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To The Sugar Junkies

You girls rock my face off with your love!
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CHAPTER ONE
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Elijah

“Will that be all today, Sir?” the salesgirl asks, with the sugary grin of a woman who’s about to get a hefty commission. 

I breathe a sigh of both relief and terror. “Yeah, thanks.” 

I bury my head in my hands as she saunters off to polish the glorified rock. I can’t believe I’m doing this. If you’d asked me about the marriage thing two years ago, I would have tapped out of that conversation quicker than you could say man-whore, and run for the fucking hills. And I gotta be honest, right now, that’s not sounding like too bad of an idea. But here’s the deal: I love Ana more than I’ve loved anyone my entire life. She makes getting up in the morning worthwhile, you know?

Holy mother of cunt-cakes, this is a huge fucking step for us ... for me, and I just want to make sure I’m not doing the right thing for the wrong reasons.

Snap out of it, dickhead, she’s the best thing to happen to you. I give myself a tap on the cheek while the salesgirl has her back turned to me. If I thought I could get away with punching myself in the face without looking like a member of Fight Club I’d probably do it just to escape the freak-out going on inside my head. I’m sure about what I’m doing here. But it doesn’t make it any bloody easier. I still worry I’m not the best thing for her, and I wonder all the time what might have happened if I’d never rode into town. I gotta say, though, bipolar episode in overpriced jewellery stores aside, I’ve never been happier. And that’s the reason I’m here right now.

The woman comes back and presents me with a very shiny vintage bauble before snapping the lid closed on the tiny box. The sound rings in my ears, so loud it’s deafening. My breath comes a little faster, my palms sweat, and my hands shake. Shit. I may or may not be about to pass out right now. I’m blowing four years’ worth of savings on a diamond. A diamond I’m not even sure she’ll want to wear for the rest of her life.

“Are you okay, Sir?”

“Yeah, I’m good.”

“You’re vibrating.”

“I might be a little bit shaken, darlin’. That’s a huge wad of cash to blow on a fucking rock, but I’m not gonna hulk out or anything.”

“No, I mean your phone is vibrating.”

“Oh.” I glance down at my jeans pocket and discover she’s right. And not only that, in my freak-out, I failed to notice that my phone was shaking the man meat. I’m sporting a fucking semi. What the actual fuck? I’ve said it before, and it’s as true now as it’s ever been: somewhere in all that muscle, engorged tissue, and nerve endings, my cock has a tiny brain, and that tiny brain is scheming and plotting against me right now. Again. Fucker. If I didn’t love him so much, I’d strangle him with my bare hands. Maybe I’ll have Ana do it when I get home. God damn it, not helping.

I hold up my finger to indicate that I need a minute, and step away from the salesgirl before taking my phone from my pocket, and I readjust things while I’m down there.

Ana’s face flashes up on the screen, and I bring it to my ear. “Hey baby.”

“Hey, where are you?”

Shit. I was so fucking nervous about this whole thing that I’d forgotten to tell her I was leaving work early. I’d only been at the shop for twenty minutes before I told Bob I felt like I was coming down with something. I couldn’t exactly tell him I was driving to an antique jewellery store up the coast to buy his daughter a ring. He might have something to say about that, and I wasn’t sure I’d be happy to hear that something. “Um, I went out for a ride.”

“While you’re sick?”

“Yeah, you know how the bike clears my head.”    

“Well, where are you? I got Holly and Kristine to hold down the diner, so I’ll come meet you and we’ll spend the day together.”

“Er ... nah, it’s okay, babe. I’m almost done here and I’ll head on home.”

“Sir, did you want me to wrap that for you?” the sale assistant asks, and if I wasn’t trying to redeem all the bad decisions of my past I might have considered strangling her. I know it’s not her fault, but strange female voices heard over phone lines lead to what’s no doubt about to come next.

“Who was that?”

“No one. Just some chick walking by talking to her boyfriend.”

