
  
  [image: image-placeholder]




  
  
Copyright




JESSICACARYN.COM


Last Night & After, Myrtle Beach #5


©August 2020 by Jessica Caryn


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED


This story is a work of fiction, all characters in this work are fictitious, and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead is coincidental. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or used in fictitious manner. This story may not be used in any form without written permission from the author. Recording of this publication is prohibited. It is illegal to reproduce, duplicate, or transmit any part of this book except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. This includes derivative works being produced without the author’s consent. The prior statement has been increasingly ignored. Please do not disregard it. Copyright Infringement is a serious crime which can lead to fines and imprisonment. 













  
  
Contents 




Arcadian Shores


No Denying Him 


Lady In Red 


Envy  


Complications 


Only Love Songs


Breaking His Rules 


Early Morning 


Like Lovers  


For So Long 


T-shirt & Panties  


Pretty Brown Eyes 


Relationship Problems 


Mixing It Up 


In Her Feelings  


Pain & Pleasure 


Work Wife  


Desire & Spiked Heels  


Always His  











  
  
Arcadian Shores 




Things never came easy for Desiree Leroux. She spent three years managing Silhouette with Keith while hiding her feelings for him. A woman in her right mind would keep making her cash, but her heart didn’t agree. Desiree wanted it all. Keith Fuller always put business first, but the tension with Desiree reached its breaking point. It happened at the worst time. There was a thin line between work and lust. Jealousy fuels the existing heat between them. Keith will prove his loyalty. 










  
  

No Denying Him


Desiree Leroux





Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 


“Ineed you tonight,” his voice was too damn sexy. Something said not to answer the phone. One night. All I needed was one sex-filled night with another man. Maybe this time I would forget how my heart was being carried in Keith’s tailored suit pocket. No one was more important, but we never got the chance because work was the best money. I lived in a beautiful condo and was adored at Silhouette. It kept me company on my loneliest nights. 

Say no, come on girl, tell him no. It was a struggle even thinking about saying it to Keith. The words were forced out. “I can’t. I have plans.” 

“Cancel them.” 

“So, I should drop everything and come to you.” 

“Rae, this is where you need to be.” 

Keith was flirting. Tonight wasn’t the night for it. I had been in my feelings most of the day while trying to decide if I needed to fuck it out of my system. My love life wasn’t lacking, but my spoiled ass wanted him, so being with another man was only something to hold me over.

Was it fair? 

No. 

Did I try to apologize for it? 

Not once. 

Maybe we were two of a kind. One more night at Silhouette would be spent putting on a show so close to what I wanted in real life. I shouldn’t do it. No. Not this time. I checked out my red toes and kept painting. “I get days off like everyone else, so we can skip tonight.” 

“First off, you’re not everyone else,” he reminded me. 

“So, you’re saying I’m special?” I blew on my toes to dry them faster. “Hmm, you didn’t answer, so your silence is telling me everything I need to know.” 

“Rae, is this some kind of temper tantrum?

Keith kept saying my nickname. I didn’t mind, but it always felt intimate with him. Keith was probably in his office, relaxing behind his desk with expensive liquor in reach. He handled business all day and then he would be out and about in Silhouette all night. Every flirty wink or handshake meant something down the line, but every now and then his demeanor changed. Keith showed a different side when we were alone. Right now, he was silent, not even his breathing could be heard. My attitude would be worse if Keith ended the call.

I checked my phone. He was still on the line. Keith finally spoke, “What’s wrong. Say what it is. I’ll fix it. Why are you upset?” 

“Why would I be mad? It’s only two hours before guests are expected. I’m off tonight, and I cancelled on this guy three times already.” 

“He should see you when you have time. You’re worth it. I’m sorry for ruining your night. I’ll make it up to you.” 

I sighed because Keith’s way of fixing it would be cash. Not that it was anything to complain about. More money was one of the perks to being his favorite. That turned me on in ways I couldn’t even put into words, but I earned my keep and worked almost twenty-four-seven. We worked side by side to make Silhouette popular. Every night was a success, so it should be enough, but I wanted him. 

“You can handle one night without me,” I fixed my earpiece and started on my nails, “I’m not even thinking about rushing across town. Have one of the girls do it.” 

“Sure. Who? Anna? Tracey? Lea?” 

I shook my head, “You would start naming women who are already crushing on you. You know what, never mind, our entire female staff, we’re not including your sister, even some of the guys would strip if you asked them to. 

His sexy laughter hit my ear right, “I’m glad you left Ashley out of it. She only listens to you. Can’t say you’re exaggerating about the men. I’ll take your word for it.” 

“I’m glad you’re amused,” I told him while trying not to smile. Keith didn’t get offended. He was mature well beyond his years. I gravitated toward men who were respectful and protective. My trust issues ran deep.

