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ONE

Ashlyn

I felt beads of
sweat starting to form on the back of my neck as
my fingers drummed restlessly on the arms of the chair. I needed
this job in the worst way and I didn’t think I could cope with
another rejection. Despite being ridiculously overqualified for the
position, I would do anything to get out of the hospitality
industry. Sure, it was something I was good at, having parents that
owned a small Irish pub meant I grew up in a bar, and being able to
pull a perfect draft was a skill that provided no trouble landing a
job back in the industry. However, I was getting really sick of
being called “sweetheart” and if one more jerk grabbed my ass while
I served him his beer, I was seriously going to lose it.

This had not been my dream when I
moved to New York five years ago - making minimum wage and living
in a shitty, cubby-hole apartment I was sure violated every safety
code known to man. Still, it beat living on the streets, which is
where I would find myself if I didn’t start earning more than I was
now. Of course, I hadn’t always been so desperate. I couldn’t
believe my luck when I had landed an entry-level associate’s role
at a small brokerage firm straight out of college. I had stepped
off the greyhound bus like a cliché in an ’80’s hair band video,
leaving my nervous, conservative parents and six siblings back in
Boston. I should have known it was too good to be true. Three years
later, just as I was about to make the progression to junior
broker, the company—like so many others—went bankrupt and closed
its door. I found myself out of work and out of luck.

There weren’t many opportunities
for a commerce major during a global financial crisis. Any jobs
there had been were snapped up by seasoned veterans, which is why
I’d had no choice but to take a job at Garro’s, a sports bar on the
Lower East Side. My previous bar knowledge had made it a safe and
familiar choice even if the money wasn’t great. At least it was
only a short commute from my Brooklyn apartment and it meant I had
at least one hot meal a day.

I looked nervously at my watch. Two
o’clock. Shit. I still had another thirty minutes to wait before my
appointment, and my bravado had already started to wane.
Desperation was a horrible thing, because I knew either way this
whole experience was going to suck. If I got the job, I was going
to hate it, as it would no doubt be mind-numbingly dull, and if I
didn’t, I should pack up my shit and reserve my park bench in
Central Park. I was out of options and out of time. I took a deep
breath as I tried to harness the nervous energy buzzing through my
body. Rock stars. This is what it had come to.

The job I was so desperately vying
for was personal assistant to Lexi Reed, the head of Reed Public
Relations. She held the account for a massive local rock band,
Power Station. I was not a fan. Of the band I mean. The five-piece
New York natives were gritty and raw with their sound featuring
torturous guitar riffs with an unrelenting rhythm section. It was
in-your-face loud. Obnoxious. Sure they were blessed with good
looks. Okay, each one of them was insanely handsome but that still
didn’t mean I would throw myself shamelessly at any of them and
lose my self-respect. I never understood the allure of a rock band
or why women with so much going for them would lower themselves to
being groupies.

Ms. Reed, on the other hand was, by
all accounts, a fierce businesswoman. An import from the land Down
Under, she had a reputation for being a hard-ass with an amazing
sense of style, and a respected determination that led to her
playing with the big dogs in the industry. Despite me loathing the
assistant position I was hoping to land, I did have an amazing
amount of respect for her. She not only held Power Station’s PR
account, which was huge, but she was also successfully building her
own company by bringing in lots of new business. Smart move. The
growth projections in the industry were huge if she could land the
right clients - a statistic I was hoping to wow her with when I
finally got into the interview. It wasn’t my style to go in
unprepared and my late night research had been fruitful.

“Ms. Murphy?” A slender and
attractive blonde with a strong English accent approached
me.

“Yes. Ashlyn.” I stood up and
offered her my hand hoping it wasn’t too clammy.

“Ashlyn, I’m Sydney. I’m Ms. Reed’s
current assistant.” Her bright blue eyes sparkled as she accepted
my hand graciously. “Lexi is just finishing up with another
interview and then you are up next. Is there anything I can get you
while you wait?”

“No, I’m fine, thank you.” I was
relieved the wait was almost over.

Sydney nodded and disappeared back
through the doorway from which she had emerged, her cute bob
haircut bouncing with each step.

I sank back down into my seat,
rubbing my palms nervously against the fabric of my skirt. I hated
job interviews. They were the intellectual version of a beauty
pageant. Here are my qualifications. Smile. Judge me. Smile. I hope
I’m good enough. It was enough to make me want to vomit. My stomach
churned in solidarity with my train of thought.

The previous candidate stepped out
from Ms. Reed’s office and into the reception area, signaling the
end of her appointed interview. She used her sly glance and cocky
grin, I assumed, to unnerve me further. So that’s how we’re going
to play? I’m one of seven children, honey. I am the master of the
mental psyche-out.

I stood, in preparation for my
turn, when I felt a shadow cast over me blocking out the midday
sun. It was just my luck to finally get an interview with a halfway
decent job and some crazy-ass Armageddon took over New York. I
slowly turned—might as well get a good view of whatever fate was
about to befall me—and I almost smacked directly into Alex
Stone.

*crickets*

Alex Stone was the lead guitarist
of the band, Power Station, and while I had not been a fan of the
band, I was definitely an appreciator of this fine specimen in
front of me. Standing six four, with an amazingly toned body,
ice-blue eyes, and magnificent blond hair, he had been engineered
to be a sex symbol. Rivaling Michelangelo’s David, he was chiseled
to perfection. The fact I didn’t care for his music did not detract
from my fascination. In fact he could probably give up his music
career, stand in the Met Museum and allow us mortals to glare
longingly at him all day. What? Living art is a legitimate
gig.

“Hello,” Alex purred, dazzling me
with his amazing devilish grin. “Are you waiting to see
Lexi?”

Of course I knew Lexi Reed was not
only the band’s publicist but also married to the guitarist, aka
the guy in front of me, but man, Lexi was like Barbie. The bitch
had everything.

I blinked, allowing my eyes to
float down his sexy muscular chest and noticed he had a Baby Bjorn
carrier with a sleeping infant inside strapped across it, hindering
my view. I think my ovaries just exploded. It was too much. Because
when Alex wasn’t sending the panty-wearing population into
overdrive by being a rock god, he was a new dad to his baby
daughter, Grace. I mean, seriously, how could a woman not swoon
over that deadly combination?

“Um,” I mumbled like a moron, all
my years of education flashing before my eyes, unable to make my
mouth function. He was talking to me?

“I’m just going to need a moment of
her time, mind if I step in ahead of you?” His smooth voice curled
around every word, making love to it.

I nodded wordlessly, feeling
compelled to continue the moronic theme I had running. It was
better than throwing myself at his feet and worshiping him, a very
real danger the longer he stood there. He was more than just
good-looking, he was obscenely attractive, and I had this
unbelievable urge to lick him, slowly, like a cat.

Taking my wide-eyed, enthusiastic
nod as a yes and seeing he wasn’t going to get anything more
intelligible out of me, Alex strode into Lexi Reed’s office. I
watched as his ridiculously hot body disappeared through the
doorway, my eyes straining to catch the last glimpse of his
incredibly toned ass before it slipped from view.

“He’s married and a douchebag,” an
uninvited voice said, pulling me from my happy place.

“Huh?” I twisted around, ready to
disembowel the owner of said voice for ruining my Alex Stone
fantasy.

“He,” the owner of the voice
pointed to the door Alex had just walked through, “Is. A.
Douchebag.” He enunciated slowly before continuing, “Alex. Is.
Also. Mar-ried.” He paused before each syllable for
effect.

Standing in front of me, marring my
memory of Alex, was the owner of the voice – an annoying man.
Shorter than Alex, at what I assumed to be roughly six foot, he
eyed me with more interest than I was comfortable with. He had a
mess of dark hair, smoldering dark brown eyes, and was covered in
tattoos, the evidence poking out from the sleeves of his T-shirt.
Next to the word badass in the dictionary, I’m sure there was a
picture of this guy. Dressed in torn, dark blue jeans, and a
Misfits T-shirt, he was the epitome of a rock star, without the
finesse Alex possessed. Despite his unkempt look he was strangely
sexy, although his smug smile made me want to add ripping out his
tongue to the disembowelment I already had planned.

“I heard what you said,” I snapped.
“There is nothing wrong with my hearing. I just don’t know why you
cared to volunteer that information.” Despite his good looks, I
think if either of those two men was a douchebag it would be the
one who was still talking to me.

“Oh cool, you talk.” He laughed. “I
just wasn’t sure if you were just a star-struck fan or you had a
disability. I was trying to be polite.” He moved closer, stretching
out his hand. “I’m Dan. Dan Evans.”

“I’m not a
star-struck anything. And I don’t have a disability. I don’t know
what you are talking about.” I purposely rejected his handshake and
instead adjusted my jacket, annoyed he had assumed I was just
another one of those girls. Who was this guy anyway? Judging by his appearance, I
guessed him to be another member of the band, possibly the drummer?
He probably needed to compensate about not getting enough attention
being holed up behind a drum kit.

“Look, it’s fine, babe. We’re used
to it. Girls get crazy over us all the time. You don’t need to be
embarrassed.” He pulled back his hand and shrugged, seemingly
unfazed by my lack of civility.

“I’m not
embarrassed. And I’m not your babe. Whatever you think you saw, you
were mistaken. I don’t get crazy.” I was slightly embarrassed, but
more irritated I’d been caught staring…and called on it.

“Sure. Okay. You don’t want to
admit it, that’s fine but I know what I saw, and you were throwing
so much heat in Stone’s direction I’m surprised the paint didn’t
peel off the wall.” He pulled out a stick of gum and popped it into
his mouth, thoroughly enjoying the fact I was irate. Clearly not a
gentleman.

“Oh my god. I was not throwing
heat. Are you insane?” I hissed, my embarrassment manifested into
full-blown anger as I tried my best to save face. No matter how
gorgeous this man in front of me was, I was not going to let him
get the better of me.

“You can keep denying it all you
like, babe. Makes no difference to me. I just thought I’d be
charitable and point out it’s a waste of your time.” He chewed on
his gum, smirking. “You have a better chance of the Cleveland
Indians winning a World Series than Stone sleeping around. Now me
on the other hand, I don’t have those kinds of
restrictions.”

My face flushed with anger, as I
officially wanted to kill him. Yet stupidly, I couldn’t deny how
attractive he was as he smugly stood in front of me, his broad
chest filling the material of the tee that did little to hide the
toned flesh that lay beneath. What the hell was wrong with me? He
was rude, arrogant and probably teeming with every STD known to
man, and he’d called me babe…twice. I was not going
there.

“Did you take some kind of class to
learn how to be so offensive or is this a natural ability?” I
leaned forward, refusing to allow him the pleasure of knowing he
was getting under my skin.

“How did I offend you? I have been
nothing but polite. I haven’t even looked at your tits.” Dan stared
at me bewildered, actually confused.

“Wow. My
tits and the rest of me
thank you for your lack of interest.” I gave him my best death
stare, disappointed I didn’t have some mutant ability that would
render him incapacitated. I blamed my pre-teen fixation with comic
books for giving me such unrealistic
expectations.

“Don’t mention
it. They are a little on the small side, it makes things easier.”
He shrugged, talking about my breast size like it was no big deal.
The edges of his mouth curved as his eyes dipped down to gaze at my
aforementioned tits, which were thankfully contained by my conservative business
shirt.

“Really? You’re not even going to
hide the fact you are now staring at my breasts?”

“Well now we are talking about
them, I kinda can’t help myself.” He grinned, not even having the
decency to be remorseful. “You know, now that I’ve looked at them,
they don’t seem so bad. You should maybe pop a button or two
though, work with what you got.”

“Dan!” Ms. Reed fired from the now
opened doorway startling me from my seething rage. Alex Stone, aka
sex god, was standing beside her, looking somewhat
amused.

“Don’t harass my candidates.” Lexi
turned to Alex, gently touching his arm. “Can you please remove him
from my office? I’ll call you later.” She tenderly kissed the top
of baby Grace’s head and whispered a soft goodbye.

Alex nodded as he walked over to
us. “My apologies for Dan, he has no impulse control.” Alex gave me
a blinding smile, grabbing Dan firmly around the arm. “Let’s
go.”

“Don’t apologize for me, numbnuts.
We’re just talking.” Dan protested against Alex’s grasp.

Lexi rolled her eyes at the
commotion before addressing me. “Ashlyn, if you are ready I can see
you now.”

“Your name is Ashlyn? Unusual. It’s
pretty.” Dan’s eyes lit up with excitement at finally learning my
name. Not that he’d asked, clearly he was too preoccupied with
being an ass to worry about regular pleasantries.

“My life is a little more complete
knowing you approve. Thanks for that. Have a wonderful day.” I gave
a forced smile as I pushed past him and strode purposely toward the
open door of Lexi’s office.

I needed to get my head in the game
and flirty Dan was not aiding my cause. Instead I focused forward
as I followed Lexi into her large and neatly maintained office,
mentally evacuating thoughts of the tattooed, scruffy rock star I
left in the foyer.

“I’m sorry about him. Dan really is
a unique human being.” Lexi gestured to the large plush chair
opposite her desk. “Please, take a seat.”

Lexi Reed was stunning; a petite
brunette with feminine curves, she owned the fitted, bright green
shift dress she was wearing. Finishing her look with an impressive
black pair of heels and a fancy twisted up-do, her appearance had
me feeling slightly underdressed in my Target-purchased jacket and
skirt combo.

“He is harmless. Obnoxious, but
harmless.” I settled into the chair not willing to admit Dan Evans
had unnerved me. After all, if I was going to be Lexi’s assistant I
was going to need to be able to handle the likes of Dan.

“Well, that is reassuring.” Lexi
smiled as she settled into her leather office chair. “So, Ashlyn.
Tell me why someone has a commerce degree from University of
Massachusetts, and who previously worked on Wall Street, wants to
be an administrative assistant?”

I took a deep breath as I tried to
determine the best way to rationalize my position. Damn. This was
going to be a hard sell.


 


TWO

Dan

“Dan, do you
go out of your way to piss off my wife?”
Stone chuckled as we walked back to the car.

“Dude, come on. You know she loves
it, her day isn’t complete until she has gotten her daily dose of
Dan.”

Lexi and I were cool; she knew the
score as far as I was concerned. Granted our friendship had started
with me trying to crawl into her panties; she’s a solid ten. Who
wouldn’t try for that? But I totally respected she was now off the
market and happily married to Stone. I never understood what the
attraction was. Sure the man wasn’t ugly but he got
way more than his share
of pussy. At some point when Lexi crossed our path, the two of them
had started fucking and somehow managed to keep it from the rest of
the band. I was absolutely appalled. If you’re banging a girl like
that, then it’s your civic duty to share details with your
brothers. Fuck, photos would have been better. Instead they kept
that shit on the down low leaving us oblivious and not contributing
any new material for my spank bank. Of course they eventually got
it together enough to be a couple and did the whole walking down
the aisle thing, and as much as I think marriage is for suckers,
those two pretty much belong together. Not that I’m getting soft,
’cause Dan Evans does not get soft, but after the amount of shit
those two have gone through, to see them happy with a kid was kind
of fucking awesome. Oh and the kid, Grace, pretty much owned me.
That little girl had me wrapped around her finger so tightly I’d
move the world to please her. Between her and Noah, James and Han’s
little dude, I was happily playing Uncle to some of the coolest
kids on the block. Not to mention the gaggle of nieces and nephews
my sisters had given me. Being Uncle Dan was a pretty sweet
gig.

“So what was up with the stare down
with the redhead? Wasn’t the whole reason you begged to come with
us was so you could put the moves on Sydney, despite her telling
you there was no chance?” Alex hit the keyless entry on his brand
new, fully loaded Escalade. The bastard had caved and bought a
family car, leaving his bitchin’ Maserati parked in his garage
whenever he had Grace in tow. I guess it could have been worse; at
least the Escalade was still pimp. If he’d bought a Dodge Caravan
then I’d have had to take him outside, kick his ass, and check his
man card. I don’t give a fuck he’s got a kid, Power Station does
not do minivans.

“Oh, Syd wants me. She’s just being
English.” I watched as my former fellow skirt-hound loaded his
daughter into the car seat. Man, times had changed. Back in the day
the only time we were utilizing the back seat was to get lucky, now
it was being used for its intended purpose. It was just all kinds
of wrong.