The wide-eyed girl holds up her hands in apology and walks back to the counter. I turn my attention back to the phone. Ana says, “She calls her boyfriend Sir, huh?”

Fuck me. “I don’t know, baby girl, I gotta go. I’ll be home soon.”

“Yeah, okay,” she says, and hangs up before I can come up with more lousy excuses.

The rest of the transaction is kind of a blur. I hand over a huge wad of cash for the bauble. The corners of the cashier’s mouth turn down as she awkwardly tries to shuffle the crumpled up notes into some kind of order. Her gaze rolls over me, taking in my tattoos, my messy hair, and my beaten up leather jacket. I can see her little brain ticking over, wondering where I got the cash, and entertaining the possibility of me robbing a bank for the dough.

Her assessment of me is making me fucking antsy. She’s wondering who the ring is for—I can see it all over her face. She’s probably imagining this pretty little overpriced jewel adorning the finger of some trampy fucking club whore. I wanna tell her about the angel it’s going to belong to, but her judgment forces our differences into stark relief, and has me second guessing again whether or not this is the best thing for Ana.

Instead, I take my expensive little package and leave, carefully stowing it in the saddle bag as if it’s as precious as a newborn. Then I slide onto my bike and rev the throttle as my baby chokes and sputters to life. I should have ordered her some new parts this week. Actually, I should have done it six months ago. But then I wouldn’t be sitting here freaking out over the best way to hide this ring until I’m ready to do the deed.

***
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I ran into some serious traffic on the way home, and had to take a detour almost an hour out of the way. I pull in the drive just on dusk. I’m a dead man. Ana’s going to be pissed. Especially considering I can’t fully explain my absence. I just have to hope she doesn’t give me the third degree. 

Glancing up at the windows—and hoping like hell she can’t see me out here in the dark—I pull the jeweller’s bag from its hiding place and shove it inside my jacket, zipping it right up to my neck. I probably look like a complete fuck-knuckle, but it’s better than just throwing the ring down on the kitchen counter and saying, “How ‘bout it, babe?”

No. I gotta wait for the right time to do this. I don’t know when that will be, but the moment has to be special. Which means I have to avoid Ana until I can safely hide the ring. Yeah, ‘cause that’ll be a fucking stroll through the tulips.

I walk into the lounge room; Ana’s nowhere in sight. Weird, considering she’s usually cooking dinner at this time. Yeah, I realise that just made me sound like a complete and utter arsehole, but I help too. Usually. I chop onions and shit ... okay, most of the time she just dances around my clumsy arse until she gets annoyed enough with me dropping shit, and finally tells me to get the hell out. But I help out in other ways. I’m a wiz with a power tool, and if you need the garbage taken out, I have got that shit down. Plus, I’m a master at providing an endless supply of stress-relief in the form of multiple orgasms.

Walking through the dark house, I start to think maybe I just got lucky and she’s in the shower, and I can ditch the package somewhere safe and go join her, but as I get closer to the hallway I realise that’s not the case. 

I push the bedroom door open and find Ana sprawled on the bed in nothing but her sexy, black lace underwear. Damn, I’m a lucky bastard.

“Where have you been?” I can tell she’s trying hard to control the temper, but it’s barely hidden behind the lusty eyes she gives me.

“There was an accident, I got sent through a detour. Sorry, baby girl.”

“It’s fine,” she says, though it doesn’t sound fine.

Let me clue you in on a little fact. When a woman says things are fine, it means things are really not fine. Not fucking fine. And the more fines you get in a sentence, the worse things are. “You can make it up to me by taking off your clothes and coming over here.”

I practically choke and hide it with a fake cough. My hands instinctively fly to my chest, covering the bulge inside my jacket pocket. “Um, I better not. I got that bug, remember?”

“You seem fine.”

“Yeah, it’s a raspy throat, but it kinda comes and goes. I think I’m just going to go shower.”

“Well, why don’t I join you?” Ana says.