Keith was silent. Something was up. 

“Are you thinking about another event?” I groaned. “Our schedule is jam-packed for three damn months. We don’t have time to do it.” 

“I’ll give you time off and switch things around,” Keith should’ve stopped there, but he didn’t. “Someone will take care of it.” 

I sucked my teeth, “Get the fuck outta here.” 

“There she is. Hey Love,” Keith teased me. “You were so soft-spoken earlier. I liked it, but this is ten times better.” 

He kept teasing me. I wanted to threaten his person or rip his expensive suit. Keith had the right woman if he wanted to see this play out, but I kept my thoughts to myself, and bit my lip to keep my mouth in check. 

He chuckled, feeling all the way amused, “Okay, no more events. What would it take for you to work tonight?” 

Keith always asked what I wanted, but this wasn’t a negotiation since he was the one in need. I wanted to be more than his General Manager. I wasn’t shy when it came to sex, but this man was truly everything to me.

Could I put it into words without Keith thinking I wanted to fuck him and be finished? 

Keith took my silence as something else. He groaned, “Is this about Ashley? Do you want her to be paid?” 

His sister was a quick learner. I trained her, so she could make a career out of working the VIP sections. Ashley was cute with curves. She had a bratty thing going. Men always fell for it. I could show her how to use her skills, but Keith was teaching her about being responsible. I answered before he thought it had something to do with her, “No, Ashley owes you a crazy amount. I’m not into domestic situations. That’s between you and your sister.” 

“What will it take? Rae, name it, I’ll give it to you.” 

“I’m paid well already, so no thanks for tonight.”

Keith groaned again. It was sexy whenever his frustration surfaced, and his hazel eyes were probably intense and blazing.

“Rae, you’re the only woman who can do this to me.” 

I almost dropped my nail polish. I set it down to avoid spilling. “What am I doing? You called me.” 

“Rae, I never beg for anything,” he growled through clench teeth, “Damn. What do you want? Say it.”  

My body tingled with lust. My mind was racing. Tell him. Tell Keith, say you’ll give up the title and six-figure salary if you’re his. My mind was jumbled. The words wouldn’t come out. 

I never sacrificed my finances or anything else for a man, and it was never a problem until now. I shook it off and gave myself a firm damn talking to in the seconds it took to answer. “I want to be paid triple for tonight.”

“Consider it done.” 

“I’m not finished,” I told him. “I’m not doing inventory this week, and I’m not auditing anything next week.” 

“The guys will take care of it. I’ll check the shipments.” 

I smiled because the delivery guys wanted attention. Keith always put an end to it whenever they talked to me. 

“Is that for my benefit or yours?” I asked him. 

“Mine. I’m not in the mood for jealousy.” 

“Aww, you’re admitting you’re jealous, interesting, and we should talk about it soon, but my nails are painted red. I don’t have the time or patience to redo them.” 

“I’ll switch my shirt and wear a red tie for you. Wear your sexy black sandals with the satin ties.” 

“Are you demanding I do it?” 

“No, they’re my favorite.” 

I softly replied, “I’ll wear them.” 

“Thanks Rae. Thanks for being my everything, all the time,” his sexy tone proved he was irresistible sin wrapped in my favorite package. I couldn’t say a damn word. Keith started teasing, “Did you hang up on me?”  

I closed my eyes to take a deep breath. My emotions couldn’t get in the way of my money. “No, you thanked me. I heard you. What else?” 

“A car will be waiting outside. We’ll have dinner in my office. I’ll make the night good for you.” 

Keith didn’t know how I took the last part, but it was all work up and never went anywhere. I needed more. 

He ended the call, and I was alone with my nail polish and every naughty thought. It was damn torture being with him night after night. 








  
  

Lady In Red


Keith Fuller





Silhouette 


Everything was on track. Desiree was probably upset, but I always spoil her. That wouldn’t change. I ordered dinner from her favorite restaurant. She would relax in my office or hers. I went into my private suite. It was the equivalent of a nice-sized hotel room with a private bath and closet for the nights when I didn’t go home. My life was hectic so sleep happened whenever it needed to. My shirt and tie were changed within minutes. The high-tech earpiece sounded. I tapped it, “Go ahead. I’m here.” 

Chance’s voice came on, “Hayden and Dex are here.” 

“Thanks. Did Kildare check in yet?” 

“Yeah. He’s at Miss Leroux’s place.” 

“I want to know when he’s en route,” I replied and then cut out. My office and suite were off limits, so my earpiece stayed on mute unless there were important guests on the premise. A knock on the door happened. I straightened my cufflinks on the way to my office.

“Come in,” I replied loud enough to be heard.