“What do you mean she’s being
English? How is that even a thing?” Alex handed Grace her fluffy
pink unicorn as he covered her with a baby blanket. I hoped my
balls weren’t going to suddenly shrivel up surrounded by all this
pink.

“Really, Stone? Aren’t you supposed
to be smart? We totally told her country to go fuck themselves,
don’t tell me the fact we’re American isn’t the reason she is
blowing me off.” I jumped into the passenger seat, no longer caring
about why Sydney wasn’t interested, as I tried to shake off the
memory of the redhead who made my junk get tingly. Despite trying
to keep her body under wraps in that lame-ass corporate get-up,
there was no denying she was hot. She was rocking some killer
curves. Granted she spoke way too much—I liked my girls with a
different kind of mouth action—but other than that, I would totally
be down with her playing naughty secretary.

“Dan, I seriously doubt the
Declaration of Independence has anything to do with her disinterest
in you.” He slid into the driver’s seat and hit the
ignition.

“Don’t kid yourself, Stone. Those
bastards are still pissed. Anyway, her loss.”

Sydney had been fun. Lexi had
hooked up the date with her friend-assistant so I wouldn’t have to
brave a family wedding, stag. I knew she wasn’t a hundred per cent
cool with it, thinking I would be a total ass-wipe and try and hump
her friend’s leg or something, but I promised I’d keep my dick in
my pants. Family celebrations when you are a thirty-three-year-old
single dude were down right dangerous. Sure they accused me of
acting like a teenager, but getting older didn’t mean I had to
change. It’s who I was. They didn’t care I was livin’ large and
didn’t want to be saddled down with one girl. It was like talking
to a fucking wall. So going solo into the lion’s den with as many
meddling aunts as I have would have been catastrophic. Fuck! They
would have sent out the bat signal in the hopes of finding me a
wife. Luckily with Syd on my arm, radiating professionalism and
that cute English accent, they’d been appeased enough to stay off
my ass. We both actually had a really good time, which was
unexpected bonus. So when I took her home and she paused before
stepping out of the car, I knew I had an in. She gave me this
speech about it being one time and shit, and neither of us wanted
anything more so what the hell. It had been good, real good, and I
was all up for perhaps working her into a constant rotation but she
hadn’t been down with it. Giving me some bogus line about me being
a bad investment. I didn’t get it. Was I supposed to be showing her
my investment portfolio? My 401K? I would have thought the only
thing she would have been interested in was my ability to make her
toes curl—which I did, no less than three times—not whether or not
I had a retirement plan.

“Please tell me the redhead wasn’t
your attempt to make Sydney jealous? Lexi will have your balls if
you’re messing with her applicant pool.” Stone continued to run his
mouth as we pulled into Manhattan traffic. We weren’t going
anywhere, anytime soon. NYC in the afternoon was solid
gridlock.

“Oh no, she was just some random
groupie I was having fun with. Way too uptight but I thought I’d
give her something to tell her friends about. You know me, always
thinking about the fans.” I omitted telling him she’d obviously had
a thing for him. Despite the bastard being married and a walking
advert for Babies-R-Us with all his diaper bags and shit, broads
were still throwing themselves at him. I really needed to work on
either him or James letting me borrow a kid for a few hours. Girls
just seemed to eat that up

“She didn’t look like a groupie.
What she looked was a lot pissed off.” He raised his eyebrow and
gave me his usual cocky grin.

“Listen, brother, not to be an ass,
but you’re out of the game now so you don’t know how it works.
Trust me, I got this. Fifty bucks says as soon as she’s done with
her interview she is going to find the nearest bathroom and rub it
out.” I stretched out my legs hoping to ease some of the tightness
in my crotch. Imagining Ashlyn scratching that itch had me thinking
I was going to have to do the same. That tight little body, those
fiery green eyes, those cute little freckles on the bridge of her
nose. That’s putting aside the fact I have a thing for redheads. It
looked natural too; wonder if she had any hair down there? Yeah, a
stroke was definitely on the cards.

Stone popped me in the arm,
crashing through my triple-x fantasy just as it was starting to get
good. “Dude, my daughter is in the car.”

“She can’t talk yet, so she has no
idea what I’m saying.” I turned around and checked on Grace who was
oblivious to anything I was talking about. Her tired little eyes
were fighting the rock of the Escalade that was bound to send her
to sleep. Her lips curled into a precious little smile as her
eyelids finally gave up the fight. “But if some piece of shit ever
speaks to her that way, you need to call me and we’re putting that
asshole in the ground.”

“Don’t even go there, I’m already
contemplating buying a gun.” Stone gave me a sideways glance and I
knew he wasn’t kidding

“Fuck the gun, she looks like her
mother. You’re going to need a motherfucking arsenal,
brother.”


 


THREE

Ashlyn

Too depressed to go
back to the apartment I would probably be evicted
from in the next few days, I took a bus to Megan’s loft. Although
we had only met about a year and a half ago, we had become
incredibly tight in a remarkably short time. She was my best
friend. We had both started working at Garro’s around the same
time, with me working behind the bar and Megan as a waitress. Her
warm smile and easy personality were a welcome change from the cold
world of the brokerage firm I had come from. The sports bar was
meant to be a temporary job for both of us until we gained more
meaningful employment.

Megan Winters had studied
psychology at Georgetown and after completing her psych degree she
had decided to take a year off before going into practice. She was
a five-foot-four powerhouse with long blonde hair, bright turquoise
eyes, and an obscene IQ. Her dad was a highly respected
cardiothoracic surgeon and her mother a pediatrician, so it had
been assumed she’d follow in their footsteps and go into the
medical field. Megs had said that going into psychology was as
rebellious as she dared to be. Her parents were both lovely people
who, despite their high-geared careers, were supportive of their
daughter slumming it for a year. In fact, they had encouraged her,
as they considered it to be character building, and were proud they
had raised a daughter who, despite her privileged life, wasn’t
afraid to get her hands dirty. My hiatus from the business sector
hadn’t been by choice. The forced redundancy and a slow economy
sealed my fate. Eventually Megs’s time at the bar came to an end
and she was now a clinical psychologist at Mount Sinai while I,
unfortunately, was still fending off drunkards and popping caps off
pilsners.

“How did it go, Ash?” She welcomed
me with a hug as I walked through her doorway. Her Greenwich
Village pad, flooded by the midday sun, was as warm as her
beautiful smile. Her surrounds reinforced she had money. It wasn’t
flaunted, but it stirred my desire to have nice things
too.

“Terrible,” I mumbled returning her
hug. “Not only did I probably not get the job but I made a complete
ass of myself in front of Power Station’s drummer.” I had
officially hit a new low.

“You got to meet Troy Harris?”
Megs’s eyes opened wide with excitement. I must be the only person
in the five boroughs who wasn’t a fan. “Ash, he’s all kinds of hot.
Those hazel eyes, the Mohawk, that body. Wow, just wow.”

“Hazel eyes? Mohawk? No, I met Dan
Evans. Dark messy hair, dark brown eyes, bad attitude. Isn’t he the
drummer?” I collapsed onto her sofa not needing an invitation. The
beautiful plush cushion that wrapped around me allowed my muscles
to ease. Mismatched thought waves continued to turn in my head
despite the meeting being over. While I really didn’t want to
relive my meeting with Dan, I needed to somehow expunge him from my
mind and figured a debrief with Megs was the best way to do
it.

“Ashlyn, seriously? Dan Evans is
the bass player. I saw him at a nightclub once; he’s really cute.
Troy Harris is the drummer.” The iPad that was never far from her
grasp was commandeered for my education and thrust into my hands.
The band was the background wallpaper. There he was, his smug sexy
smile, taunting me from behind the glass.

“Well hopefully if there is a god,
I will never see Dan again, so it doesn’t matter which instrument
he plays.” I handed the iPad back to Megs and let my head fall back
against the cushion of the sofa, closing my eyes in an effort to
ward off the headache threatening to take up residence in my
frontal lobe.

“Why? What happened?” The couch
cushion beside me compressed as Megs obviously joined me on the
two-seater.

“He caught me gawking at Alex Stone
like I wanted to eat him.” I cringed, squeezing my eyes tightly,
stupidly believing that would shut out the embarrassment of my
earlier activities.

“Alex Stone was there, too?” Megs’s
voice rose in excitement, taking my arm and shaking it
vigorously.

“Yes, and he is every bit as
impressive up close. I’m pretty sure my tongue was polishing the
floor.” I opened my eyes to Megs’s beaming face.

“I just want you to know I hate you
right now. It’s not fair you got to meet Alex and Dan and you
aren’t even a fan.” Megs folded her arms across her chest and
pouted. “So…were they nice?”

“Trust me, I would have rather it
had been you. No matter how cute Dan is, he is also an obnoxious
pig.” I can’t believe I just called Dan Evans cute. Why couldn’t I
focus on the fact he was offensive rather than the fact he was
attractive? When was the last time I had eaten? Maybe my blood
sugar was low.

“Aw, you think Dan is cute?” Megs
smiled, unfortunately not willing to let the tiny word that had
unconsciously slipped from my mouth, go. “Wow. Your libido is still
intact. I was sure it had taken a flight to Boca. When was the last
time you went on a date?”

“There is nothing wrong with my
libido. I’m just choosey about who I date. I don’t see the point
wasting time with someone who obviously doesn’t have the potential
for my long-term goal. I told you, I have criteria.”

Sure, there had been guys that had
caught my attention and I had dated sporadically in college, but I
hadn’t met anyone I’d really wanted to hold on to. I could count
the number of guys I had slept with on one hand and still have a
finger or two spare. It’s not that I was saving myself or I had an
aversion to sex, I just had found it a little underwhelming,
usually having to take things into my own hands—literally—to
climax.

“Ash, you know
you are allowed to date just for fun right? You don’t have to see
every guy for his long-term
potential. Maybe just go out and let your
hair down. Screw your criteria.”

“No. I refuse to be a woman who
settles. I worked my ass off to get into a decent college, and even
though things are tough right now, I’ll eventually make it back
onto Wall Street. I want to find a guy who’s going be a good
husband with a decent earning capacity. I’m not trying to sound
conceited, but my parents have both been slaving away at that bar
their whole lives. They’ll be working till the day they die. I’m
the first one of my family to go to college. I love them, but I
don’t want that life for me. If my future husband and I are smart,
we can build up a sizeable nest egg and let our money work for us.
I need someone who is disciplined and like-minded in order to do
that.”

“What about being in love, Ashlyn?
It can’t just be about money and security. Don’t you want a guy who
will give you butterflies? Someone who is more than just a
financial partner but who will also love you back?” Megs was ever
the romantic. Her ideas of love were twirled around a wonderful
fantasy, tied with a fancy red bow, and while my heart craved it,
it was luxury I would admire from a distance.

I winced, realizing how contrived
it all sounded. “Well of course I have to like the guy, it’s not
like I’m going to marry someone I don’t like. I’m not that
shallow.” Is that how I came
across? Shallow? Conceited? Vocalized, the
clinical plan for my future sounded so much worse than it was. I
envied the freedom Megs had, to live without the fear of being
broke. With that freedom, love stood a chance. How did the
conversation turn from the interview from hell to my dating
life?

“Okay. Here is what is going to
happen.” Megs’s eyes gleamed with excitement. “The interview is
done and we have no way of controlling the outcome.
Right?”

“Sadly, you’re right.” I nodded.
There was really nothing I could do. While I had answered Lexi
Reed’s questions competently, I could tell she wasn’t convinced.
She saw through my bullshit and knew it was a Hail-Mary move, an
effort to reenter the corporate world in the hopes of getting
something more suitable in the future.

“So why don’t you take a night off
from your grand plan and get crazy with me?”

“Um, no. My plans for this evening
include being online, job hunting, while drowning my sorrow in
three-cheese pie from Carmine’s Pizzeria.” The promise of cheesy
goodness was guaranteed to make my night suck slightly less than my
day had.

“Ashlyn, you can take one night off
from being responsible. One night, come out with me. Get drunk. Act
like a regular twenty-seven-year-old. Who knows, maybe find some
totally inappropriate guy and make out with him on the dance
floor.” Megs lifted herself off the sofa; the conversation was far
from over.

“Megs, you know that isn’t me.
Besides, I can’t afford it and I have nothing to wear.”

“So borrow something of mine. I
have a whole closet full of clothes; pick anything you like. And
it’s my treat so you can’t use money as an excuse.”

“What do you think one night is
going to achieve?” I couldn’t see the point in her expedition,
other than delaying the inevitable mind-numbing search through
pages of dead-end employment opportunities. And possibly sparing
myself an increase of calories that was probably going to land
straight on my ass.

“Nothing. That’s the whole point.
Sometimes you don’t need to achieve anything. You can just do it
for fun. So come on. Be reckless, we can even pick up some pie on
the way out. Angelo’s is just as good as Carmine’s.” Megs wiggled
her eyebrows enthusiastically.

I wanted to argue, to tell her no,
but in all honestly, it was easier just to give in. One night
wasn’t going to change anything and if it meant appeasing Megs and
making her happy, then I could put off my pity party for
twenty-four hours and hit it hard tomorrow. Besides I knew she
wasn’t going to let up until I agreed. She would probably blow up
my phone until I eventually gave in, so I was probably just saving
us both the time in between.

“Fine. I’ll go,” I conceded,
raising my hands in defeat. “Tonight better not suck.”

****

After a quick trip home to
Brooklyn, I packed an overnight bag, ignored the final notice bills
stuffed in my mailbox, and made my way back to the city. I had
decided that while I was happy to raid Megs’s wardrobe for our
evening adventure, I wanted to get a few personal items to equip me
to crash on Megs’s sofa, rather than to try and navigate my way
home later in the dark.

I had settled on a simple, fitted,
little black dress that was way shorter than I was comfortable
wearing, teamed with a pair of my own chunky black wedges. It was
by far the most conservative outfit Megs had decreed acceptable,
nixing most of my earlier choices. I made my peace with the fact I
was going to be flashing a little more flesh than usual, applied
some makeup, and left my long hair untethered to tumble down my
back.

“You look great. Stop tugging at
your hem,” Megs whispered as we stepped out of the cab and onto the
sidewalk.

I couldn’t help it; the dress
barely covered my ass and it had been a challenge not to flash
anything as I navigated out of the cab.

“It’s so short.”
I couldn’t resist giving the dress one last tug as we made our way
to the long line that stretched out in front of the doorway
of Panic, the
ironic name of the club Megs had taken us to.

“We are going to be out here
forever. This line is so long.” The girl in front of us complained.
Her male counterpart simply shrugged and pushed his hands into his
pockets. She was right; it was going to be a long wait.

“Let’s see if there isn’t a quicker
way.” I smiled, pulling Megs out of line and approached the giant
who was guarding the entrance.

“You ladies on the list?” The large
bouncer looked us over, his security number swinging from the chain
around his thick neck.

“Sure,” I smiled hoping we could
wing it and get into the club sooner. While I wasn’t thrilled about
coming out in the first place, getting inside was going to be a
hell of a lot more fun than standing outside on the street.
Especially given the cheery disposition of our fellow waitees.
Losing my nerve and hailing a cab was also another possibility the
longer we stood outside.

“I’m Ash and this is Megs. We
should be listed there somewhere,” I bluffed, wondering if we got
caught out whether he was going to make us go to the end of the
line.

He consulted his clipboard before
raising his eyebrow in question. “Ashley Brookes?”

“Yep. That’s me and this is my plus
one,” I lied, silently hoping karma wasn’t going to bite me on the
ass and the real Ashley Brookes didn’t arrive in the next five
seconds.

“Says here your guest is supposed
to be your husband, Keith Brookes.”

“He’s not feeling well tonight, so
I decided to drag out my best friend instead. You know how men can
be when they get the sniffles. I left him tucked up in bed.” I
smiled sweetly wondering where this new bravado had come from. I
guess I had committed so it was best just to see it all the way
through.

“Well okay then, show Mack your IDs
on the way in. Have a nice night.” He pointed to the other bouncer,
sporting the number thirty-four, whose job it seemed was solely
checking IDs. I guess there was a pecking order even with security
guards.

Mack grunted as we held up our IDs
for inspection, barely taking the time to check if they were
authentic before waving us over to the line that required no
payment of cover charge. Score.

“That was amazing, Ash. I can’t
believe we bypassed the line.” Megs’s face beamed with excitement
as we walked into the belly of the club and were hit by a wall of
flashing lights and deafening noise.

