Friday evening to decorate his little heart out. And I’d probably end up with teeth ground down to the gums from fighting off the sensual images of him. Why had I ever agreed to this? Damn Jay Owens.
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      “I think the streamers are perfect. Let’s get the beads strung up.” I tossed a bag of pink beads to Cole.

      Pink streamers adorned the top of every single doorway and each hallway in Levi’s house.

      “Beads too? Maybe ‘less is more’ in this instance?” Cole scrunched his nose as he glanced around the partially decorated house.

      “No way. It’s my birthday party. My twenty-first birthday party. The theme is ‘Pretty in Pink.’ More pink is definitely better in this case.” I danced Cole into the kitchen. “We’ll start the beads here. I want at least two doorways filled with beads.” After exiting the kitchen, I returned in dramatic fashion, pretending to walk through beads. “I want to watch Levi emerge from the beads every damn time he enters and leaves the kitchen.”

      Cole shook his head and rolled his eyes. Which was the same reaction Micah, Cody, and Kennedy all had each and every time I spoke of my undying love and affection for Levi Wells.

      “You know, you’ve been in Blueridge Junction for two years and Levi hasn’t once responded to your clear-as-day come-ons. Maybe you two are meant to be just friends.” Cole winced apologetically over his shoulder as he stretched to attach the beads to the top of the doorway.

      “Only you, Cole Pierce, could get away with speaking to me of such horrid things.” I cocked my hip, placing a fist upon it. “Levi and I are meant to be amazing, fabulous, and so damn cute people won’t know whether to say ‘Awwww’ or puke their guts up.”

      Cole laughed. “That’s descriptive.” Returning to his task, he continued. “I’m just saying. Maybe there’s too much stacked against you. He’s ten years older than you, claims you’re not his type at all, and hasn’t shown the slightest interest despite your best efforts.”

      “Cole, if I’ve said it once, I’ve said it a million times. I don’t care how much Levi tries to fight it, I’m not giving up. He can’t fight what’s between us. Well…he can try, but he won’t succeed.” I shrugged, not in the least bothered that no one else thought I stood a chance in hell with Levi. “He’s exactly my type. I love the strong, rough kind. His tattoos, his maturity, his stubborn personality…all of those things call to me and make me more determined each and every day to make that man mine.”

      “So, let’s say you reach your goal? Then what? You snag him, you two fuck each other out of your systems, and then? Is it the chase? You like to tease?” Cole paused in his bead work. “I want you happy, but what if you’re placing too much hope on this one guy? What if you finally get your man and then it’s a huge crash and burn when the two of you go your separate ways?”

      I simply smiled and shook my head. “No, no, no, my dear Cole. You don’t get it. I’m not after Levi for a few hookups. The thrill of the chase is great. The teasing is fun; lord how I love to tease that man. But, it’s more than that. All the teasing and that aside, nothing has made me feel like what I feel when I’m around Levi. He makes me feel safe. I feel like he sees me for more than a pretty face and body.”

      Cole cocked his head. “Are you saying you intend to make a relationship with Levi? Like a full-blown, boyfriends with a future type thing?”

      “It’s what I’ve seen between us since the moment I arrived in BJ.” I nodded. I knew the other guys didn’t get it, but I knew in my heart that Levi and I were meant to be.

      “The man is drop-dead gorgeous, I’ll give you that. And, he’s a great tattoo artist and overall good guy.” Cole gave me a look that bordered on pity. “But, has he ever given you any indication that he’s into you? You’re stunningly beautiful.” Cole rolled his eyes as I batted my lashes and preened. “Anyone would be justified in finding you attractive, so I’m sure he has no qualms over admitting he’s attracted to you. But, into you like into you? He’s irritated by you most of the time, hates your teasing, and basically bounds from the room as soon as you’re too close.”

      “Exactly.” I smiled triumphantly.

      “Exactly what?” Cole huffed and threw up his hands.