Hayden opened the door. “It’s fine. He won’t mind.” 

“We should’ve waited until he came out,” Krista fussed on her way in. She saw me and her blue eyes sparked violet. “Hi Keith, I hope we’re not interrupting.” 

I rounded the desk, “Not at all, but give Hayden grief.” 

Krista threw her arms around me. It was cute. She kissed my cheek, “It’s so good to see you. I need to cook more on Sundays because that’s the only time you visit.” 

“Food will always do it,” I chuckled and held her hand up, showing I wanted her to turn. Krista blushed but did a little twirl. “You look beautiful,” I complimented her. 

Krista blushed more, “Thank you. Is Desiree here?”

“She’s on her way. You’ll see her soon.” 

“Okay. We didn’t know if she was here tonight. Tammy was getting ready to text her.” 

“She’ll be here,” I promised by kissing her cheek. “Ashley is taking care of you.” 

“Oh, that’s all I need to hear. My drink will be ready,” Krista gave Hayden a kiss. “See you out there.” 

He laughed, “Are you ditching me for your friends?” 

“Yes. Don’t complain,” she said and sashayed out the door. Hayden was amused and watched her leave. 

“You’re madly in love. When will you propose?” 

“Next year. We’re traveling more. Krista needs time.” 

“The more you travel, the more noticeable your relationship will be,” I reminded him. “You’ll never stop being famous.” 

Hayden shrugged, “My name is. My work is decent.” 

“Don’t be modest. The gallery in L.A. is doing well, but you’re a Buchanan through and through.” 

“Yeah. The family curse, but you’re not far off.” 

I sighed, “I’m guilty by association.” 

Hayden relaxed in a chair, “Call it whatever. You’ll need around the clock security soon. What’s going on tonight?” 

“Trey Burch will be here with his investors.” 

Hayden glanced at me, “Is he selling his club?” 

I poured him a drink, “I made trips to Miami in the past six months. He wants to name his club after mine.” 

“Are you considering it? What will your percentage be?” 

“Thirty-five overall.” 

“You didn’t want to franchise, but there might be a Silhouette two in Miami after all,” Hayden relaxed in a chair, “How’s Ashley?” 

“Still upset about working off her debt.” 

Hayden chuckled, “She’ll never be happy about it.” 

“This is not about her comfort. She’s working VIP. Desiree’s a good influence for her. She remembers what it’s like to be Ashley’s age.” 

“Speaking of Desiree,” Hayden said with a pointed look. When will you tell her?” 

“Tell her what?” I sipped my whiskey, “Our life is good. We run this place.” 

Hayden shook his head. “Admit you’re in love.” 

I warned him, “The word shouldn’t be used lightly.” 

“Okay, you have a crush on Desiree.” 

“I’m not a damn teenager.” 

Hayden laughed, “Your denial is not helping. Are you waiting for another guy to win her heart?”

I glared at him for mentioning it.

“And the look on your face is all the proof needed. I’m guessing you think something will change if you admit to having feelings for her.” 

Hayden knew how important Desiree was to me. She had this grit I loved, and damn if I didn’t like her feisty, but I couldn’t break my word, no matter how tempting she was. Sound from my earpiece interrupted whatever Hayden was saying. I tapped it, “Go ahead.” 

“Miss Leroux will arrive in five minutes.” 

“Thanks. I’ll be out soon,” I cut out and stood up. 

Hayden picked up his whiskey, “The wife is here. That’s the only time you stop whatever you’re doing.” 

I glared at him, “You and Dex picked up the nickname.”

“Murphy too. Desiree never gets upset about it.”  

“Because she likes you all, me, not so much.” 

Hayden couldn’t stop laughing. 

“I can see you’re amused and won’t let it go. You were worse than this when everything happened with Krista.”

“No. It seems the same from where I’m standing.”

Hayden wasn’t wrong. There was truth to Desiree being my work wife. She was my muse. Desiree liked being naughty, but she had a sweet side when we were alone. 

We left my office. Music thumped in a constant rhythm. Hayden headed to VIP. I spoke to people in passing and shook hands. Whistles, clapping, and screams happened outside, but my eyes didn’t leave the car at the curb.

Tinted glass kept her hidden until the door opened. Desiree wore a flirty red dress with her hair twisted up. Diamonds sparkled on her ears and wrists. My eyes swept her. Desiree offered her hand, making it a point to show she was mine. 

The seductive fragrance teased me when she exited the car. Desiree playfully winked at me and then spoke to the crowd. “Are y’all ready to have fun!” 

People clapped. A woman yelled, “Girl, you’re wearing that dress!” 

“Thanks,” Desiree smiled. “I’ll see you inside. Be nice to my guys. They work really hard to keep us safe.” 