“Er, that’s okay, baby. Why don’t you go fix us something to eat and we’ll watch some TV, and snuggle on the couch?”

It’s only after the words leave my mouth that I realise how stupid that was. But I panicked ... I had to say something to get rid of her. This rock feels like it’s burning a hole in my pocket, right through to my chest. 

“You want a beer too? What about a foot rub, or a fucking blow job while you watch the footy on the flat screen?” Ana clambers over the bed, shoves her arms through her robe and stands before me with her hands resting on her hips, her gaze an inferno.

Fuck me. She’s so fucking hot when she gets riled up. My eyes sweep over her, from the swell of her perfect tits to her tanned legs, and back again. My cock twitches, but my eager expression gets me in even more trouble. She stalks from the room, slamming the door behind her.

“Babe,” I call after her, but the damage is done, and I have all of about ten seconds before she comes stamping back in, ready for round two.

I run over to my dresser, pull out the drawer and shove the package right at the very back, underneath the holey underwear and odd socks that I won’t throw away. Tomorrow I’ll worry about finding a safer place for it, but for now I have to get rid of it.

Twenty minutes later we’re sitting on opposite ends of the couch. She’s chowing down on a B.L.T that puts my vegemite on toast to shame, and we’re watching some American nature documentary on the most deadly animals in Australia. I’m pretty sure if she wasn’t mad as a cut snake we’d both be laughing our arses off at the terrible overacting.

“Where did you really go today?”

I sigh. I knew she wouldn’t let this go. “I came home, got bored. Wanted to head back to the shop, but I knew your dad would pitch a bitch fit at me if I made him sick, so I just jumped on the bike and drove up the highway. I was on the Gold Coast before I realised where I was going, and then I stopped at a beach further up. Ana, what’s this about? Why the hell are you so worked up?”

“Why am I worked up? I took the day off so I could come look after you, only when I get here I discover you’re not sick at all, just gallivanting all over the countryside instead.”

I raise my brows. “Gallivanting? Really?”

“And as if that’s not bad enough,” she continues, as if I haven’t spoken, “I wait around all afternoon in my underwear, and the second you stroll through the door you shut me down.”

“Baby, I love seeing you in your underwear, you know that. I just didn’t want you to catch this.”

“And that’s another thing. You’re horny when you’re sick. Like, grab-me-by-the-hair-and-haul-me-off-to-the-bedroom-cave-man-style horny. Today, you just looked panicked. So what the hell is going on, Cade?”

“I’m just tired. It’s been a long day, and I needed half a second to unwind. Trust me, baby, if I ever don’t want to lay you out before me and fuck you ‘til you’re walking with a limp, you’ll know about it.”

Ana opens her mouth to say something more, but I hold up a finger to stop her, and then I bust out the dimples and pat my lap. She frowns, shakes her head, and then she crawls across the sofa and seats herself in my lap anyway. The line between her brows suggests she’s not completely happy to be there, despite it being her choice.

I lean forward and kiss her lips, but even though she’s straddling my lap, she’s still mad, and not gonna give it up without making me work for it. Which is one of the things I love about her. Half the time I do shit just to piss her off, because fucking her back to her happy place is just as much of a rush as flying down the highway on my bike.

I take her wrists in my hands and run my thumbs over each of the delicate swallows decorating them. These tattoos are a brand; they’re my brand, in as much of a way as a wedding ring placed on her dainty little finger would be. I press a kiss to the ink as I look into her eyes. A smile plays at the corner of her mouth; she fights it, and tries to force a frown.

“Give it up, baby girl,” I say, and she does. This laugh slips free, and it’s fucking pure, unadulterated heaven. My dick’s hard as fucking rock, and hotter than lava. I take hold of her waist and slam her arse down on my crotch, grinding my cock against her. “You feel that?”

She nods. “Kind of hard not to, Cade.”