      “The man has it bad for me. At first, it was a physical attraction. And, if it had stayed at that, Levi likely could have ignored it and fought the pull. But now,” my hands flew in a flourish to my sides, “he’s attracted to me as a person. He’s watched me grow up. He sees me with his family and friends. He knows my personality, my flaws, and my fabulousness.” I walked over to Cole and put my arm around his shoulders. “You see, Professor, Levi is falling hard and fast. It’s inevitable. His gut instinct is to hate when I call him Daddy, but deep down he only hates that he loves it. Mark my words, he’s irritated for sure, but it’s not truly irritation at me. He’s angry with himself for wanting me, liking me, finding himself thinking about me and not being able to escape.”

      “So, you’re going to capitalize on his anger and irritation and go in for the kill when he’s at a weak point?” Cole turned questioning eyes my way. “That doesn’t seem like a great way to begin any relationship.”

      “Oh no, I’m doing nothing of the sort.” I shook my head and smiled deviously. “I’ll continue on as my irresistible self until Levi finally acquiesces and realizes he can’t fight what’s between us.”

      “It’s been two years,” Cole reminded me.

      “I’m a patient man. No worries.” I shrugged again. “Now, we’ve got a lot more pinking to make this party pretty in pink. Let’s get to it.”
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      “Honey, I’m home!” I shouted as I walked into Levi’s tattoo parlor.

      A very disgruntled and hot-as-hell Levi came from the back drying his hands on a paper towel. The shop smelled of ink, soap, and disinfectant. Levi took pride in keeping his business clean and professional looking. As he came closer, I smelled the faint lemon soap on his skin. The scent reminded me of sunshine and Levi, two things I’d never get tired of.

      “Damn it, Jay. I’ve told you not to yell things like that when you come in here.” Levi tossed the towel in the trash. “What if I’d been with a client?”

      I pouted and batted my lashes. “I’m sorry. I did look to make sure there wasn’t a car in the lot other than yours.”

      Levi shook his head and checked his watch. “What are you doing here? I thought you were decorating for your birthday party.”

      “Cole and I finished a while ago. It’s all ready. I thought I’d come visit to pass the time.” I sauntered into Levi’s office and hopped onto his desk.

      “I’ve got a client coming soon.”

      Levi’s words were a warning, but I paid them no attention. He followed me into the office and frowned at my perch on his desk.

      “That’s okay. We can chat until they get here.” I swung my legs from the desk and stared at Levi. I knew I looked good, and I knew Levi had noticed. The more growly the man got around me, the more I knew he was affected. I bit my lip and smiled. “So, did you get my birthday gift?”

      Levi took an exasperated breath and pulled a piece of paper from his pocket. “No, I did not get you,” he glanced at the list I’d given him and blushed before continuing, “butt plugs, a blind fold, condoms, or new jocks.” Folding the list back up, he shoved it in his pocket.

      I couldn’t help but chuckle at how off-kilter Levi was. “That’s okay, those were just suggestions.”

      “Did you give the same list to everyone?”

      “Oh god, no.” I winked. “That one was special just for you.”

      “Lucky me,” Levi sighed. “Seriously, why are you here?”

      “I want a tattoo,” I quipped.

      “You’ve been asking for a tattoo since you came to town two years ago. My answer is still no.” Levi frowned and checked the time on his phone.

      “I’m twenty-one now. No one can say I’m not fully an adult by all intents and purposes. So, what’s your argument about tattooing me now?” I hopped off the desk and followed Levi to the corner of his office. He was pulling a paper from the printer and gathering other supplies for the client I was sure he prayed would arrive soon. When he turned around, his back to the wall, me at his front, he immediately tensed as he realized he was trapped. Not trapped for real. He could push me out of the way with his pinky, but Levi would never use force against me unless I begged him to—which I wasn’t above doing.

      “Jay, get out of the way.” Levi growled.