I kept my hand intimately on her waist, guiding her to the door. We wouldn’t talk until we were alone, but she approved of my suit and tie. One more sultry look and things would change between us. Our nightly meetings happen in my office or hers. Desiree chose mine.

She walked in and waited until the door closed. “Keith, who is so important that I can’t have a night off?” 

“Trey Burch will be here in twenty minutes. Dinner will arrive within the hour. Conversation, a little interference, and the night is yours to spend however you want.” 

Desiree cooed, “Really Keith? Are you saying I can do whatever?” 

“I never say no to you.” 

“Hmm, maybe this time you will,” Desiree gracefully relaxed on my desk. Her soft brown skin was enhanced by the dress. She crossed her gorgeous legs to show off those sexy sandals and her dainty toes. 

I went to her, not willing to keep distance between us, “Were you wearing this dress for your date?” 

“Why? Are you jealous?” 

“Very,” I playfully tugged the satin bow on her ankle. 

“Stop Keith,” she pouted. “They’re perfect right now.” 

“Rae, you always look incredible.” 

“Thanks, I wanted to look good for you.” 

Desiree never walked the line because there wasn’t one to speak of. She was my weakness. I would give her whatever she wanted. Desiree kept teasing by shaking her ankle and letting the movement carry all the way to her hips. I took the time to admire every inch of her. 

Damn, she was perfect. 

“What are you thinking about?” Desiree gracefully uncrossed her legs and leaned forward, giving me a view of her cleavage encased in red silk. “This could be a good time to talk about your jealousy.” 

“Or we can talk about your date,” I countered with ease. 

“Do you want to spend time talking about another guy? Keith, I need someone who cares.” 

The pain in her voice went straight to my heart. My jaw tightened, “And I’m not doing it the right way, clearly.” 

“You spoil me, sure, but you won’t let yourself feel anything past caring on a friend type level. Why?” Desiree fixed her position and red silk wrapped around her thighs. It inched higher when she got comfortable. “Of course, you won’t answer. We go through this all the time.” 

“You shouldn’t assume,” I stood between her legs. “Your job will never depend on sharing my bed.” 

The emotion crossed Desiree’s face. “I don’t look at you like that.” 

“Like what?” I said quietly. “Rae, how do you see me?” 

“You’re not forcing me into anything. I’ve worked in some awful places. Silhouette is a dream come true.” 

“But I’m no Prince Charming. I won’t promise a white picket fence and children. I won’t say everything you want will be yours.” 

“Maybe I have everything and want more.” 

We were inches apart. I resisted the urge to touch her. “You want a family. Rae, you deserve to have the life you want. I’m honoring our deal.” 

She looked up and her pretty brown eyes sparkled with mischief, “That was years ago. Everything’s changed.” 

“Has it? We still work side by side.” 

“We make a good team. What’s wrong with trying it?” 

“Because trying is not enough,” I touched her chin in warning, “Be careful what you say next.” 

Defiance was in her eyes, “We were strangers when I told you about my past. Why are you rejecting me?” 

Rejection wasn’t something that happened with her. Desiree was on my mind every waking moment. Aside from my Mom and Ashley, no other woman would come before her. On an intimate level, no one compared to her. Desiree was given access to more than my business, but she was on my desk, pouting, all the while not knowing how much she meant to me.

My eyes locked on hers, “We’ll fuck if you keep going.” 

Desiree was speechless. My reaction confused her. She was spoiled. That was my doing, but things were different. I haven’t slept with another woman in months. Sex without emotion wasn’t doing it for me.

I traced her cheekbone. “You have your hair up.” 

“It’s elegant,” she softly replied and then sighed when my thumb brushed her mouth. Desiree responded to my touch. We changed roles. She liked the flirting but it was still confusing for her.

“Rae, you didn’t answer my question.” 

“What can I say? Yes, I want to fuck on your desk,” Desiree softly moaned, “You’re teasing me. I know it.” 

I didn’t stop touching her, “Now you know how it feels.” 

She groaned, “Keith, what’s going on?” 

“The rules never applied to you, but if we do this, there’s no going back to how things were.” 

We were interrupted by my earpiece. 

“Mr. Burch arrived.” 

“Thanks Chance,” I ended it there and gave Desiree her earpiece. “Trey is here.” 

“I’m ready,” Desiree said without hesitating and pulled me close. She wasn’t talking about our guests. 

My mouth brushed hers, “There’s no reason to disappoint you.” 

Her brown eyes sparkled with lust. “Keith, say it.” 

“You’re not the only one willing to cross the line. We can take it all the way, but our personal life is on hold,” I helped her off my desk. Desiree fixed her dress and put in the earpiece. We left my office with her arm around mine. 
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