“Never doubt how I feel about you, Ana. I’m never gonna stop loving you, and baby, I am never ever gonna get tired of fucking your sweet little pussy.” I open the sash on her robe and push the silk from her shoulders. I lower my head to her tits, sucking her nipple, along with the black lace of her bra, into my mouth. Her nails dig into the skin on the back of my neck. I pull her closer with the arm that’s circling her waist, wrap her ponytail around my wrist and yank on it. Ana’s breath catches in her throat. I hold her gaze with mine. “Do we need to talk more about this?”

She tries to shake her head but I won’t release her hair from around my wrist, so her range of movement is limited. “No, we don’t need to talk.”

“You trust me?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Then no more fucking thoughts. Thoughts lead to fear, and that leads to fights, and while you’re sexy as fuck when you’re angry, you’re also stubborn as hell. And I don’t wanna fight. I just wanna bury myself inside you, and fuck you so hard you see stars. We good here?”

“Yes,” she whispers.

I pull the band from her hair, silky blonde waves tumble down around her shoulders. I slide my hands through them, feeling the softness, breathing in the rich vanilla scent of her shampoo that ignites a fuse in my veins. 

Her fingers tremble as she pops the button on my fly. I let her unzip me, and then I grasp her hands firmly before she can pull my cock free. I tug at her robe, and slide her bra strap from her shoulder. “These. Off.”

She slides the silk off her body. Goosebumps break out all over her flesh. I set her on her feet and don’t waste any time shedding my jeans, and then I pump my cock into my fist as I watch her undress the rest of the way. “Hurry up, baby girl. Or I’m gonna start counting, and when I get to one, if you’re not completely naked, soaking wet and spread before me on the couch, I’m going to ruin another one of your pretty lingerie sets.”

One perfect blonde brow arches in challenge. Ana’s arms drop from the clasp of her bra, and she slowly peels the lace away. It falls to the floor with a whisper. I clench my jaw and inhale sharply through my nose. “Five ... four ...”

She stands defiantly before me, wearing just a pair of lacy knickers, unhurried. I take a step towards her. “Three ... two ...”

I don’t even make it to one before she launches herself at me. Maybe we both lunge at each other. Who the fuck cares? All I know is Ana’s in my arms, thighs wrapped around my hips, her wet, lace-covered pussy pressed against my hard stomach, and our mouths are devouring one another. I stumble forward, and wind up slamming her back into the wall. She protests, but it comes out as more of a moan, so I ignore it in favour of transferring my arms until they’re under her arse. I allow the wall to take her weight, but I wedge my knee between her legs so she doesn’t fall and I use both hands to tear off her underwear. Ana gasps, but I know it’s all for show—she fucking loves it when I go caveman on her sexy arse.

“One,” I whisper in her ear, and lick that sweet spot beneath her jaw.

“I love it when you get to one.”

“I know.” I chuckle. “Press your back into the wall, babe.” 

She does as I ask. Using the wall as leverage, I lift her arse so her pussy is level with my face, her thighs resting on my shoulders. My tongue darts out to taste her. Fucking perfect. Ana wraps her thighs tighter around my head and bucks against me. I spear her with my tongue, plunging inside as far as I can without pulling a muscle—or suffocating. Death by pussy. What a way to go.

She grinds her pelvis against my mouth until she’s panting, her back slamming against the wall with each breath. I let her ride my face until she’s close, and then I draw her clit into my mouth and take her over the edge. Ana comes, kicking and screaming as her fingers tug at my hair. Her thighs tremble against my shoulders, and I’m not gonna lie, it kinda feels like she just kicked my kidneys in.

“Christ. Remind me to have an oxygen tank nearby the next time we attempt that,” I joke as I wipe her arousal from my chin with the back of my hand. “For a minute there, I thought I could see a white light.”

She lets out a groan, which quickly turns into a lethargic little laugh. 