      “Not until you tell me why you won’t tattoo me.” I pressed.

      “I think you’re too young. I’m not sure you really want a tattoo. And, I think you just like the idea of it along with pestering me about it.”

      I wondered if Levi recognized the weakness of his argument as quickly as I did.

      “I think you’re afraid to tattoo me.” I stepped closer, pressing him against the wall and reveling in the warmth of his bare forearms against my chest. “I think you’re scared of what would happen if you got me half naked on your table. You’d have your hands all over my virgin skin, you’d see my body shiver at your touch, and you’d feel the heat between us,” I whispered while trailing a finger down his bicep.

      “I’m not scared of a damn thing,” Levi bit out.

      “Then prove it. Tattoo me. Ink your mark deep in my skin.” I was as turned on by our little encounter as I hoped Levi was.

      The front door bell clanged as someone entered.

      I leaned down and placed a tiny, chaste kiss to the inked skin of Levi’s arm, which was crossed across his chest. Glancing at him, I thrilled at the brief glimmer of interest in his eyes and the slight flare of his nostrils before I stepped back. “Saved by the bell…this time.”

      As Levi gripped the papers in one hand and made to exit his office without so much as a look back at me, I reached for his elbow and let my touch trail slowly down his arm until our fingertips brushed together. “But, this is going to happen.”

      The look of pure panic flashing across Levi’s face told me he comprehended I was speaking of more than just the tattoo.

      “I’ve got a client. I’ll see you at your party.” Levi’s words were rushed.

      “Midnight at BJ’s Burgers & Beers before we head to your house after my first legal drink. Don’t be late. Last one there has to take a body shot off me. Or maybe I’ll do one off the last to arrive.” I wagged my brows and prayed Levi would get held up at the shop and be the last to arrive at my party.
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      The last thing I wanted was show up late for Jay’s party. Actually, I didn’t even want to go, but my friends and cousin wouldn’t let me live it down if I missed the kid’s birthday. I’d likely have more explaining to do by missing the event than just going and gritting my teeth through the whole thing.

      No way in hell could I do a body shot off of Jay after he’d primed and teased me so thoroughly at the shop before my last client.

      My client turned out to be a fainter so the appointment took double the amount of time. I could have left the cleanup for later, but I wouldn’t be open the rest of the weekend and it wasn’t in me to leave a mess. Instruments needed cleaned and disinfected, trash thrown out, and supplies set up for the next appointment.

      By the time I’d cleaned the sanitized everything, flew through a shower in the back of the shop, and put on nicer clothes, I knew I’d be the last one to show up. Fuck. If I knew Jay, he’d probably coerced the rest of the group to get there super early so I’d be the last one no matter what.

      Walking into Cody Parker’s family establishment, BJ’s Burgers & Beers, I breathed deeply and steeled myself against whatever the night would bring. We could all have a good time without things getting out of control or Jay thinking he’d made any headway with his ridiculous notion of there being an us.

      “’Bout time you dragged your ass in here.” My cousin, Micah, hollered. He sat at a table in the dimly lit bar.

      Cody had shut the place down at eleven forty-five so we had the bar to ourselves.

      “I made it before midnight.”

      “Yeah, but we’ve been drinking since eleven. You need to catch up.” Cole laughed.

      Glancing around, I saw a very impatient Jay waiting on the clock to strike midnight, a totally buzzed Micah and Cole, Cody sipping a beer, and a very sober Kennedy. I nudged him. “You the DD?”

      Kennedy smirked and nodded. “Yeah, someone has to keep these yahoos safe.”

      “Oh, and you’re the one to do it, right Officer Marks?” Cody sneered.

      “Yeah, I can take care of you…I mean…all of you just fine.” Kennedy hooked thumbs in his belt loops and stepped closer to Cody, his chest bumping hard against Cody’s crossed arms.

      The movement sloshed Cody’s beer over the edge of his cup, but neither man seemed to notice.