“So now what?” I screamed over the
loud music pumping through the space. The wild strobes that were
sweeping through the room seemed to have no sequence or
rhythm.

“Drinks. Lots and
lots of drinks. You, my friend, are going to have a good time
tonight. Forget your grand plan, forget the interview, and forget
everything else. For one night, you need to just
BE,” Megs screamed back,
her voice barely audible over the thumping bass.

“Is that some new-aged therapy
shit?” I laughed as we waded through the crowd toward the bar,
feeling more comfortable taking my chances with the friendly
bottles of alcohol rather than the dance floor.

“You don’t need a therapist, Ash,
you need to relax. Stop putting so much pressure on yourself.” Megs
put her arm around my shoulders and hugged me. She was right. One
night wasn’t going to kill me.

“I’m trying.” I shrugged, wondering
when was the last time I had honestly loosened the reins. While
most kids had been partying through high school I had been studying
my ass off for my SATs. When I hit college, I continued to keep my
head down, not willing to throw away the opportunity to achieve my
dreams for some keg beer and Sorority parties. Besides, when I
wasn’t studying I was helping out my parents, hiding out in the
kitchen until I hit twenty-one, and then behind the bar.

“Well, try harder. We’ve been in
this place for fifteen minutes and we haven’t had our first drink
yet.” Megs squeezed her body close to mine. Her gorgeous face had
started to bead with a thin sheen of perspiration.

“Okay, okay.” We made our way to
the bar in order to rectify the no-drink situation. Knowing how
obnoxious it was when some jackass waved or hollered in your face,
I waited until the bartender made his way over to our side of the
bar before attempting to place our order.

“What can I get you?” The bartender
leaned into us, grinning appreciatively at Megs’s barely there
dress. Out of the two of us she was the one who usually got the
attention. She was not only extremely intelligent but she was also
classically beautiful. Her blonde hair and blue-green eyes
complemented her delicate features. Add to that her pint-sized
figure, she was most men’s dream girl. If she wasn’t my best friend
I would have had to hate her.

“I’ll have a Long Island Iced Tea.”
Megs smiled, thankfully not ordering anything that required a
cocktail umbrella and embarrassing us.

“And I’ll have a Dirty Martini, but
can you make it fifty-fifty Noilly Prat and Tanquary 10, lots of
brine with three olives.” I leaned over the bar in an effort to
make myself heard.

“She’ll have a Dirty Martini, make
it how you want to make it.” Megs waved me off. “You’re not working
tonight, remember? Let the man do his job. After a few of those
suckers you aren’t going to care how they are made.”

“It’s no problem,
sweetheart. You’re paying for it so I’ll make it anyway you like.”
He smiled. I wasn’t sure who sweetheart was directed at but either
way I was happy to see he was making my drink as per my
prescription.

“Thank you.” I watched as he
grabbed the liquor bottles off the shelves and started mixing the
drinks. There was something poetic about watching the liquid spill
from the measure pourer and into a Boston glass.

I tried not to stare as he shook my
Martini, giving me a wink as he poured it into the chilled glass
resting on the bar. He then turned his attention to building Megs’s
Long Island in the high ball in front of us, garnishing it with a
lemon spiral. I had to hand it to him, he took pride in his
craft.

“Keep them coming.” Megs handed
over her black Amex that he happily exchanged for a bar
token.

“Megs, you don’t really want to do
that. Remember, I grew up in a bar.” The delicious icy gin-vermouth
sensation complemented by the saltiness of the brine exploded
across my tongue as I took a sip.

“Yeah, I actually do. Last time you
were drunk was New Years Eve when we were doing shots of Jose
Cuervo in my apartment. I think you’re due.” Megs grinned,
reminding me of the impromptu party we’d had after finishing our
shift at Garro’s. Having not being able to participate in the
revelry until after the bar had closed, we’d made our way to her
apartment and did shots of silver tequila until we both passed out.
New Year’s Day did not treat us kindly.

“Fine, it’s your money.” I took
another sip from my glass.

Megs held her glass up with a
mischievous grin. “I propose a toast. To great friends and great
futures, and to wherever either of those takes us.”

“And to the questionable decisions
we’re undoubtedly about to make,” I added before clinking my glass
against hers.

Megs shimmied with excitement, her
grin splitting wildly across her face. “Now you’re
talking.”


 


FOUR

Dan

“I’m telling
you, I think we should have some input into
who Lexi is hiring.” I threw back the Jack and Coke the waitress
delivered, wanting to get my buzz sooner than
later.

This wasn’t our usual hang out but
I was in need of a change, bored with the same faces I’d been
seeing at the other Manhattan clubs. The strobes flashed with an
irregular cadence while the big-ass screens designed for our
privacy shook under the thump of the bass. The gen pop part of the
club was separated from us by a bunch of drapes and out-of-work
linebackers.

I’d dragged Jase and Troy along for
the ride with neither of them giving me much resistance. It’s not
like either of them had plans, and with Jase having recently broken
up with his off-on, long-distance girl, Erin, I decided it was time
to go on the prowl, and for me and my brothers to enjoy being
single in the greatest city on earth.

“Why the fuck do you care who she
hires? This isn’t the whole Sydney thing again, is it?” Troy stood
and grabbed the two beers off her tray and handed one to
Jason.

“Thanks, Beth. Give us twenty and
then bring another round.” He slid a fifty onto her tray giving her
the all clear to leave. She gave him a pretty smile before she
turned to walk away. He didn’t even look at her ass as he sat back
down on the couch. Troy had always been so fucking smooth; why he
wasn’t banging a different broad every night still perplexed
me.

“No, it’s got nothing to with her.”
I put my tumbler onto the table in front of us. “Fuck, you boys
gossip more than a bunch of old ladies. Who even told you about her
and me?” Syd and I had only happened one time but everyone seemed
to know about it. I assumed she must have talked; after all, it had
probably been a while since anyone had made her come like I had. I
wore the scratches she tore into my back for a fucking week. Who
knew she was that wild in the sack.

“You did, numbnuts.” Jason laughed,
bumping my shoulder with his fist.

“Okay, so maybe I
did. Who remembers?” I couldn’t recall spilling but honestly it was
months ago, it’s probably for the best, I didn’t like hiding shit
from my brothers. “Anyway, it’s got nothing to do with Sydney. Shit
wouldn’t have worked out with us. She’s English.”

“You make it sound like she has an
extra head or something.” Troy laughed as he nursed his beer. He
and Jase hated clubs, preferring shit-hole bars with pool tables,
dartboards, and draft beer. He didn’t bitch about it though, which
was cool, proving what a team player he was by tagging
along.

“Not you, too. I explained it to
Stone this morning.” I failed to understand why this concept was so
fucking hard. Didn’t we all study this shit in school? No wonder
there is an outcry over the state of the education
system.

“Is this the Declaration of
Independence thing or the zee versus zed thing?” Troy piped in
giving me faith the bastard had been paying attention.

“It’s the Declaration thing but
seriously, who even says zed?” I shrugged.

“You do realize
the language we speak is English
so they
are probably right,” Jason added smugly, the
fucker probably thinking that because he had a college degree he
knew better.

“Screw zed. As
far as I’m concerned, that fancy piece of paper our forefathers
signed means I get
to say zee.” How this was even up for discussion was beyond me, Ben
Franklin would be turning in his grave with this completely
unpatriotic banter.

Troy placed his longneck on the
table, stretching his hands behind his head. “I’m sure that’s
exactly what old Thomas Jefferson was thinking when he dipped his
quill in ink.”

“I assure you, Tom J would have
definitely been a zee man.” I‘d have put my nuts on it.

“How did we get from talking about
Lexi’s new assistant to Thomas Jefferson?” Jason grinned as he took
another swig of his beer.

“Who knows, but I now could totally
go a Philly Cheese Steak.” Troy laughed, scooping his beer back off
the table and taking a mouthful.

Jason leaned back into the couch.
“So, Dan…enlighten us as to why you are so passionate about this
cause.”

“I was just thinking, seeing as
whoever it is will be working with us, we should probably get a
say. Technically we’re like the boss, aren’t we?” I scratched my
head wondering why I hadn’t thought of it before.

Troy’s face lit up with a big
shit-eating grin. “Wow, can you please call Lexi and tell her we’re
the boss, that shit would make my week.” Bastard knew there was no
way I’d call Lexi and poke the bear. I’d rather keep my balls
attached, thanks.

“Whatever, nutsack.” I gave him a
friendly punch in the arm. “I was there this morning while Lexi was
interviewing and I saw some potential.” I couldn’t help but think
of the smokin’ redhead I’d caught staring at Stone’s
ass.

“So who’s the girl?” Jason chimed
in, guessing correctly it had been a skirt that had got me
interested.

“Here’s the thing, she was totally
into me. She didn’t say she was but I could tell. You know when you
can just tell?” I figured maybe if we did a recap I could work out
what got her panties in a twist. All I had done was point out Alex
was off the market, why she got all ate up was still a fucking
mystery.

“So she shot you down, huh?” Troy
cupped my neck, giving me a shake.

I shrugged him off not wanting his
fucking sympathy. “She said I offended her.”

“Go figure.” Jason laughed, the
wiseass not adding anything helpful to the conversation.

“I was just being myself but she
got all defensive.” I pushed my hands through my hair, honestly
confused as to why she had been so pissed.

“Was this before or after you
opened your mouth?” Jason chimed in.

“Shut up, asshole. I was just
introducing myself ’cause she seemed like a fan, but then we
started talking about her tits,” I tried to explain, replaying the
conversation in my head, unable to stop my grin at the thought of
Ashlyn.

“Only you can go
from hello to tits in
zero point three seconds.” Troy chuckled like a fucking schoolgirl,
getting all up in my grill. It’s not like they didn’t think about tits all the
time. I was just more honest about it. Girls should be thanking
me.

“I’m choosing to ignore you right
now ’cause you’re shitting on my parade.” I pushed my palm into
Troy’s face and shoved him out of the way. “She had some bullshit
business shirt and jacket on, but hiding underneath there were
these amazing perky tits. Now, you guys know I generally like
porn-star big but seriously, all I could think about was licking
them. I’m getting hard just thinking about it.”

“So did
tits have a name? Or did
you scream out your own when you jerked off.” Troy knew full well
that an image like that would have sent even the strongest man to
go have a stroke. I don’t know why anyone fights the urge to
masturbate; it’s in our nature.

“Yeah, her name is Ashlyn.” Just
saying her name sent a shiver down the length of my cock, and I may
or may not have screamed it out when I jacked off into my hand
earlier. Granted it would sound even hotter if I was calling it out
while I was balls deep inside her, but that was a whole other
story.

“I need to get her out of my head
or I’m going to need to jerk off again.” I shifted in my seat as my
pants started to get tight around my crotch, just thinking about
her was giving me a wicked hard-on. “I’m going to go check out the
talent. There are a couple of girls over in the corner who look
keen.”

“Maybe give them a few minutes
before you talk about their tits.” Troy snorted as he grabbed his
beer off the table and took a swig.

I flipped him off as I walked over
to the two gorgeous brunettes who were giggling nervously in the
corner. While they might have been working the shy vibe, I was
willing to bet there were a few Trojans tucked away in their tiny
purses.

“Hi, are you Dan Evans?” The
shorter one bit her cherry-red lip seductively, flicking her long
hair over her shoulder.

“Sure am, sweetheart, and what
would your name be?” I moved in closer, tilting my head to the side
as I took them both in. They looked so similar they could be
sisters, dark brown hair with large brown eyes. They looked like
they’d had been poured into the tight, tiny dresses they were
wearing, not that I was complaining. Both of them were sporting
rather impressive racks.

“I’m Lili and this my friend
Skyla.” She nodded to the cutie on her right. “I thought it was you
but was too nervous to come over. Is that the rest of the
band?”

“You don’t have to be shy, I don’t
bite. Well, not unless you want me to.” I couldn’t help but smile.
It wouldn’t be the first time a girl liked it rough and I would be
happy to play it either way. “James and Alex aren’t here but those
two losers over there are Jason and Troy.”

“Wow, we’ve never met famous people
before.” Skyla stepped toward me, her pouty red mouth looked primed
for a monumental blowjob.

“We’re just regular folks, babe.” I
brushed some hair away from Skyla’s face as Lili slid up beside me.
“You wanna come over and say hello?”

“Yes,” they chimed out
enthusiastically in stereo. I was definitely getting lucky tonight
and these two lovely ladies seemed more than willing to get
onboard. Even if I struck out with one, I had the other ready to
go. Like a boy scout, I was prepared.

I wrapped my arms around both of
their waists, letting my hands drop down to skirt the top of their
asses, and pulled them in close to my side. While I was happy to do
intros, I wasn’t planning on sharing. The other two would have to
find their own tail tonight.

We walked over to where the
douchebags were sitting; Troy was busy running his mouth about some
bullshit while Jason deep-throated a beer.

“Ladies, meet Troy and Jason. While
I can confirm I’ve had all my shots, I make no promises on these
two.”

“Ladies,” Troy tipped his chin
hello, standing up to offer them the couch, no doubt hoping to get
lucky with whichever one I struck out with.

“Hi, girls,” offered Jason, sizing
them up as he drained the last of his beer. Both of them were sadly
mistaken if they thought they were going to get in on this
action.

The girls both giggled nervously
and introduced themselves, hugging each of the boys before
returning to my side - as it should be. I pulled them onto the
couch that Troy had vacated. My ass had barely made contact with
the chair when Lili forgot all about her shyness and slid her hand
up my thigh, her long red nails squeezing as they neared my balls.
My grin widened as I leaned back into the couch spreading my arms
across the back of the chair and inviting more. If this fine piece
of ass wanted to jerk me off with an audience, I wasn’t about to
stop her.

“Hey, I saw him
first,” protested Skyla as she grabbed my chin and whipped my head
around to face her. “I’m a big
fan,” she breathed into my mouth. “I know you
probably hear that all the time but I want the opportunity to show
you.”

“Relax, ladies, there is plenty of
me to go around and it would be very rude of me to not show my
appreciation for such huge fans.” I tilted her chin and brought her
lips closer to me. My cock jerked assuring me, in case there was
any doubt that we were on the same page.

“You think you can handle us both?”
Lili’s lips hit the skin on my neck as her hand moved from my thigh
to my crotch, making me slightly nervous as she squeezed the denim
separating her fingers from my cock. “’Cause there is no way I’m
going to let Skyla have all the fun without me.”

If I wasn’t hard before, that
situation had well and truly rectified itself as my dick struggled
not to be choked out by my jeans. “Babe, no one is missing out
tonight.” I moved from Skyla’s mouth to Lili’s, proving I wasn’t
about to let anyone feel like the consolation prize.

As the girls moved around me,
taking turns with my mouth, I shot a glance over to Troy who rolled
his eyes and shook his head. “Dude, do what you want, but if it
hits the papers tomorrow, it’s going to be a shit storm I want no
part of. Keep it clean or find a room.”

Jason nodded, siding with Captain
Fucking Lame. “Take it to the bathroom at least,
brother.”

I didn’t bother to answer, instead
flipping them off as I continued the tongue action I had going on.
Assholes were just jealous I had scored both of the hot girls while
they were left with their dicks in their hands. Besides, if I
wasn’t seeing Ashlyn anytime soon, I needed something to tide me
over. Jerking off wasn’t exactly what my dick was after.

“Wanna grab another beer?” Jason
pointed to the vacant couch on the other side of the VIP section,
“I’ll meet you over there.”

“Yeah, I’m going to take a lap
first. I’m getting bored.” Troy shrugged as both of them walked off
in different directions.

“Did we make your friends mad?”
Skyla blinked as she ran her hands underneath my shirt, her nails
against my skin making me shiver.

“They’re just jealous, babe, pay
them no mind.” I wasn’t about to have the fun police cockblock me,
it had been a while since I’d last had a threesome.

“Good,” Lili licked her lips,
“because Skyla and I are about to blow your mind.”


 


FIVE

Ashlyn

The rows of liquor
bottles caught the light, shining down on us like
twinkling stars. It contrasted nicely with the dark red walls of
the club. We had managed to secure two unoccupied bar stools and
perched ourselves at the bar. This meant two things: the drinks
were readily refreshed and replenished, and we didn’t realize how
much we’d drunk until we stood up.