I love this part—where her limbs have turned to jelly, and she’s so caught up in the afterglow that she forgets to be self-conscious, forgets the dark place that scumbag Scott had taken her, and she just lets go. It’s pure bliss. Ana’s come a long way since all that shit, and it usually doesn’t touch us when I’m touching her, but from time to time I catch her slipping back into that darkness when she doesn’t think I’m paying attention. It’s usually around that time that I do something extra douchie so she’ll yell, or throw things at me, and then I can make her forget by sweeping her up into some fucking awesome make-up sex.

I tell her to plant her hands against the wall, and then I shift my arms beneath her. Ana carefully lowers her legs one at a time, and wraps them around my waist. She snags my bottom lip with her teeth. I drive my tongue into her mouth, forcing her to taste herself on me. I tangle my hands in her hair, and then I walk us across the room, where I lay her down on the back of the sofa.

As she’s stretched out before me, I run my hands over her perfect tits, down to her soaked pussy, and then I slide my arm beneath her hip and flip her over until she’s lying face down, her back bowed, arse in the air, and her perfect pussy on full display. I slap her arse hard, just once—because I can’t help myself—and then I slide my cock between her cheeks and down into her warmth.

Ana gasps as I bury myself balls’ deep. I allow her a second to adjust to my size, and then I begin pounding her as furiously as she rode my face a few minutes ago. I lean forward and grab a fistful of hair. Wrapping it around my wrist, I force her head back, her throat arching upward as I thrust mercilessly inside. It isn’t long before her pussy clenches around my cock, tight and wet, and so fucking sweet it hurts. She rides out the rest of her orgasm by slamming her hips back into mine. My balls tighten, and her pleasure tips me over the edge. I pull out, and hot come jets out all over her cheeks. I slowly rub it into her milky skin with the palm of my hand.

“This arse is mine.” I trail my hands down her seam and trace my come-stained fingers over her pussy, focusing my attention on her clit. She moans, her legs shake, and she presses herself against my hand. “This pussy is mine.”

She nods. “Yes.”  

“Say it, Ana. I wanna make sure we’re crystal clear.”

She protests as I pull my hand away, and then I slap her clit. It’s not a hard slap, but it’s enough to gain her attention. Her whole body stills beneath me. She lets out a shaky breath. “Yours.”

I move my fingers back to her clit, stroking softly, just hard enough to keep her on edge, but not enough to make her come. “What’s mine?”

“My pussy.”

I slap her perfect cunt again. She flinches, and then she gently pushes against my hand. It’s clear she’s torn between wanting more and wanting me to stop.

“My arse,” she whispers.

I double my assault, pushing two fingers inside as I rub her clit. “And?”

“Me,” she pants. “All of me. I’m yours.”

“That’s right, baby girl,” I whisper as she comes against my hand. I lean over her body, not caring that I’m getting jizz all over the couch. “And I’m all yours. Always have been.”

If I knew with one hundred per cent certainty that she’d say yes, I’d ask her right this second. But my heart gives a pathetic little stutter at the thought of dropping to my knees and having her reject me. Plus, answering that, “How did he pop the question” line with, “Well we were both covered in spunk, and he’d just fucked me senseless and then he proposed with his junk all hanging out” could be kind of awkward. Especially around Bob. Thanks to a home movie and a curious six year old, the dude’s already seen way too much of my junk. I don’t need him picturing it as he contemplates walking her down the aisle at our wedding.

I wipe the fresh sheen of sweat from my brow, and help Ana to her feet. As she walks to the bathroom, her thighs tremor, and I smile to myself. I’m gonna marry that girl, if it’s the last thing I ever get to do.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Ana

There’s something strange going on with Elijah, and I’m determined to find out what the hell it is, even if I have to screw a confession out of him. This feeling has been irking me for days. I can’t pinpoint exactly what it is, but there’s definitely something off about him. Putting aside the fact that he shot me down when I was half-naked and begging for him to sleep with me—which, by the way, has never happened, ever—he’s been acting shadier than the cast of Others on Lost.