      “Want me to show you how much I can take care of you?” Kennedy’s words were low, but those of us not drunk could hear them clearly.

      I glanced at Jay and he raised his brows and shrugged.

      “Fuck you, Marks.” Cody slammed his beer on the bar and stood to his full height to take advantage of the slight difference in their builds. “The day I need or want you taking care of me will be a cold day in hell.”

      “Better grab a jacket,” Kennedy taunted without taking his eyes from Cody.

      “Boys, boys, back to your corners.” Jay clapped his hands and stepped between Cody and Kennedy, pushing them apart. “You two can have your little leather Daddy love fest some other time.” When both men started to protest, Jay shushed them. “Tonight is my birthday which means everything is about me.” He checked the time. “And, we have exactly one minute until I can legally drink. Cody, will you pour us all a drink, please?” Jay rubbed his hands together.

      Cody gave Kennedy one last glare before stalking behind the bar and slamming down five shot glasses and a water glass.

      Tequila for five, a shaker of salt, and a bowl of lime wedges was produced alongside Kennedy’s glass of ice water.

      Once the backs of our hands were salted and ready, Jay cleared his throat. “I just wanted to say thanks. I came here lost and alone. Over the past two years, you all have become true friends who I can count on and turn to for anything. I know you’d probably rather be doing something else this weekend, but it makes me happy to know you’re willing to spend my birthday with me.” Jay held up his glass. “Cheers!”

      Glasses clinked, salt was licked, tequila swallowed, and limes sucked before a group Happy Birthday was shouted.

      “Okay, one more before we head out.” Micah poured another shot of tequila into Jay’s glass.

      Micah wasn’t stumbling drunk, but he was definitely buzzed.

      “I believe I heard something about the last to arrive had to do a body shot? Jay, it’s your birthday, so you get to choose the who and how.”

      “Micah, shut the fuck up.” I growled at my cousin. “Besides, who even does body shots anymore?”

      Jay hopped up on the bar and pretended to think it over while Micah came over to whisper in my ear. “What’s wrong? You say he’s not your type at all so it shouldn’t be an issue.”

      Jay pursed his lips and tapped a long thin finger against his beautiful pout. “Hmmm, I think Levi gets to be my subject. Lay down, Daddy. I’ve never done a body shot off of someone. You get to be my first.”

      The whole group laughed. I groaned but I wasn’t surprised Jay had chosen me.

      “Go on, Cousin. He doesn’t affect you at all, remember? So, having him lick salt from your stomach and suck a lime from your mouth shouldn’t be a problem.” Micah’s breath tickled at my ear, and I wanted to punch the motherfucker in his drunk-ass face.

      “Whatever. Let’s get this damn cluster fuck of a party over with.” I hoisted myself up to the bar and laid back. When Jay straddled my legs, I blinked as all the blood rushed from my head to my cock. I knew I was going to pass out.

      Jay sat all prim and proper on my thighs, his shot glass in one hand and the saltshaker in the other.

      Wiggling his perfect ass against me, he smiled seductively. “Lift your shirt.”

      The way his words rasped against his throat did wicked things to my body. Glad for the dim light of the bar, I willed my cock to behave and lifted my shirt to expose my stomach.

      Jay shook the salt and hummed, “Mmmm, I love a good salty treasure trail.” Setting the salt aside, Jay grabbed a lime wedge. “Open up, Daddy.” Jay leaned forward, close to my face, and placed the lime between my teeth.

      The next thirty seconds were my exact definition of heaven and hell.

      Jay lowered himself to lick the salt from my stomach, shot back his tequila, and shimmied his long arms and legs up my torso to bite the lime from my teeth.

      I longed to pull him back, to devour his mouth, to taste the lime, liquor and Jay, but he was already sliding from the bar.