“I need to pee.” Megs giggled,
pulling gently on my arm. “We need to find the
bathroom.”

“Okay.” I giggled back like she had
delivered the world’s greatest punch line. “There’s bound to be one
around here somewhere.”

“If you head upstairs, the one up
there is bound to have a shorter line,” Kirk, the bartender we’d
become rather fond of, helpfully offered.

“Thanks, Kirk. We love you.” Megs
blew him kisses as I pulled her from the stool.

“You need to walk, Megs. I can’t
carry you,” I protested, trying to right her back onto her own two
feet.

“I feel like I’m wearing stilts.
How high are these stupid heels?” Megs lifted her foot in
amusement, inadvertently flashing her crotch to the group of guys
in front of us. Thankfully she was wearing underwear, though that
didn’t stop the whistles of encouragement from our makeshift
audience.

“Just walk slowly,” I encouraged,
our swaying bodies making little progress as we moved to the edge
of the stairs.

“But I’m going to pee my pants.”
Megs laughed as we slowly navigated one stair at time. The
click-clack of our heels against the wooden steps could still be
heard above the music. At this rate there was going to be a puddle
on the floor before we’d even made it halfway. “Take your shoes off
until we get to the bathroom.”

“Ew. I’m not walking in bare feet.
It’s a club, Ash, lord knows what’s down there.” Megs scrunched her
face in disgust.

“Well then, walk
faster or your pee is going to be added to the list of
unidentifiable things down
there.”

While our ascent up the stairs was
painfully slow, we did make it to the top without any incidents, be
it falls or further indecent exposure. The sacrifice of footwear
was also avoided, Megs unwilling to let herself be defeated by a
pair of Loubutins, despite their height.

“Salvation.” Megs pushed opened the
door of the bathroom, sending us almost spilling onto the tile
floor, the shiny, white-tiled floor and chromed surfaces, pristine,
and thankfully, vacant. “Kirk was right, there is no line. Remind
me to give him a big tip.” She hurried into the stall.

I shuffled into the stall beside
her, using the walls to steady myself before allowing myself to
feel the sweet relief.

“Ash, I heard this story of this
girl who was drinking all night and didn’t pee and then died the
next day. Lucky we made it to the bathroom,” she shouted despite
there being only a few inches of wall separating us.

“That’s just some bullshit urban
legend, Megs. You have to stop reading Internet spam,” I shouted
back, having trouble regulating my voice. I blamed the booze or
perhaps the onsets of deafness, probably escalated by prolonged
exposure to DJ madness from downstairs.

“Hey, if you get this job with Lexi
Reed you need to introduce me to the band.” Megs giggled through
the wall as she hit the flush. “I want to make out with Troy
Harris.”

“I thought we weren’t talking about
it.” I tried to stand and pull up my panties, the seemingly easy
task almost beyond me. “And you aren’t just going to make out with
someone you don’t know, even if he is famous.”

“Why not?” We
both exited at the same time, Megs pulling at the fitted, glittery
scrap of material she was passing off as a dress. Her effort to
cover more of her breasts almost exposed her ass. “We can be bad
girls. Why can’t I kiss some random guy? Even if I sleep with him, who cares?
Everyone is so judgmental. I say, it’s my vagina, if I see fit to
give it away then it should be no one’s
business.”

“Megs, when you
are throwing out the word vagina, I would say you have had too
much to drink.” I laughed and adjusted her glittery scrap so while
she was showing a little more cleavage, the rest of the club
wouldn’t get a free up-skirt
on our way out of the bathroom.

“Vagina, vagina, vagina,” Megs
gleefully sang as we washed our hands, her inhibitions long
gone.

“You have issues, you know that?” I
threw paper towels in Megs’s direction, which she tried to deflect
with uncoordinated karate-style moves.

“I wonder if there is a bar up
here? I am not liking the idea of going down any stairs right now.”
I pushed open the door and we exited the bathroom, returning to the
light and sound of the club. Had it gotten louder? Or had our
bathroom visit just given us a reprieve?

“Surely there’s a bar up here, the
VIP section is down that hall. You should use your super powers to
sneak us in there. I bet they have free snacks, those slices from
Angelo’s were hours ago.”

“Yes. We should go to the VIP
section.” I raised my hands in agreement forgetting that it
inadvertently raised my already too-short dress higher. “You’re a
genius.”

“I’m a doctor, all that schooling
has to count for something.” Megs held onto my arm as we pushed
through the throng of people assembled near the VIP
area.

“Everyone who doesn’t belong here,
move along.” Two security guards attempted to clear the
area.

A large ornate chandelier peeked
out from the top of the massive erected barriers, its shimmering
gleam taunting us from the other side.

“Someone good must be in there,”
Megs complained. “Security is tight.”

Pulling Megs with me, we squeezed
back through the throng of people and circled to the opposite side
of the club. “Let’s go around to the other side, if we go over to
the balcony, we can probably see through the screens.”

On this side of the club there was
a small balcony, which jutted out like an old school theater. The
gilded railing and large velvet curtains fringed what I could only
assume was the designated resting area, a chaise lounge and a
couple of plush armchairs sat vacant in this forgotten
corner.

“Can you see anything?” Megs
happily fell onto the chaise, her toned, bare legs stretched out in
front of her. “I’m just going to lay here, maybe take a
nap.”

“Oh you have got to be kidding me,”
I huffed, able to catch a glimpse through the thin gap between the
barrier screens.

“What?” Megs sat up suddenly her
quest for a nap forgotten.

I pointed wildly, wondering if the
universe was somehow conspiring against me. “Dan Fucking Evans is
right over there.” Of all the gin joints in all the cities, he had
walked into mine. Okay, we weren’t in a gin joint and he hadn’t
walked in, but still, what were the chances?

“Are you sure? We’ve had a lot of
drink. It could be some random who looks like him.” Megs jumped off
the chaise and moved to my side, squinting her eyes in an attempt
to see.

“No, that’s him. I’d know that smug
grin anywhere. Seriously, twice in one day. Look at him, smirking
his ass off with a couple of girls draped over him.” My fever rose
as I watched him through the gap. I despised him and yet, he looked
downright edible in tight black jeans and a vintage Ramones tee.
Clearly I was drunker than I thought.

“Wow, he’s actually better looking
in real life.” Megs pushed me out of the way, able to see more
clearly from my vantage point. “I know we are staring but I can’t
stop looking at him. I think his tattoos are hypnotizing
me.”

“I should go tell him what an ass
he was,” I stated, fuelled with a good dose of liquid courage and a
case of I-no-longer-care-what-anyone-thinks.

“Ash, this is probably not a good
idea.” Megs swayed unsteadily on her feet, having as much trouble
standing as she was trying to convince me of my bad
idea.

“Didn’t you say you wanted to meet
him? Well, let’s go over there.” I turned and made for the VIP
area, unsure exactly what I would say to him once I got there. Ass.
How dare he? This was my night of irresponsibility. I didn’t want
him here.

“Is there anything I can say that
is going to stop you?” Megs grabbed onto my arm, trying her best to
keep up with my accelerated pace and not trip over her own
feet.

“No, probably not.” I smiled,
knowing my mind was made up.

“Okay, fine. Let’s go over there
but don’t get us thrown out, all right?”

I dragged a stumbling Megs by the
hand as I wandered to the VIP area, trying not to make my forced
grin look like something out of horror movie.

The large security guard put his
arms out to hinder us moving forward. “Sorry, ladies, this area is
reserved.”

“But my friend is in there, I just
need to tell him something.” I sounded surprisingly calm despite my
quickened heartbeat. I gave him another smile, not sure if I was
going for seductive or meek. The twitching of my lips probably made
me look more like a stroke victim than a femme fatale.

“Who is your friend?” I could tell
he was skeptical, and had probably been fielding women all
night.

“It’s Dan Evans, he’s just over
there. If you let me through, I’ll just talk to him and then we’ll
be on our way.” I placed my hands on my hips, hoping the fact I was
wearing very little clothes would work in my favor. If I’d been
less inebriated I would have been horrified by my brazen attempt,
but in my current altered state I was resisting the urge to give
myself a high-five.

“Listen, babe.
You aren’t the first lady here tonight to tell me he’s your
friend. Either way,
unless a VIP escorts you in, I can’t let you through. It’s nothing
personal, I just have a job to do.” While he wasn’t rude, he wasn’t
sympathetic to my plight either, shooting down any further
conversation. I narrowed my eyes, silently cursing his personal
integrity.

“But I really do
know him,” I protested, wondering if my earlier conversation with
Dan constituted knowing
him. I’d met him; that had to count.
Semantics.

“I’m sure you do but rules are
still rules.”

“Well your rules suck.” I stuck out
my tongue defiantly. Seriously, who was I and where was Ashlyn
Murphy?

“Hey, Barney.” A tattooed, guy with
a Mohawk, and the most amazing hazel eyes tried to squeeze past.
His large frame inadvertently brushed up against us. “Hi,
ladies.”

“Oh shit, that’s Troy Harris. He’s
so hot. Did I say that out loud?” Megs panted as she smacked her
hand across her mouth.

His lips spread into an amused
grin. “Yes I am, and yeah you did.” It made him look sweet
actually, all tough guy exterior paired off with a really nice
smile. I was either drunker than I thought or I had never
noticed.

“So you are the
drummer? Huh, I had totally thought that dickwad was.” I pointed to
where Dan was sitting, his duo of skank
scarves still draped around his neck. “My
apologies to you. You are so much nicer than he is. He is a total jerk.
You even said hello without being an ass.”

Troy’s face looked animated as he
laughed. “I’ll take that as a compliment. I assume you are talking
from experience?”

“I met him this morning. He told me
I had small tits. Look at them.” I glanced at the swells of my
breasts that peeked out above the tight black fabric. “They look
adequate, don’t they? Who even says that to a girl?” Did I just ask
Troy Harris to inspect my breasts? The words coming out of my mouth
were fuzzily entwined with my internal thoughts, so I couldn’t be
sure which was which. Not with any certainty anyway.

“Sure they look…um really nice.”
His grin widened as he briefly looked down, confirming I had in
fact verbalized the request.

“Troy Harris. Hi, I’m a fan.” Megs
grabbed his hand and started shaking it wildly, his arm bouncing up
and down as Megs continued to shake. “I just want to say that I
told Ashlyn you were the drummer when she thought Dan Evans was the
drummer. Tell him, Ashlyn. I totally said Troy Harris is the
drummer.”

“You don’t have
to say my whole name, you can just call me Troy.” He smiled
carefully using his other hand to free the one currently caught in
Megs’s death grip. He surely had to think we were insane; he was
just too polite to say so, further proving what a nice guy he was.
Not like Dan. Dan was un-nice. Huh? That’s not a word. My eyes
crossed as I tried to find the adjective I needed,
sexy was what kept
flashing repeatedly, unwelcome in my mind.

“Wait, did you say your name is
Ashlyn?” Troy studied me curiously, must be my freaky crossed eyes
that had him interested. I really am such a catch.

“Yes, I’m Ashlyn.” I stood up a
little straighter, pushing back my shoulders proudly. Seriously,
who the hell was I right now?

“Oh this is perfect.” He clapped
his hands together as the smile hit his eyes. “You met Dan this
morning when you had an interview with Lexi, right?”

“Yes, I had an
interview this morning and Dan was there with Alex. Not that I even
looked at Alex. I mean I looked at him but not in
that way. I mean
he’s married with
a baby. I was most
definitely not throwing off heat of any kind.” Abort! Abort! My mind
shouted and my mouth refused to obey. It’s as if the words spewed
from my mouth like inmates in a jailbreak. Sound the alarm. It was
anyone’s guess what I would be saying next.

“Ashlyn, are you
drunk?” His eyebrow rose as his smile widened, clearly enjoying
this, whatever this was.

“I would say if we are talking
probabilities, the chances are pretty high.” I stepped closer in an
attempt to whisper in his ear but ended up smacking my forehead
against his cheek. “Are you going to get us thrown out?”

“This just keeps getting better and
better.” He threw his head back in a full-throated laugh. “Hell no,
you ain’t getting kicked out. I think you lovely ladies need to
come back and be my guest. Barney, I’ll take responsibility for
these two.”

He offered me his arm that,
thankfully, I latched onto. Megs, bypassing formalities, hugged his
chest, her grin threatening to split her face apart.

“Your call, man. Just get them to
drink some water. Lay off the booze for a few, yeah?” Barney
offered as he stepped aside, shaking his head.

“You cool, ladies?” Troy asked as
he looked from his arm that I was holding like a life preserver, to
Megs who was snaked around his waist like a human boa constrictor.
Neither seemed to faze him.

“Hell yes, Troy Harris, we want to
come back. I’m Megan Winters by the way but you can call me Meg or
Megs or just call me Megan.” Megs nodded, her head bouncing so
violently it seemed she had lost all muscle control in her
neck.

“I’ll make you a
deal, you just call me Troy and I’ll call you Megs.” He chuckled at Megs as his
bright hazel eyes moved to me. “Ashlyn, you want to come back and
hang?”

I tried to harness what control I
still had over my mouth to smile, but as it had been spewing crazy
talk, who knew if it actually had the ability to curl upward to
form anything close resembling to a grin. I was going to enjoy
this. “Lead the way.” I smirked.




 


SIX

Dan

Things were just getting
interesting when Skyla and Lili excused themselves
to hit the bathroom. We’d been making out and playing touchy-feely
for a while and both of them seemed eager for us to make tracks and
head back to their place. They shared an apartment in the Chelsea
area so I guessed sharing bodily fluids wasn’t going to be a big
deal. Who was I to argue? I wondered if they would let me film it?
They seemed up for just about anything, so it couldn’t hurt to
suggest.

I pulled out my phone and scrolled
through messages, nothing really interested me but it sure beat
sitting on the couch by myself looking like a douche. How long does
it take to go to the bathroom? Women take too fucking long. What do
they do in there? I’ve been in a few ladies rooms and it’s not like
they have anything interesting going on in there. It’s just toilets
and sinks. I wondered if they were getting started without me?
’Cause straight up, that would not
be fucking cool.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw
Troy saunter in with two babes wrapped around him. Well, fuck me.
Looks like the big guy finally got some sack and was taking my
lead. I immediately snapped my head around to get a better look; no
harm in admiring the view. After all, I’d just given him
that pleasure not half an
hour ago.

Was that? I felt the blood drain
straight from my head and into my cock as they got closer,
confirming that the smoking babe holding onto Troy’s arm was the
same feisty redhead from this morning.

“Ashyln?” I rose to my feet like a
marine called to attention. Holy shit, she was hot. She looked so
different, her long wild hair probably covering more of her pale
skin than the dress she was wearing, not that I was
complaining.

“Hello, Dan.” She breathed into my
face as she leaned into me, swaying slightly on her
feet.

She said my name with such distaste
and venom, her breath smelling of gin and the possibility of bad
decisions. I’m not sure why, but I fucking loved it. The outfit she
was wearing made me instantly hard.

“I seemed to have
stumbled onto some fans.” Troy grinned, his arm still wrapped
around the other girl. “I think they might be friends of yours.”

I swallowed hard as my eyes raked
up and down Ashlyn’s body, my balls begging me to hurry up and get
with the program. “Nice…very, very nice.”

“Um, Dan?” Skyla appeared at my
side like some wicked magic trick, looking all pissy.

“Yeah?” I responded not wanting to
be distracted from my current view, completely forgetting I had
already made plans to leave.

“We’re ready to go,” Lili snapped,
tapping her foot impatiently.

Ashlyn continued to eyeball me,
ignoring Skyla and Lili.

I waved them off. “Yeah, I think
I’m going to hang for a while longer.” Strangely no longer
interested. “You girls go on without me, have a good
time.”

“Are you
fucking kidding me?”
Skyla or maybe it was Lili shot in my direction. “You are just
going to ditch us?” Okay, that time, it was definitely
Lili.

Ashlyn leaned closer and whispered
into my ear, “Your pussy party seems angry.” She paused before
adding, “Tell me, Dan, are there any women who aren’t pissed at you?”

“You think that getting girls is a
problem for me?” I laughed. No really, the fact she thought I ever
needed to spend a night alone when I didn’t want to was seriously
amusing.