He’s quiet and moody, and twice now I’ve walked into our room to find him hovering over the dresser, only to have him slam the drawer when he notices me standing there. One time he even caught his fingers, but he wouldn’t let me come near him. Did curiosity get the better of me, when I was putting away his laundry? No, it’s not like I’d ever—yeah, okay, maybe I did have a quick peek into his sock drawer. Obviously, I found nothing. I can’t decide if coming up empty was worse than all the terrible things I imagined: scary Dino porn, dirty knickers from some Asian vending machine, a little black book ... It’s driving me crazy not knowing what’s going on with him, but lately, every time I try to talk to him he runs out with some half-arsed excuse about running late, or helping Jack with something.  

I stare out the shop window and over at Bob’s. Elijah’s working beneath the hood of some old bomb. His shirt is off, and the giant skull tattoo does nothing to hide the definition in his back and shoulders, even from here. Early this morning I’d traced my cold fingertips over the bold outlines until he woke and pinned me beneath him, kissing me and warming me both inside and out, and I longed to do it again.

Really, it’s ridiculous how much I want to jump his bones. I just wanna go over there, straddle him on the hood of that car and practise making pretty little Elijah and Ana’s. I lean over the counter, fantasising about riding my boyfriend in my dad’s auto repair shop, and ignore Holly’s tirade about our annoying “new” neighbours. She’s referring to the pizzeria that opened next door more than a year ago. Antonio and his family are lovely, and they do make great pizzas, but that great pizza fills our previously saccharine-scented diner with the scent of tomato, garlic, and freshly wood-fired dough. Not so good when you’re trying to tempt patrons with fries, pies and milkshakes.

“Uh-oh,” Holly mutters, and I pull myself from my daze long enough to stare at her.

“Uh-oh what?”

“Nothing,” she says, but her gaze darts to the window, and away again. I glance out the front and see a trashy blonde strutting across the road, wielding a pizza box that’s practically bigger than her body.

Nicole.

She started working at the pizzeria two weeks ago. Apparently she got fired from some fancy pants secretarial position for a law firm in Brisbane, and her skanky arse has been sullying up Antonio’s ever since. And yes, even after all this time, she still makes me feel stabby. 

I know Elijah was more to blame than her. He should have come to me that night instead of leading who’s-a-skank into the bathroom and nailing her to the wall, but the truth is, I’ve never really gotten over it. I don’t think I ever will. 

I forgave him; I got it. He was hurting. I was hurting. Together we only hurt one another, and we were on a break. We weren’t in the place back then that we are now. We’ve both grown up a lot, we’ve grown together, but I still can’t see past my hatred of her. Every time I see her I want to vagina punch her into infertility.  

She prances into the workshop wearing an Antonio’s shirt that comes down too low—and covers too little of her boobs—a skirt that’s a size too small, and heels. Heels, for God’s sake! Who the hell wears heels in hospitality? 

Elijah turns, and from here it looks as if he’s giving her a megawatt smile. This manic, piercing panic sets my chest on fire, as if I’ve swallowed burning coals. It’s the same feeling I had last week when I ran into them coming out of the supermarket together, laughing and pretending like they hadn’t fucked one another that night a few short years ago, and that it hadn’t torn my whole world apart.

“Oh hell no,” Holly says from over my shoulder.

“She’s just delivering a pizza,” I rationalize, but then of course my mind runs away with me, and I untie my apron and throw it on the counter. “That bitch is delivering a pizza to my man.”

“There you go,” Holly says and picks up my apron, slapping me on the arse with it, and drawing the eye of every customer in the diner. They go back to enjoying their pie soon enough though.

“Everyone knows the way to Elijah’s heart is with pie and pussy, and she’s already given him one of those things. Nobody gives him food but me.”

“Go gouge her eyes out, tiger.”

“I’m gonna take her arse down.”

“Thatta girl,” she yells after me as I clear the counter, and head for the door. Several heads turn to follow my march of terror. “Once you’ve done away with the skank, make sure you take his arse down. Leave the door open, though—it’s been too long since I saw the two of you in action.”
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