      Offering his hand, Jay pulled me into a sitting position before yanking me to the floor. Leaning close, he stepped between my legs as I tried to gather myself. With his hands behind my neck, Jay tipped my head down to look at him. I expected something outrageous, something saucy, something very Jay. But the kid simply held my gaze for several heartbeats, his chest heaving against mine as I fought to return my breathing to normal.
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      Blueridge Junction didn’t have any nightclubs for dancing, so we headed about thirty minutes east of town to a gay nightclub known for strong, cheap drinks, and good music. Why we were going dancing was beyond me. Micah and Cole would have been wrapped in each other’s arms making out no matter where we went, Cody and Kennedy looked as if they’d rather kill each other than dance, and no way in hell was I getting on the dance floor. Especially not with Jay.

      “Drinks!” Cole crowed before buying the first round.

      I pitied he and Micah their hangovers the next day. We made our way to a tall-top table and pulled up chairs. The club was busy, but manageable.

      Cole weaved his way through the crowd with a gorgeous man following. “Gentlemen, this is Topher. He was kind enough to help me with the drinks.”

      Cody and Kennedy nearly drowned in their own drool as they eye-fucked the man.

      “Nice to meet you, Topher.” Cody never took his eyes from the scantily clad waiter.

      “You too.” Topher gawked back and forth between Cody and Kennedy. “You fine gentlemen let me know if there’s anything I can do for you.”

      “Something tells me he’s not just talking about drinks,” Jay chirped.

      We all snickered, and I caught a look between Cody and Kennedy as Topher left the table. I wasn’t nearly buzzed enough to miss it, but I couldn’t put my finger on what it meant.

      “I bet Topher the Gopher would like to come to Sunday services at the B & B,” Micah drawled.

      “Mmhm, he looked as if he was begging for an invite, Cody.” Cole smiled over his glass. “I bet he’d be ready, willing, and waiting to be your plaything.”

      “Okay, enough of that.” Jay piped up. “Cody and Kennedy can look for their play toys on their own time. Tonight is about me.” Jay drained his drink as Cody and Kennedy scowled first at him and then at each other.

      Micah and Cole laughed, kissed, and then stumbled their way to the dance floor.

      “Dance with me, Daddy?” Jay purred in my ear with a light caress to my thigh.

      “Nah, I don’t really dance.” It wasn’t a lie. I’d never been a big dancer even in my younger days, and I most certainly hadn’t danced since college.

      “Suit yourself. But, the invitation is open.” Jay slid from his chair and sidled up next to Cody. “Papa Bear? You want to dance? Officer?”

      When Cody and Kennedy both declined, Jay shrugged it off. “Fine, I’m going to dance with Papi and the Professor. Join me if you change your mind.”

      For the next thirty minutes, I downed three shots of fireball and stared daggers at Jay and the men who dared to touch him on the dance floor.

      “You know, for someone you supposedly aren’t at all into, you sure do seem quite fixated on watching the kid dance,” Cody groused.

      “Yeah, well, for two people who supposedly hate each other’s guts, you two do a pretty piss-poor job of disguising the fact that you want to fuck each other’s brains out and throw ol’ Topher in there as a bonus.” I shot back at Cody before glaring at Kennedy with a silent dare.

      “Maybe you should go dance with him,” Kennedy suggested.

      As the DD he was probably the most logical voice of reason. “Maybe you should mind your own damn business, Marks.” I pushed from the table and stalked to the dance floor.

      I knew Jay was putting on a show for me. He was an amazing dancer and he knew it. He’d caught me looking more than once since he’d made his way out to the floor. Well, birthday boy would have to find his fun elsewhere. The show was over.

      The three quick shots added to the other alcohol I’d consumed, the writhing lustful heat of swaying bodies mixed with the thump of the bass, and the darkness lit only sporadically by flashes of light all swirled together until I found myself in the middle of the dance floor with a body in front of me and a body behind me.





OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/cfi---ebook-final-cover-full-res.jpg






OEBPS/images/logo-smaller.jpg