“Listen, girls.”
I twisted back to face my pussy
party. Pretty cool name actually, I should
think about getting shirts printed. Like an unofficial Dan fan club
or something. “This isn’t going to happen tonight. Thanks for the
hand job but I’m no longer feeling it.” I shrugged deciding that
should be enough of an explanation.

“You are such an ass,” shouted
Skyla, or was it Lili? I’d be lying if I said cared.

“I have to agree,
he is an ass,”
Ashlyn slurred as she backhanded me across the chest. “Ass,” she
repeated.

“Come on, Skyla, let’s go. No way
is he getting laid tonight.” Well that one was obviously Lili. She
frowned at me before pulling her friend toward the
doorway.

“Well done, you’re all class, Dan,”
Jase said, chuckling. “I’m Jason, don’t judge me by my association
with this numbnuts.” He bumped me out of the way and offered Ashlyn
his hand, like he was negotiating a used car deal.

“Hi, Jason.” Ashlyn grabbed his
hand enthusiastically and pulled him in a little closer. Her body
crashed against Jase’s arm, the dickhead smiled smugly as it made
contact. “I’m Ashlyn and this is my friend Megs. She’s a big
fan.”

Ashlyn motioned roughly to the
direction of the short, sexy blonde who had walked in with her and
Troy. I must be losing my edge ’cause I hadn’t even noticed the
rocking curves she was working.

“Hi, Jason Irwin, I’m Megs. I’m a
big fan.” The blonde nodded, talking so fast she sounded like she
might be high. Come to think of it, they both were acting really
strange. “He plays keyboard, Ash.” Megs cupped her hand and
attempted to whisper but it was actually louder than her regular
volume. This was so fucking weird. “I’m so excited to meet you,
Jason Irwin.” She waved, not letting go of Troy. While she might be
a fan, obviously she had a favorite.

“She has a
tendency for saying our full names. I think it’s easier if we just
go with it.” Troy grinned like a douchebag, giving Megs a squeeze.
He clearly wasn’t hating the attention. Not that I blamed him, the
blonde who had the death grip on him was all kinds of hot. Troy
glanced up at me, biting back his shit-eating grin. “Ashlyn
apparently thought you were the drummer, Megs was kind enough to set her
straight.”

“I sure did, Troy Harris.” The
blonde bobble head chimed in.

“Are you girls loaded?” I asked,
looking between them. They had to be. Their eyes were glassy and
they could barely stand straight.

“My alcohol level
is not relevant here.” Ash strutted back over to me and I could
feel the heat roll off her body as it stood inches from mine, her
lips in my face were driving me insane. “What is relevant is
that you, are a
pig.”

“Is this shit for real?” I wanted
to laugh, I didn’t care she was paying me out. She was drunk, and
her pouty lips fumbling with words was fucking hot.

“It’s pretty awesome if you ask
me,” Jase added from the peanut gallery.

“No one asked for your opinion,” I
shot back, not even attempting to take my eyes off Ash. I couldn’t
look away, hell, what I wanted to do was throw her over my shoulder
and take her home. Let her work out some of that
aggression.

“You were rude to me this morning.”
Ashlyn pushed her finger into my chest. “I need to set you
straight.”

“Babe, you were practically
hyperventilating when you met me. You don’t have to deny it now.” I
couldn’t help myself as I pushed a little further. My dick screamed
in agony straining against the fly of my jeans.

“I am not a fan.”
She breathed into my face. “I worked my ass off and graduated from
college with honors. I was working fifteen-hour days and handling
accounts worth hundreds of thousands of dollars. I wouldn’t just
hyperventilate over someone like you.”

“What do you mean someone like
me?”

“Someone like you. You play in a
band. How is that even a real job? Did you even
graduate?”

Well fuck me, she thought because I
played in a band it somehow made me stupid? I didn’t need to go to
College. I’m doing what I love and making bank doing it. I’ve come
across people who judge us ’cause we have tattoos and don’t dress a
certain way, but I couldn’t give two fucks. I’d rather hang myself
than have to wear a suit and tie all day and punch some fucking
clock. I didn’t care what anyone thought. I was living my dream and
if anyone had a problem with my lifestyle, then it was just that
– their problem.
“Do you get lonely up in your ivory tower, sweetheart?” I tilted my
head back and laughed.

Ash smacked me across the chest
with her hand. “Why are you laughing at me?” It was just enough to
sting.

“Jesus, woman. Why the fuck are you
hitting me?” I laughed harder, seeing how aggravated she was that I
hadn’t been offended by her attitude. She was so fucking
adorable.

“Don’t laugh at me.” She huffed,
planting her hands on her hips, giving me a better look at that
fine body of hers. If she was trying to turn me off, she was
failing.

“Babe, you can
think whatever you want about me and I
get to laugh at whatever I want, that’s how it
works.”

“I hate you.”

I leaned in and whispered, “No, you
don’t. You’re just mad ’cause I make your panties wet.”

“You disgust me!” She pushed
against my chest.

“And yet, you still want to sleep
with me, don’t you?”

“What? No. Are
you insane? I don’t want to sleep with you. Not every woman wants to sleep with
you.”

“Maybe that’s true, but you
do.”

“You…you…ugh!” She opened her mouth
and shut it, wordless.

“It’s okay, sweetheart, don’t fight
it. I promise it will be good for you.”

She slammed her lips onto mine, her
tongue invading my mouth. It was hot and I could taste a hint of
whatever she’d just been drinking as she swirled her tongue around
mine. I pulled her head closer, ignoring our audience, as I fisted
her crazy red hair. Her tits pushed up against me and I heard her
moan as I pulled up her leg, hitting that sweet spot with the
throbbing hard-on that was begging to climb out of my jeans. I
didn’t care she said she hated me, or that I disgusted her, her
body was telling me she wanted me, wanted this and I wasn’t about
to deny her.

She leaned into me, her hands
getting crazy as they moved down my back and squeezed my ass,
pushing her hips harder into me. I could feel her grind against the
friction of my jeans, using it to work herself up, the action
making us both crazy. It felt so good, her mouth hungry for every
little inch of tongue I gave her. I could only imagine how amazing
those lips would feel wrapped around my cock. I needed to get
inside of her before I blew my load in my pants. I couldn’t
remember a time I had been this worked up over a girl. It was like
someone had flicked a switch in her and all that anal control shit
just exploded into a big ball of want. Oh yeah, I said anal and I
would be happy to work that out with her too, but right now, I need
to get my dick suited up and buried into her pussy.

She pulled away in a rush, her face
flushed and her lips puffy from making out. Her chest heaved up and
down as she pushed her hair out of the way. She backed away
steadily and gave me a fucking drop-dead gorgeous smile, her tongue
tracing her perfect cock-sucking lips.

“There, I’ve made a questionable
decision. Megs, I would say our night is done.”

Smart! Seems like that fancy degree
was worth something, despite getting hot and bothered. She was
telling her girl to wrap it up so we could go get busy. I had to
respect the fact she didn’t want to fuck me right here in the club,
it was a little skanky. I mean, I would have done it if she’d asked
but I was looking forward to taking her home and fucking her
properly, having her come so fucking hard around my cock she forgot
her own name. Yeah, we needed to eject from this club
ASAP.

Megs’s bugged eyed expression
matched that of Troy and Jase. “Uh Ash, you just made out with Dan
Evans.”

“Wrong, he just made out with me.”
She smirked and turned away from me. “Troy, Jason. Have a good
night.”

What the actual fuck? Is she
leaving? No, she can’t be leaving. Coming up for a breath I
understand, but calling curtains is a whole other matter. One
minute we’re getting hot and heavy, going at it like a porno, and
the next minute she is saying goodbye? Who does that? I’ve got the
worst case of blue balls and she was just going to walk
away?

“Wait, you are just going to leave
me like this?” I pointed to the bulge in my pants thinking she must
be kidding. Maybe this was like foreplay for her, we could get
aggressive and then fuck hard.

“Kind of ironic, isn’t it? Think of
it as character building. Write a song about it. Either way, I am
not sleeping with you. Megs, let’s go.”

Shit, she was serious. She stalked
over to a bewildered Troy and unwrapped her friend from his body.
Megs was not able to offer much more than a wave as Ashlyn pulled
her out to the main area of the club.

“What the fuck was that?” I stared
dumbfounded at Troy and Jase.

“I believe you just got owned, my
friend.” Troy patted me on the shoulder like some poor little
puppy. “Looks like it’s just you and your hand tonight.”

Jase gave me a friendly punch in
the arm. “I like her. I’m going to see if Lexi will give me her
number. Maybe I’ll ask her out, she seems like a fun
time.”

“Don’t even play me right now,
asshole.” I ran my hands through my hair, five different shades of
worked up.

“Oh come on, Dan, you’ve got to
admit that was funny. You did the same thing to those other two
girls not five minutes before.” Troy crossed his arms in front of
his chest. He was a big bastard too; all that cymbal crashing and
drum bashing made him solid so I wasn’t going to argue with him
even if I didn’t agree.

“She was totally hot for me, her
leaving was to prove a point.” I flagged over a waitress, needing a
drink to calm me down. I should just tell her to bring the whole
bottle.

Beth brought over our standard
order and I snagged the tumbler of Jack and Coke I knew would
barely make a dent. Troy grabbed his bottle of beer. “Well I guess
she did that, didn’t she?”

“Whatever man, that was fucking
bullshit. Bullshit. Who gets a guy all fucking hard and then walks?
Not even an offer of a blowjob or anything. It’s not like I
wouldn’t have reciprocated.” I swallowed the drink and slammed down
the glass.

Jase tipped his bottle of beer and
took a swig. “Don’t be looking at me, dude, I’m not blowing
you.”

“Nice one, asswipe. Like I’d want
to have my dick sucked by you.” I’ve got nothing against dudes
sucking other dude’s cocks; I just don’t subscribe to it for
myself.

“You baited her dude, what were you
expecting?” Troy took a seat on the couch and pointed at me to do
the same.

Like I was going to chase after her
like a loser. Dan Evans did not chase after a girl no matter what
she looked like, even if she gave amazing head. Okay, if she gave
amazing head, that would be grounds to break my rule but it was too
late now. She had too big of a lead and I had no idea of her
head-giving talents so therefore, by my own rules, I could not
pursue.

“Just let it go, man. You’ve both
had your fun, now move on.” Jase sunk his ass into the chair beside
me.

He was right. I should let it go.
She was beautiful, there was no denying that, but she had a chip on
her shoulder a mile fucking wide. A girl like that meant work, and
she obviously thought she was too good for me, her and her
fucked-up idea of who I am was too much trouble.

I clenched my fist, my body still
all jazzed up from her little stunt. I should just go find a random
girl and forget it even happened. Forget her and her delicious
fucking mouth. Damn it, now I was thinking about her
again.

“Dan.” Troy snapped his fingers in
front of my face, snapping me back to attention. “I can see your
cogs turning, let it go.”

I nodded, pretending to agree with
him and he rolled his eyes, giving me that look. The look that told me, we
both knew I wasn’t letting it go. I don’t know why but that girl
had gotten under my skin and come hell or high water I was going to
need to figure out why.


 


SEVEN

Ashlyn

With the dawning of
the new day also came panic. Panic induced by the
foggy memories that slowly bubble to the surface, panic about the
half-remembered words that float in your subconscious that you
hoped never spilled from your lips, and panic from the body aches
echoing through your muscles which point to an active night.

I was home in my Brooklyn apartment
which gave me pause, as I had remembered deciding to spend the
night at Megs’s, but after leaving Panic—the club not the state of mind
which was burning through my body today—I had very little
recollection of what had transpired. Perhaps, I just caught a cab
and came home? Maybe Megs had found someone she wanted to share her
vagina with; she’d been pretty intent on it earlier. That would
have definitely prompted me to hightail it back across the bridge.
Or maybe the need to play show-and-tell had been mine. Megs’s
borrowed dress from the previous night was strewn carelessly on the
floor beside me but I was still wearing my bra and panties. That
had to be a good sign, didn’t it? The bile in my stomach churned as
I slowly turned my head to survey the other side of my bed, praying
with everything I had it would be empty. Rumpled sheets and a
pillow were my only bedfellows. I slowly breathed out a sigh of
relief. Whatever I did last night could be forgiven, as long as I
didn’t continue those mistakes in the morning. I could chalk it up
to an unfortunate evening resulting from questionable judgment and
move on.

“Good morning,” a husky voice
greeted me, my previously forgiven sins now flashing before my
eyes. “I was hoping you would wake up soon.”

Standing before me was Dan Evans,
still wet from a shower with one of my towels wrapped around his hips,
barely affording his modesty. Seriously, I had bigger towels; did
he choose the tiniest one? Ashlyn, you are worried that he chose
the tiniest towel? Seriously? Dan Freaking Evans is in your
bedroom, has been in your shower, and…is. In. Your. Bedroom.
What the hell? But damn,
he looked good. All the exposed ink covered skin glistened as he
moved closer to my bed. It made the colors in his tattoos more
vibrant, life-like. His chest flexed as he lifted his arm to dry
off his hair, thankfully with another towel and not the one wrapped
precariously around his lower body. He was lean but incredibly
toned, his body resembling a poster you might find in a biology
lab. Each muscle clear and defined, it would be so easy to take a
marker and start labeling - starting with those lower abdominal
muscles no one knows the name of and what most women simply call
the V.

“FUCK!” My horror overrode my
libido as I realized what must have transpired.

“Now, you’re talking,” remarked a
grinning Dan as he sat down on the bed, the mattress compressing
under the weight of his body. “You know, for someone so uptight,
you sure have a dirty mouth when you’re drunk.”

I raked my hands through my messy
morning hair in frustration trying to remember how he got here,
surely Dan didn’t just teleport into my bedroom. Half-naked. Wet.
“How? What? Where? I said goodbye to you. I remember saying goodbye
to you.”

“Yeah, that. That was not cool.” He
tossed the towel he was using for his hair onto the floor casually
as the smile teased at the edges of his mouth. “Why did you kiss me
and then run away?”

“Because…” The reason no longer
made sense in my own head. “Because I thought I should loosen the
reins a little, make out with some random guy. Megs was on my case
about being normal, and you made me angry. I wanted you to stop
talking.”

“Way to make me
shut up. You showed me.” Dan’s fingers slid up my arm pushing my
hair out of the way. I hated to admit that him touching me didn’t
feel so terrible. It actually felt nice. Gah! No. I was not willing
to allow myself to make the same mistake twice. I shrugged off his
hand, determined to fight off any further advances. At some point I
needed to get my head in the game, now would be a good time for
that. I sat up, hoping my vertical positioning would prompt my
smarts to kick in. Unfortunately becoming vertical also highlighted
that I was in my underwear. The sheet slipped down to my waist and
revealed my bra. Dan’s eyes dipped down and gave me an appreciative
smile before I was able to scramble and pull up the sheet to cover
myself. Not that it mattered at this point; he’d seen it
all last night no doubt.
Regardless, the free show was not going to continue
today.

“I know I left. Megs and I walked
out of the front of the club. I know we did.” I scanned my memory
for an anchor - nothing.

“Yeah, you did. That’s where I
found you two, at the front of the club, on the floor. I don’t get
why girls wear such high heels. I’m all for being sexy but the ones
your friend was wearing were bordering on stilts. Anyway, she
twisted her ankle walking out. Fell straight onto her ass. I’m
pretty sure it’s just a sprain but she flat out refused to go to
the ER, babbling about looking like an idiot with her folks.” He
shrugged, not knowing the context of Megs’s refusal. Even in her
inebriated state, Megs knew the minute she stepped into an ER
someone would have recognized her last name and possibly connected
it to her parents.

“So I called Troy and Jase and they
came out the front to helped me get the two of you home. We got
Megs situated with some ice and ibuprofen, incidentally repeatedly
saying our last names got old, real quick.” He rolled his eyes
before continuing, “And then we headed out of the city to your
place.”

“So what? You followed me up to my
apartment and took advantage of me?” I cringed knowing how low my
judgment had slipped; I’d let a stranger into my apartment and let
him do who knows what to me. “You are such a creep.”

“Me? Oh sweetheart, last night was
all you. You were all over me in the Suburban on the way home.
Practically jerking me off in the back seat. I was just going to
get you into your apartment and leave but you begged me to stay.
Told me how much of a good girl you’d been your whole life and that
you wanted to be bad.” His grin widened. “It’s the good girls you
need to watch out for.”

“No, this isn’t happening. That
sounds nothing like me. I don’t jerk off random guys in cars and I
don’t have one-night stands, especially not with musicians. Hell,
I’ve never even been to a concert.” I shook my head, wishing I
could go back in time, tell myself to stop drinking, tell myself
not to go the VIP section, tell myself to stay home and order pizza
instead.

“Whoa. Hold up a minute. You’ve
never been to a concert? Like ever?” Dan recoiled in
horror.

“No, never. That however is not
relevant, what is relevant is that even when I have been drunk in
the past, I have never just gone home with a guy. Someone must have
slipped something into my drink. I surely must have been
drugged.”

That had to be the explanation. Of
course, drugs. Let’s go with that, except that our drinks hadn’t
been left unattended at any stage and there had been no opportunity
for drugging to take place. Ugh! Back to square one.

“Wow, Ashlyn, You’re a virgin. I’m
sorry, babe. I had no idea.” His voice softened as he looked on me
with pity-filled eyes. His ill-directed compassion made me
angrier.

“I’m not a fucking virgin, you
idiot. I’ve had sex before.”

“I was talking about a concert
virgin. I kind of feel sorry for you.” He eased back onto the bed
unconcerned or oblivious to the telepathic mind bullets I was
shooting him with.

“I just told you I think I might
have been drugged and you are more concerned with the fact I’ve
never been to a concert before. What is wrong with you?” I narrowed
my eyes, wondering if this was an angle or he was just genuinely
simple minded.

“Nothing is wrong
with me, what is wrong with you? You’ve never been to a concert,
had a one-night stand, or jerked off a guy in a car. What the hell
did you do in
college?”

“I studied,
asshole. What you are supposed
to do in college. Be a viable member of society,
get a degree, try and gain a future so I wouldn’t be a drain on
welfare. Of course you wouldn’t know about that, would you?” I spat
back indignantly.

It wasn’t the first time I had been
questioned about my lack of college-experience. I wasn’t a prude
and I wasn’t boring, I was a realist. I wasn’t gifted with an
obscene IQ and while I was far from stupid, I had to work my ass
off for every single “A” I got. I literally couldn’t afford to
fail, knowing even if I passed every class I would still be
crucified by student debt well into my thirties. Adding another
semester or two because I wanted to party or make out with
imbeciles who wouldn’t even respect me enough to call me in the
morning was not an option. I had to stay the course, knowing my
pay-off would come later in life when I would be rewarded with a
six-figure salary, making the sacrifice worthwhile.

“Did you have any fun? Like any at
all? Your life sounds like it was a major snore.” Dan yawned,
punctuating his stance. His arm grazed mine as he moved. My bed
wasn’t huge, and his large body took up much of the space as he sat
beside me.

“I had plenty of fun. I didn’t have
to degrade myself to do it either. Aren’t you a little sick of
being a crotch hound? Is that what you want on your headstone? Here
lies Dan Evans, spent his life in between the legs of
women.”

Dan stretched his arms and folded
them at the back of his neck, the colorful canvas of his
breathtakingly chiseled torso flexing with his movements. He
noticed my eyes dip and gave me a satisfied smile.

“I’d die happy that’s for sure.” He
raised an eyebrow and smiled, his pleasure evident. “Can you
preorder headstones? I’m thinking that would be a good one, and I
don’t want to forget and then someone write something
lame.”

“Are you ever serious? Even for
like a minute?” Something told me he wasn’t joking and somewhere in
his mind he was leaving a mental note to commission said headstone.
How this man had gotten so far in life was bewildering to me. I
refused to believe that his good looks had paved his way to an
easier life, that shit would just not be fair.

“Why? So I can conform to whatever
fucked-up idea you have in your head? There are plenty of people
who like me just the way I am. I see no point changing.”

Dan grinned, edging closer to me
with a complete disregard for my personal space. He invaded my safe
bubble of insulation, dipping his chin so his face was inches from
mine. I could feel his breath tickle my skin as he studied me with
his dark brown eyes. Their warmth gave me tingles in places,
places I’d love to see
him peering up at me from. My breathing deepened as I felt my
nipples harden against the fabric of my bra. What? I wasn’t sure if
I was angrier at my erotic thoughts or my traitorous
body.

“You are making my head hurt.” I
pulled my knees up to my chest, affording me the slight physical
distance I required to think straight, ’cause if I looked at his
eyes any longer I was probably going to kiss him. I hated the lack
of control I apparently seemed to exercise when I was around him.
Why could I not remember? “I can’t believe I slept with you. Please
tell me we at least used protection?”

“You don’t remember last night? Not
even a little bit?” His voice sounded skeptical, almost incredulous
before he barked out a laugh. “Now who is being
offensive?”

“Now is not the time for me to pad
your ego. No, I told you. I don’t remember last night. I’m sorry if
that ruins your reputation but you have at least one dissatisfied
customer.”

I couldn’t admit that while I
couldn’t remember, I wasn’t halfway near as pissed as I was
pretending to be. It was bad enough those feelings were waging a
war inside my head, battling between high fiving my drunken self
for bedding one of the hottest guys I’ve ever seen, and the disgust
I allowed myself to slip into the cliché of being another notch in
his belt. Stupid girl. He’s never going to respect you. How could I
have given it up so easily?

“Oh you are so wrong.” He leaned
closer ignoring my knee barrier. “I have never left a woman
dissatisfied.”

I swallowed. All that skin, and he
had to be naked underneath that towel. Somewhere, digging deep, I
found a small pocket of bravado.

“There is a first time for
everything. Don’t take it too hard, I’m sure there will be someone
just around the corner to scream your name and be thankful. Sorry,
but you won’t be finding gratitude here.”

“You really have no idea, do you?”
He narrowed his eyes, as if weighing my words for the first time
this morning. Perhaps I should use more simplistic language, he did
seem to confuse easily.

“No. I don’t, so let’s say goodbye
and move on. Last night was an oversight. A hiccup. I can move on
knowing that men like you are definitely not for me. So for that, I
owe you a thank you. Now if you can kindly put on some clothes and
vacate my apartment I’d appreciate it.”

I turned my back to him, pulling
the bed sheets around me. While he might have seen it all last
night, he wasn’t going to get another peepshow this morning.
Besides, facing away from him was definitely the smartest decision
I’d had so far. The longer I looked at him, the greater the chance
I would be saying something stupid, like offering to towel off the
remnants of moisture that clung to the curve of his neck…with my
tongue.

“You know I didn’t see it initially
but you really are an evil bitch and surprisingly that kind of
turns me on more.” I could hear the smirk in his voice as his
finger traced the line of my bare shoulder.

I felt I had no choice as I opened
my mouth, and lied. “And you are still the insensitive pig I pegged
you for. So now we have established this was purely one sided,
please leave and allow me the courtesy of wallowing in my shame
privately.”

“Fine, babe, I’ll
leave but we both know you’ll be calling me.” I felt him move off
the bed and heard the thud of his wet towel hitting the floor. All
I had to do was turn and I would see what I had obviously been too
drunk to remember. I wanted to, desperately, but refused to give
him the satisfaction. Don’t turn around.
Do NOT turn around!

“I’ve taken the liberty of
programming my number into your cell.” After some rustling, I
caught the telltale sound of a zipper being pulled up. “I was
disappointed there wasn’t even one dirty selfie on
there.”

I whipped my body around, too
consumed by anger to worry about what I might be seeing. Thankfully
while he was still naked from the waist up he was wearing jeans.
“You went through my phone?”

“You didn’t have a password on it.”
His satisfied grin danced across his smug, sexy face.

“You can’t just invade my privacy
like that. Who do you think you are?” I was barely able to spit out
the words through my seething rage.

“Relax, babe, it’s just a phone.
It’s not like I went through your underwear drawer.” His playfully
raised eyebrow did little to convince me he hadn’t.

It took every ounce of self-control
I owned not to launch myself off the bed and punch him right in the
throat. Maybe I was wrong and he was just baiting me, he seemed to
gain an inappropriate amount of joy from our exchanges. Let’s not
overreact just yet.

“Dan. Did you go through my
underwear drawer?”

He bit back a grin, unashamedly
admitting his perversion. “Okay, maybe a little, but you fell
asleep so fast I got bored. Nice stuff by the way. I dig that
little red thong you have tucked away.”

“Get out,” I shouted, grabbing a
pillow and tossing it at his head wishing I had a more solid
projectile within reach. I didn’t even recognize the demonic voice
that sprouted from my throat, it was like it was coming out of
someone else.

“Okay, Okay. I’m
going.” He winced in the wake of my small but efficient explosion,
snaring his shirt and boots from the floor before stepping to the
threshold of my bedroom doorway. “See ya, babe.” He waved casually
pulling the shirt over his head and walking out of my line of
sight, not even offering a sorry. Of course he didn’t, he
wasn’t sorry. In
his mind, he’d done nothing wrong. I guessed as far as he was
concerned, riffling through someone’s panty drawer after you had
just been inside of them
was hardly a violation. From that perspective, his
stupid and idiotic logic was actually somewhat
rational.

As soon as the door slammed shut I
grabbed my phone from my nightstand, and scrolled through my
contacts. Sure enough, DAN EVANS was now listed with an attached
profile photo. It wasn’t a typical smiling profile however, oh no.
It was of his naked torso, a display of colorful flesh that started
from the bottom of his neck and stopped just before it became
X-rated. It was the ultimate tease pic: no face, just sculptured,
masculine skin. It was raw and unfiltered, just like him. I
couldn’t stop staring at it; it was possibly the most erotic image
I’d even seen. My finger lingered over the glass as I enlarged the
image to fill the screen, prompting an unfamiliar tug in my core. I
hated him, there is no way I would be calling him and yet I
couldn’t bring myself to delete it. He was trouble. He was
everything I had spent my life trying to avoid – reckless,
dangerous and a guaranteed broken heart. He wasn’t what I needed
and yet I couldn’t stop wanting him, even though I needed to. A
part of me wished I could recall the details of the night and I
wondered if it had been good; the fact he was still here in the
morning had to mean it, or I
wasn’t totally bad. Damn him! I wasn’t going to
allow myself to be dragged down that path. I needed distance, a
very cold shower and the biggest cup of coffee I could find, and
then I would do whatever it took to exorcise Dan Evans from my body
and my mind.


 


EIGHT

Dan

“She threw your
ass out, huh?” Troy’s smug fucking face
beamed at me as he slid into the booth and sat opposite. “I tried
to tell you last night it was a bad idea dude, and here you are
sitting at a Starbucks looking like a douche.”

I didn’t have much choice when I
left Ashlyn’s apartment, shit had definitely not gone to plan. I
was hoping after working over that tight little body of hers with a
session of morning sex, we hit up an IHOP and maybe head back to
her piece-of-shit apartment and have a go at round two. Fuck knows
I had been packing the biggest set of blue balls all night while I
slept beside her, the only hands around my cock being my own. Each
time she moaned in her sleep I had to fight the urge not to jack
off. ’Cause that would be creepy, right? Does it count as creepy if
I jacked off and she didn’t know? Fuck there were too many rules
for this shit. This broad was messing with my head.

Knowing I was probably going to end
up loaded last night, I hadn’t driven to the club. Troy, Jase and I
had requested our regular driver, TJ, to chauffer.

TJ had been our wheelman for years.
Nothing fazed him; he had seen it all, especially in the early
days. Back then, all the boys partook in the spoils, even James
after Hannah dumped his ass. Of course, it lasted about five
seconds before he went crawling back to her like a pussy and handed
her his balls. They had been together forever but got into a few
fights early in the piece, the label putting pressure on James to
be the single front man to earn us more pussy points with the fans.
Had to hand it to her, she wasn’t with him for the fame or the
money and she would have kept walking if he hadn’t fucking begged
her for another chance. James wasn’t into the lifestyle; he just
wanted to sing with his band and have a regular girl to come home
to. We all knew they’d end up doing the walk down the
aisle.

Alex Stone was another fucking
story. That good-looking motherfucker had girls creaming their
pants with his iceman routine. He didn’t even try. He was the one I
least expected to take a knee. Enter Lexi-Knockout-Reed, a feisty
brunette from the Land Down Under. Done deal. And then there were
three…Jase, Troy and me.

“Don’t even start with me,
asswhipe. If I’d known you were going to be such a whiny bitch I
would have called a cab.” I took another swallow of whatever it was
the blonde behind the counter had recommended. Even coffee wasn’t
simple these days, though I had to admit, whatever it was in the
cup was surprisingly delicious.

Troy shook his head. “I’m not a
whiny bitch, and you know I’ll come pick your ass up from wherever
you call me from. You would do the same for me. I get that. What I
don’t get is why you have such a hard-on for this girl, when she
clearly can’t stand you.”

Girls were a dime a dozen,
especially for us. I’d never really chased anyone. Sure I’d throw a
line out there and see if I’d get a nibble but I was more a numbers
man, and if a girl wasn’t feeling me then I wasn’t about to waste
time trying to convince her. To be honest, I didn’t have a solid
answer for him, not one that made any sense.

“You don’t know that.”

Troy eased back into his padded
chair, the grin on his face hinted he wouldn’t be letting this shit
go. “Then how come you’re sitting here with me instead of doing
your usual morning-after pancake routine with her? I’m actually
surprised she didn’t come to her senses earlier, I was half
expecting to get a call an hour after we dropped the two of you
off.”

“She pretty much collapsed once we
walked in the door. We made out for about ten minutes, and I had
barely got my hands on her tits when she passed out.”

As much as I hated to admit it,
nothing went down last night. Ashlyn had been talking a good game
up until I got her front door unlocked, telling me how she’d wanted
to just have one night of fun and then it was like the alcohol
finally hit her. Honestly, I had been ready to see her up to her
apartment and call it a night, and not because I wasn’t interested.
I knew she was loaded and not making rational decisions, but I
wasn’t about to take advantage of a girl, even if she was begging.
The touching the tits happened before she passed out. Then it was
either carry her to her to her room or lay her down on the tired
looking couch in her living room.

Troy eyeballed me hard. “Please
tell me I’m not going to have to take you outside and beat your ass
for being a scumbag.” I had no doubt he would take me outside and
we’d have to go a few rounds if that kind of shit had gone down.
None of us would ever cross that line.

“Look at me,
brother. I am many things but not that, and I would never put my hands
on a woman without her okay. No fucking way, not ever. I didn’t
even jerk off. I just helped her out of her dress and put her to
bed.”

Someone should give me a medal
’cause I can tell you it wasn’t easy being next to someone that hot
and not want to at least have a stroke.

“But you still spent the night?
Why?”

“I don’t know. I just wanted to
stay. She lives in a shithole dude. Seriously, how that place isn’t
condemned is beyond me and she looked, I don’t know, vulnerable,
and I didn’t want to leave. So I stayed and held her for a while.
It was kind of nice.”

I shrugged, not really caring it
made me sound like a complete pussy. Honestly, if it had been
someone else, I would’ve probably just made something up, but it
was Troy and he knew me better than anyone. We had been friends
since we were kids and had been in bands together long before Power
Station formed. It wasn’t until we heard James and Alex were
looking to form something solid, that we actually thought we’d play
a genuine gig. We’d seen those two kids in the neighborhood and one
day we heard them jamming in James’s old man’s garage. Troy knocked
on the door and asked if they wanted a rhythm section, and that’s
how it started. Being in a band, making money doing what you love
is a dream come true, and there isn’t a day when I’m not thankful.
But to do it with your best friend by your side, that’s the
motherfuckin’ ultimate.

“Am I hearing right? The great Dan
Evans spent the night cuddling?” Troy laughed not even trying to
hide how much he was enjoying the situation.

“Whatever, asshole. I seem to
remember you going home alone, and whether or not I got laid, I
still went to bed with the hottest girl in the club.”

I could have gone home with the two
girls who had been getting hot and heavy with me earlier that
night. Now I couldn’t even remember their names but truthfully,
after seeing Ashlyn, those two broads didn’t even stand a
chance.

Troy smiled, not the least bit
pissed off. “I went home alone because I needed to help
you get the
hottest girl in the club and her crazy-ass friend, home. By the way, one of them left
their purse in the Suburban. TJ found it in the backseat this
morning when he took the car to the Wash and Vac.”

“Well, whose was it?” I took
another sip of my coffee.

“I don’t know, I didn’t go through
it, dude. Girls have all kinds of weird shit in there, and I prefer
to live in ignorance.”

“Truth, right?” The man had a
point. Some women were like Mary Fucking Poppins with their purses;
god knows what you are going to find. A man had no business going
in there; some things are best not seen.

“We’ll make Jase go through it, the
man was in the Army. He’s trained for that shit.”

“I don’t think they covered purse
recon in basic training, Dan.” Troy laughed,

“You know he was in IT, right? He
wasn’t actually on the front line dodging bullets. Not to take
anything away from the man, ’cause straight up I am fucking
thankful for his service and sacrifice, but unless you count
hostile computer viruses our man wasn’t in any danger.”

The Army is still the Army. I don’t
care if you are sitting at a desk or on the front line. Those
bastards are tough, and I’d rather have an IT guy who used to wear
camo by my side when shit went pear-shaped, than a juiced-up
security guy whose biggest claim to fame was being a mall
cop.

“You wanna go through the
purse?”

“Nope.”

“That’s what I thought. Jase it is
then.” I rested my case.

“So getting back to your wild night
of spooning. What happened this morning? I assumed even though she
isn’t your biggest fan, she still would have been impressed you
didn’t try anything last night.” Troy continued, not willing to let
it go. I swear sometimes he was worse than my ma.

“Yeah, well maybe I didn’t tell her
that part.” I’m not sure why I didn’t, I know I should have told
her, but I guess it pissed me off a little that she had just
assumed.

“What? Why the hell not? You’d
rather her think you are some asshole who takes advantage of women?
No wonder you aren’t getting laid.” Troy chuckled. The bastard
actually chuckled.

“Firstly, I can
get laid any time I want. You seem to have forgotten, I scored two
fine broads last night that would have more that scratched that
itch. Secondly, Ashlyn had zero recollection of what went down.
When she woke up, she just assumed we’d done the deed. She was too
busy telling me she isn’t that kind of
girl to give me a proper chance to explain.
Then she found out I went through her underwear drawer and she
threw me out.”

I would have told her, eventually.
Not to say that I wasn’t hoping to rectify the no-sex thing in the
morning but she completely lost her shit and told me to leave
before I had a chance.

“You went through her underwear
drawer? Jesus, Dan. Do you have any impulse control?”

“Oh not you, too.
I was fucking bored, okay? I just looked, it’s not like I sniffed
it or did anything freaky with it.” It was just a look, the way
everyone was acting you would have thought I put it on and paraded
down fucking 42nd Street. What is the big deal? It’s not like she
was in it at the
time. Then, maybe you could call me a pervert.

“Well thank fuck for that. You want
to wear ladies panties, knock yourself out but maybe in future get
your own Victoria’s Secrets.”

“You are such a tool.” I’d go
commando before I’d pull on a pair of panties.

“Tool or not, I need to head back
to the city, so if you’re done crying into your caramel macchiato,
let’s make tracks.” Troy tilted his head to my now empty
cup.

“Is that what I’m drinking?” I
angled the cup so I was able to read the writing on the sleeve. “It
was actually pretty good.” Kudos to the counter chick for her
recommendation but I had to agree, it was time to eject. The small
coffee shop was starting to fill with too much morning cheer for my
liking. We both stood to leave. “Yeah, let’s get out of here. I’m
starving and there is fuck all in here to eat. No way I was chowing
down on a fucking muffin.” I needed food.

“What’s wrong with muffins?” Troy
scoffed. Poor fucker had no clue.

“It’s like a poor man’s cupcake. No
frosting. So fucking dry. I’m putting something cake like in my
mouth then I want it to be sweet and fucking tasty. Not some
lame-ass muffin that has all the promise of goodness and then
leaves you unsatisfied. It’s like a girl who stuffs her bra to make
her tits look bigger and then you get her home and boom, no big
tits. I hate false advertising man, makes me angry.”

I slid out of the booth and tossed
my empty cup in the trash. Troy followed suit stretching out his
back after standing and joined me as we strolled toward the
door.

“Does it always come back to tits
with you? No wonder you are sitting here with me instead of your
girl. I’ve known you a long time, brother, but some of the shit
that comes out of your mouth surprises even me.”

“Tits are important, I don’t know
why you are fighting me on this. Cupcakes too, I love those little
fuckers.”

“You are so fucking weird,
dude.”

“Let’s go, asswipe.”

****

It was like a standoff. It eyed me
from the other side of the room, taunting me. My hands fisted in
agitation as I sat in the armchair across from it, watching it,
wondering why something so small was giving me such a headache. I’m
from the Bronx for Christ’s sake, it’s not like I had led a
sheltered life. I’ve never backed away from a confrontation, not
ever. And we have played some shitty dive bars in our time,
especially when we first started out. Hell, some of those places
we’d been lucky to walk out in one piece, and yet if someone were
itching for a fight I would look them dead in the fucking eye and
ask them if we had business. Now, I was getting my ass kicked by a
six-inch, glittery purse that sat on my fucking coffee table.
What’s worse is that I’d rather take my chances with a drunk Giants
fan from Jersey than crack that fucker open.

“FUCK!”

I moved to the edge of the chair
wondering where the hell I’d left my balls. It was a purse, for
fuck’s sake, not a fucking bomb. I looked over at the half-eaten
box of cupcakes sitting beside it, the lid still cracked open,
reminding me I had smashed four of those bad boys on the way to my
apartment. And despite Troy being an argumentative bastard and not
being on the same page with my cupcake love, I let the big guy
snare a couple of them too. I was a giving kind of guy. I looked
away from the box, deciding I was probably already way too hyped on
sugar to eat anymore, which is probably why I was jittery as
fuck.

I ran my hands through my hair,
frustrated, knowing I was just going to have to man up. Jase had
already shot down my idea that he do it when I called him on the
car ride over, laughing his ass off telling me to stop being a
pussy and do it myself. What’s the worst that could be in there? A
tampon? It’s not like I hadn’t seen one of those before. Jase was
right. I was being a pussy.

“Okay then, let’s do this.” I
cracked my knuckles as I reached over and snagged it off the coffee
table. I had half expected for it to shock me or something. For it
to have some magical powers that meant if anyone with a dick opened
it they’d get Tasered or some shit. Nothing. No sparks. No jolt of
electricity passing through my body. Nada. Well thank fuck for
that.

Slowly, I popped open the clasp. It
looked innocent enough so I might as well dive in there and see if
there was an ID or something. It had to be either Ashlyn’s or
Megs’s and I hadn’t paid enough attention to which of them had been
holding this thing when they had gotten into the car. Both of them
had fished out their apartment keys before we left the Suburban
with Ash, who’d also pulled her phone out so she could text Megs
she was home when we pulled up to her building. So that didn’t
yield any clues either.

I shook the contents onto the
coffee table and out rolled a lipstick, a few dollar bills, and a
condom. Nice, this was like CSI…piecing together a profile based on
random shit.

I tossed the dollar bills to the
side and I moved on to the condom. It was standard, nothing
exciting. Ribbed for her pleasure.
That shit always made me laugh. What kind of
numbnuts needs a special condom to get off his woman? Straight up,
if he is relying on the latex for her
pleasure he is not doing it right. When I’m
with a girl, I make her come at least once before I even stick my
dick inside her. I get her nice and lubed up, soft and ready for
me, so when I finally get my cock in her, she is so wound up she
has no choice but to come again. I don’t get the amount of girls I
do solely ’cause I’m a good-looking guy. Women know when they are
with me, I take care of them. I might not call them back later but
while I’m fucking them, no one else exists. I was getting hard just
thinking about it. Seriously, I was going to need to go jerk off
soon or my dick was going to fall off. It had been hard so many
times in the last twenty-four hours. I was surprised I still had
the ability to fucking walk.

Next up, lipstick. I slid open the
lid and rolled up the stick. Red. Like let-me-fuck-your-mouth red.
I knew this color. I had washed it from my neck early this morning
in Ashlyn’s shower. This was hers. I’d bet my balls on it. I rolled
the stick back down, imagining the color on her lips like it had
been last night. That sweet, fucking mouth that talked way too much
trash. Yeah, I wanted that mouth. I wanted to own every inch of
those beautiful full lips, watch them stretch around the head of my
cock while those sweet green eyes looked up at me.

“Get it together, asshole.” I
laughed out loud as I shoved the lipstick back into the purse, and
had a quick look to see if there was anything else in there. Sure
enough, there was a small zip sewed into the lining, and I’d
figured I’d come this far, I might as well continue, right? I
pulled the zipper across, the pocket it opened barely big enough
for me to slide a finger or two inside. I pulled out a driver’s
license and an ATM card. If there were any doubts as to who the
owner of the purse was before, I could put them to bed. Ashlyn’s
passive face looked up at me from the plastic, Boston-issued ID.
She was about to turn twenty-eight, her birthday was in less than a
week, and either she had never gotten around to changing her
address to New York or she didn’t plan on sticking around for very
long. I tapped the card against my fingers hoping she wasn’t
planning on leaving soon. No one ever looked good with a DMV issued
photo, but fuck me if she didn’t look drop-dead gorgeous. She
wasn’t fancied up with makeup and her hair was pulled away from her
face. She didn’t need all that stuff to make her look good. She was
beautiful without it.

“Fuck!” I closed
my eyes and leaned back into my armchair. What was it about this
girl that was turning my brain into a pretzel? It wasn’t just the
way she looked, though that sure as shit didn’t hurt, but it was
more than that. For the first time, I think I was actually
interested in someone. I
needed to see her again and now I had my opportunity. I would play
it smart; for this girl, I was going need more than just my usual
tricks.


 


NINE

Ashlyn

“Megs!” I yelled
into the phone without giving her the
opportunity to say hello. I needed to debrief and I needed it now.
I sat on the edge of my bed, still reeling from the events of the
morning.

“Ash?” Megs groaned into the phone.
“My ankle is killing me. What happened last night and why aren’t
you here?” Her recollection was obviously just as unreliable as
mine. Note to self - keep better track of how many cocktails
consumed and don’t go wandering around a club looking for
trouble.

“So much happened
last night. You fell as we were leaving Panic. I think we should probably go
get it X-rayed. What do you remember?” I sighed knowing it was up
to me to piece the riddle together.

“Did we meet Power Station last
night?”

“Well I guess you could call it
meeting them.”

I would say what happened last
night went a little beyond just an introduction, considering I woke
up with one of the band members in my bed.

“The details are foggy. I think I
remember hugging Troy Harris? Did you make out with Dan
Evans?”

I let out a long, slow breath. Megs
was my best friend. Not only did I tell her everything but I also
needed a sounding board. I needed her to help me make sense of this
in my head, how I could have done something so out of character. “I
think I did more than just make out with him.”

“Ashlyn. You better start talking
and fill me in with details.”

“Let me get dressed and I will come
to you. There is way too much to discuss over the phone. Do you
need me to get you anything on my way over?”

“You don’t happen to have any
Percocet do you?”

“No, Megs. While I’m sure the
apartment downstairs is probably a meth lab, I don’t actually live
in a drug store.”

“Okay, then just get me the biggest
coffee you can find and maybe a muffin. And hurry, I need
details.”

“I’ll be there soon.
Chill.”

We said our goodbyes and ended the
call. Tossing the phone onto my bed, I moved into my tiny bathroom.
The fuzzy, faded bathmat was still damp from when Dan had taken his
shower. He had been naked in this very spot. I tried to ignore my
excitement as I stripped off my clothes. Shit. I looked around my
bathroom in a moment of dread. He had seen this. A bra hanging from
the towel rack, my messy vanity that was crammed with cosmetics and
skin care. My wicker laundry hamper filled with dirty socks and
polo shirts from the bar. The chipped paint, ugly pea-green tub
with it’s discolored shower curtain. The rust-covered faucet that
spewed brown water for a few seconds when you ran the water for the
first time in the morning. He had seen all of this. Mortified. That
was probably the only apt description of what I was feeling. How he
hadn’t run a mile the minute he stepped inside was beyond me. I
shook my head, solidifying my silent resolve to never see him again
as I turned on the faucet and stepped inside the tub.

The old pipes groaned in protest
through the thin plaster wall as I turned up the water to maximum
capacity. It was the only way to achieve any kind of water pressure
and even then it wasn’t great. Still, today I had bigger problems
than my ancient bathroom.

I showered and then dressed
quickly, throwing on a pair of jeans and an old T-shirt before
pulling on a pair of Vans. I just needed to grab my purse, my
phone, and get out of here.

Now, where did I put my clutch from
last night? It had my ID and my ATM card in there and while there
was probably less than a hundred dollars in my savings account, the
least I could do was spring for coffee this morning given Megs had
paid for our night out yesterday. Hmm. Where did I leave it? I
searched in the regular spots, the bedroom, and the kitchen counter
- the places I would usually toss it when I walked in the
apartment. Though given last night was not usual, it could be
anywhere.

I ate up valuable time tearing from
room to room, trying to locate the small, sequined culprit, but
came up empty. I had my keys and my phone, so where was my clutch?
I slumped onto my bed, willing it to reappear but sadly my
willing did nothing but
intensify the headache I was already fighting.

Giving up any hope of finding it,
at least in the immediate future, I grabbed a random twenty-dollar
bill I had found in my change jar and a handful of coins, and
decided I would look harder when I got home. It had to be here
somewhere.

****

“Hey.” Megs greeted me at the door,
hobbling while trying to balance a bag of frozen peas on her ankle.
“I was getting concerned and was going to send out a search
party.”

“Sorry, Megs. I couldn’t find my
purse from last night. It had my ATM card in there. I still don’t
know where it is.” I handed her the prized coffee before opening
the paper bag that housed her muffin.

“Where did you leave it?” Megs
asked, balancing her precious muffin and coffee as she hopped back
to the sofa where she allowed herself to fall into the large, plush
cushions. Once settled, she lifted the lid from her cup to lick the
whip off the top of her coffee.

“If I knew where I left it, it
wouldn’t be lost.” I strolled out of the hallway and joined her on
the sofa, pulling my cup of coffee out of the cardboard carrier and
taking a sip.

Megs blew over the surface of her
cup before taking a big gulp. “Okay, well you obviously got into
your apartment so you must have had it on the way home…wait. How
did we get home?”

“The Power Station Express,” I
deadpanned.

“They drove us home?” Megs’s eyes
widened.

“Yeah, well according to Dan, so
not sure how reliable my information is.” I bristled, annoyed I was
at the mercy of his version of events.

“You better start telling me
everything you know, Ashlyn Marie, or you are going to be wearing
this coffee.” Megs held up her paper cup up to verify she wasn’t
kidding.

“Okay, okay.” I took a long breath
and settled in, this story was going to take a while.

I started explaining how Dan had
found us at the club’s entrance, and how Megs’s Louboutins were
responsible for her rather undignified spill. Deciding to play
hero, when clearly no one had asked him to, Dan had stepped in and
with the help of Jason and Troy, bundled both of us into their car
to drive us home. In reality, it could be seen as kidnap, who just
takes two girls and puts them into a car? My theory was solid
except obviously I hadn’t been resistant to the idea and according
to him, had my hands all over him on the ride home. A vague
recollection of giggling in the back seat flashed into my mind as I
recounted the story.

“Let me touch you.” I moved my
hands down his chest as I pushed my lips against his mouth, his
hand threading through my hair as our kiss deepened.

“Fuck,” he groaned as I flattened
my palm against the front of his jeans, he was hard. The denim
between us was so tight it left little to the
imagination.

“I’m such a good girl, such a
good, good girl,” I moaned into his mouth, sliding my hand into the
front of his pants. He hissed as my fingertips made contact with
his skin.

“Yeah, you’re really good.” He
gently eased my hand away from his erection, his sexy smile making
me want him more. “But unless you want me to come in your hand you
are going to need to stop that, not that I have a problem with it,
’cause I don’t, but I think we should probably get your friend home
first.”

“I want you, Dan. I want to have
sex with you,” I whispered into his ear, trying to be seductive but
for some reason the word sex sounded so funny coming out of my
mouth, it made me laugh.

Dan teased my lower lip down with
his thumb. “Ashlyn, you’re so drunk you have no idea what you’re
saying right now, babe.”

It’s strange, it was as if I was
someone else, like I could say or do anything I wanted. I was
braver, bolder, and his hand on my lips just turned me on more. I
captured his thumb with my teeth, drew it into my mouth and sucked
it hard. His jaw tightened. “Babe, seriously. I’m not even kidding.
I’m so primed right now I’m going to blow my load in my jeans like
a thirteen-year-old boy. I need you to really think about what we
are doing, I’m not smart enough to be thinking for the both of
us.”

“It’s killing me,” Megs whined
from the row of seats behind, reminding us she was still with us.
“It’s okay, Troy Harris, you can chop it off, I’ll be
brave.”

“Megs, we’re not going to chop off
your foot.” Troy chuckled, his voice surprisingly calm. “It looks
like just a sprain. I still think we should swing by the ER and get
it looked at.”

“Noooooooo,” Megs begged, sounding
less like the twenty-nine-year-old professional she was and more
like she just caught underage drinking. “They’ll tell my dad. I’ll
be a laughing stock. We can’t go to the hospital. Just get me
home.”

“Okay, Megs, we’ll get you home.”
Troy tried to comfort Megs and he was being so incredibly sweet
with her. “If you twist around, I can elevate your foot for you.
Hopefully it will help with the swelling.”

As I leaned up against Dan’s
chest, a sense of ease flowed through me. Strangely, it was as if I
didn’t have to worry about Megs. She was in good hands. Whatever my
thoughts had been about these guys, I was wrong. They weren’t bad
guys.

“Oh thank you, Troy Harris,” Megs
crooned, her discomfort eased by Troy’s hands on her
feet.

“Megs, just Troy. Seriously, just
Troy.” Despite it being the fiftieth time Troy had told Megs, there
was no annoyance in his voice.

“I like saying your name
though…it’s sexy, like you, Troy Harris,” Megs said
sweetly.

“So you keep saying.” He
chuckled.

“I have to hand it to you, Dan, I
was convinced tonight was going to blow but it has been rather
amusing.” Jason’s voice floated from the front seat. I had
forgotten he was with us, obviously sitting next to the mysterious
driver who had barely spoken.

“Whatever, douchebag.” Dan flipped
him off which for some inane reason made me laugh.

“That’s such a funny word.” I
smiled as my hands once again slithered southward.

“You girls are so wasted.” Dan
smirked as he gently stroked my arm.

I tilted my head to look at him
saying the words I’d been dying to say all night. “Take me to bed,
Dan. Stay with me tonight.”

“Oh shit.” I rubbed my hands across
my face, Dan hadn’t seduced me. I had seduced him. A fractured
memory was providing more insight as to how Dan ended up in my
apartment last night.

“What?
What oh shit? Tell
me I didn’t make an even bigger ass of myself than it sounded
like.” Megs paled. While I had wanted to spare her the details, I
figured it was better to be honest and tell her exactly what I
remembered. Her muffin and her coffee forgotten as she carefully
placed them on the side table. Obviously, the caffeine hit and
nourishment was going to have to wait.

“I threw myself at him, Megs. He
confronted me with it this morning and I denied it. I flat out
refused to hear him out, but I remember being in the car, I
remember having my hands all over him and asking him to spend the
night.” Sipping my coffee, not willing to forgo my caffeine
injection.

“So you slept with him?” Megs’s
eyes widened.

“I guess I did because he was still
there this morning, but I honestly can’t remember.” My fingers
squeezed at the bridge of my nose. “Who forgets they had sex? Is
that even possible to have sex and have no recollection of it at
all?” I mean, surely I should have remembered something? It’s not
like I had sex a lot, surely it would have stood out in my brain as
something noteworthy.

“There’s a few times I’d rather
forget but sadly they are still with me,” Megs commiserated. “So
you guys dropped me off and then you went to back to your place. Do
you remember anything about getting home?”

I closed my eyes, trying to force
the fragmented night to somehow piece itself together in temporal
lobe.

“Babe, you sure this is where you
live?” Dan glanced out of the tinted window of the Suburban,
studying the derelict building I had directed the driver
to.

“Yes, this is me. I have to grab
my keys, the security light is out again and I can never find the
keyhole in the dark.” I fumbled in my clutch for my keys, pulling
out my phone instead. “I have to text Megs, she likes to know I get
home safe. Unless I stay at her house, then she automatically knows
I’m okay.” I hoped the sentence made sense to Dan, the words didn’t
sound right as they spilled from my mouth but there wasn’t a lot I
could do to steer them into anything more coherent.

Dan opened the door as I finally
fished out my keys. I held them up victoriously, jingling them in my fingers as I placed my
clutch on the seat beside me and unhooked my seatbelt.

Dan stepped out of the car and
walked around to my side of the car. “Let me walk you up,
okay?”

“You aren’t staying? You said you
would stay.” I pouted as I stepped onto the sidewalk, doing my best
puppy dog impression and trying to not drop my keys or my
phone.

Dan pulled me into a hug, his
breath tickling my ear. “Babe, I don’t think that’s a good idea.
I’m really trying not to be a piece of shit here and I have to tell
you, my dick wants to kick my ass right now.”

“But I want
you.” I wrapped my arms around his neck, ignoring the idling car
waiting for his return. “Maybe I should have words with your dick,
we both seem to want the same things.”

“Fuck, Ashlyn.” He released
himself from my embrace. “Look, give me one minute.”

He moved over to the car and spoke
to Troy through the window. I couldn’t hear what was being said but
it felt like victory. I had convinced him to stay. He was going to
have sex with me. It was going to be good sex too, I bet. He looked
like he was built for it and I couldn’t tell you the last time I
actually came. Well not when a guy was present anyway. Dan Evans
was going to make me orgasm.

“Okay, babe, lead the way.” He put
his arm around me and walked me up the stairs of my apartment
building.

While I was no closer to finding
out how good the
sex had been, I was fairly sure I knew where my clutch was.
Probably sitting on the backseat of the Suburban, where I had
stupidly left it after grabbing my keys. I scrubbed my face with my
hands. I was going to have to call him. I wasn’t sure if it was
excitement or dread bubbling in the pit of my stomach.

“I have to call him,” I vocalized,
clueing Megs into my internal thoughts.

“Well I was hoping if you’d slept
with him, at the very least you were going to see each other
again.”

“I hadn’t planned on it but I guess
I don’t have much choice. Unless I get him to UPS my clutch to me.”
I laughed, knowing how ridiculous that sounded. We were adults,
sure it might be awkward, but we could move past it so that he
could give me my misplaced item and I could try to salvage some
self-respect.

I placed my half-empty cup on the
coffee table in front of me and pulled my phone from my pocket. I
scrolled down my contact list, angling my screen away from Megs so
she wasn’t able to see the sensual shot Dan had gifted me with this
morning. My finger hovered over his name, not quite able to make
that final step.

“Just call him already.” Megs
gently shoved my shoulder.

“Don’t rush me. I’m calling.” I
pressed call before I had the opportunity to chicken out. My heart
was beating so fast, I was positive he was going to be able to hear
it.

“Yo. Talk to me.” Dan’s voice burst
from the speaker. His New York accent seemed more pronounced on the
phone.

“Dan? Is that you?” I knew it was
him, so I’m not sure why I asked for confirmation. No doubt my
subconscious was buying me some precious time so I could work out
what I was going to say.

“Ashlyn.” He said my name and all I
could think about was him standing in my room, wearing only a
towel. “Miss me already? I knew you’d call.”

His arrogance grated on me. Had
this been his plan the whole time? Knowing I would have no choice
but to call? No, while Dan was cocky I didn’t think he would
be that premeditated. Still, I decided to play it safe. “Yeah well,
this isn’t really a social call, so don’t get too excited. I need
my clutch, I left it in your car.”

“You left your clutch in the car?
Is that some kind of riddle?” The confusion in his voice was
adorable. “Isn’t that where a clutch belongs?”

“Not a clutch for gears. An evening
bag, a clutch.” I bit back my smile as I explained, Megs watching
me closely.

“Your purse?”

“Yes, my purse. I think I left it
in the Suburban. Can you have your driver look for me?”

“Yeah, you left it. Troy had it
with him when he came and picked me up this morning.”

“Well if you had it this morning,
why didn’t you bring it to me?” I was slightly annoyed I had been
worried about it the whole morning and Dan had known the whole
time.

“’Cause you were moody and I was
hungry.”

“Okay, so why didn’t you bring it
to me after you had breakfast?” I tried to remain calm despite his
bogus reasoning. Five minutes. It would have taken five minutes to
make the exchange and then he could have gone on to stuff his face
with whatever he chose to.

“Oh we didn’t eat in Brooklyn, we
drove back to Manhattan. I wanted cupcakes.”

I pulled the phone away from my ear
and stared at it. I shook my head at Megs as I tried to follow the
conversation. He wanted cupcakes? Is he for real? Or is he just
pushing to see how far the dopey routine will go before I
blew.

“So why didn’t you call me
then?”

“Um, to ask if you wanted
cupcakes?”

“No! To tell me you had my
purse!”

“I didn’t have your
number.”

“How do you not have my number? You
went through my phone and programed in yours.”

What was it about this guy that
seemed to push my buttons so hard? There was no middle ground with
him. The embarrassment I had felt when I started this conversation
had long been forgotten. In its place was a simmering rage that at
any point could explode into something more substantial.

“I just looked at your photos, I
didn’t go through your contact list. Besides, stealing your number
is kind of an invasion of privacy.”

“Are you kidding
me? You went through the photos on my phone and my underwear drawer
but you drew the line at my number?”

Megs stared opened mouthed as she
sat beside me. I possibly had forgotten to mention the fact Dan had
been sniffing around in my panty drawer, my brain misfiring as the
memories of the evening were coming back to me in slow
bursts.

“Well…yeah. I’m not a stalker,
babe.”

What in the hell? His logic made no
sense. None at all. Not even a little. Was he just trying to
infuriate me?

“Just give me my freaking purse
back,” I spat out through my clenched jaw.

“Geez no need to get mad about it.
It’s not like I was going to keep it. I figured you’d call
eventually.”

He seemed so unaffected. This
wasn’t an act; he really just had a basic and simplistic view of
things. How he had managed to get through life unscathed astounded
me. Perhaps I should be impressed but it only served to remind me
of the injustice in life, how not everyone had to work hard for
their rewards.

“Okay, so I’ve called. Can I have
it back please?”

“Sure, especially seeing as you
said please.” I sensed his smile through the phone. “I’ll pick you
up for lunch in an hour? That good?”

“What? No! We’re not having
lunch.”

Did he just ask me on a date? While
we were in the middle of a heated discussion? This man had zero
boundaries, either that or an incredible self-assurance with no
fear of failure.

“We can do dinner if you prefer, I
just figured you’d want your shit back sooner.”

“No, no dinner either. I just want
my stuff. I’m not going out with you.”

“But you have to meet me somewhere
so I can give it back to you, right? I don’t see the problem,” he
reasoned, unable to see why I was refusing his offer.

I took a deep breath while Megs
tapped my arm, silently encouraging me to go. I was glad I was only
going to have to recount the one side of the conversation she
hadn’t heard, though I’m guessing she was catching the vibe all by
herself without my input. I needed to be honest. Something about
him fried my brain. I didn’t trust myself around him.

“The problem is that when I’m
around you, I obviously exercise poor judgment. So I think it’s
best if you just drop off the bag and we go our separate ways. No
dates.”

“Lunch isn’t a date.” Dan
laughed.

“Are you holding my clutch for
ransom?” I half shouted into the phone, still a little hung over
and too tired to deal with his circular logic. He just didn’t get
it.

“Why are you being so bitchy? I’m
trying to be a good guy here. I have to see you anyway to give you
your purse so let me buy you some lunch.”

“If I’m bitchy, why would you want
to buy me lunch?”

“Even bitches have to eat, don’t
they?” He laughed, clearly enjoying himself.

“Calling me a bitch is not
endearing yourself.” I narrowed my eyes, unsure of whether or not I
was glad he couldn’t see me right now.

“You’re a bitch, I’m an asshole.
Can we move on to lunch already?”

“Ugh. Fine. Buy me
lunch.”

“So where do you want to
go?”

“Just meet me at Applebee’s on West
42nd.”

“You want to go to
Applebee’s?”

“Yes! Just meet me there in half an
hour, okay? And bring my purse.”

“Okay, see you then.”

I ended the call and pushed my
hands into my face. “He is so impossible,” I groaned, annoyed he
had somehow talked me into going on a date with him.

“Ash, unless you are in high
school, Applebee’s isn’t a date.” Megs laughed, pulling me into a
hug. “Applebee’s?” she repeated as she pulled a funny
face.

“I tried to think of a place I was
least likely to want to get naked around him. I clearly can’t be
trusted.”

“Sweetie, you’ve already slept with
him. A meal isn’t going to kill you. Go have fun and then come back
and tell me all of the details.” Megs playfully pushed my shoulder.
Of course, she was right. I could sit across a table and eat and
not feel the need to sleep with him again. If anything, this would
be the closure I needed. I would ask him calmly exactly what had
happened last night and then say a final goodbye. I looked down at
my phone’s darkened screen, sitting in my lap. That goodbye would
definitely be bittersweet.


 


TEN

Dan

"Can I get you something to drink while you wait on your guest?” the pretty
blonde waitress asked as I drummed my fingers across the table. She
had to be barely twenty-one but her smile told me that if I were
into it, she would be happy to show me a different kind of
menu.

“No, I’m fine for now, thanks.” I
smiled back, not wanting to cash in on what she was offering. This
was so unlike me. Ordinarily I would have taken her number and
found out exactly what was hiding underneath that little black polo
she was wearing.

“Okay, well let me know if you
change your mind.” Her hand floated down and trailed along the top
of my knuckles.

So this is why Stone got so much
pussy? Girls liked it when you pretended not to be interested.
Well, fuck me. Wasn’t that just the revelation of the century? Son
of a bitch could have clued me onto this earlier though.

I gave her a smile, figuring I had
to give her something, and that seemed to satisfy her. She
sauntered off leaving me to sit in the booth by myself like a
douche. I hadn’t even bothered to check out her ass as she walked
away. I must be off my game.

I had arrived at Ashlyn’s choice of
restaurant right on time but she still hadn’t showed. I asked for a
booth toward the back and let the waitress know I was expecting a
guest, although why she picked this venue was a mystery. I can’t
remember the last time I was in one of these places. Still the
location was unimportant, she had agreed to meet me and I had that
tiny, sparkly purse to thank.

“Hey, sorry I’m late.” Ashlyn
rushed in, her face a little flushed. “I walked from Megs’s
apartment.” She collapsed into the bench seat opposite me. “It took
a little longer than I thought.”

“It’s okay, babe, I haven’t been
waiting long.” I watched as she nervously picked up the menu in
front of her, a few strands of unruly red hair fell across her
face, the rest of her curls were pulled back away from her face and
secured by a hair tie. She looked completely different, no business
gear or short dress and come-fuck-me heels. Just a pair of jeans,
some faded bar T-shirt, a pair of Vans kicks, and no makeup. My
dick punched out in my jeans in appreciation. She was
stunning.

“Here,” I slid the purse across the
table, feeling kind of stupid staring at her while she sat
uncomfortably studying her menu. “I went through it but just to see
whose it was. I wasn’t doing anything shady.”

She glanced up, her big green eyes
looked at me and then dropped to the purse on the table. “Thank
you. There wasn’t much in there for you to see.”

She looked awkward, nervous almost.
It had seemed like such a good idea at the time, getting another
opportunity to see her but now I felt like a giant dick making her
sit here when she didn’t want to be.

“Look, Ashlyn,” I couldn’t believe
I was about to fucking say what I was about to, both hating myself
but knowing it was the right thing to do, “you don’t have to stay,
you have your purse. You can take off if you want.”

Those big green eyes nailed me as
she disregarded her menu. “Dan, I’m sorry. This is just
really—”

“Weird?” I finished for her. She
wasn’t hard to read; I felt the vibe the minute she walked
in.

Strangely, I hated she felt that
way and what I hated even more was that she was feeling it because
of me. Maybe touching all that girl stuff from her purse did
something to my balls ’cause seeing her like this was giving me
feelings and shit. Next I’m gonna need a fucking box of Tampax and
start blubbering while watching The
Notebook. It’s not like I hadn’t cared
about girls’ feelings in the past, they just seemed less important
than my own. Yeah, I know I’m an asshole, but I just didn’t feeling
like being one right now, even if the rest of my body didn’t
agree.
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