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Chapter 1


Jack
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Raking a hand through my hair, I realize my beer buzz has kicked in, since the attractive blonde shimmying her way towards me on the stage has suddenly moved from attractive to smoking hot. Her shy smile makes my cock twitch and I can’t help but smile back. 

My buddy Mike is sitting next to me. He’s tossing his beer back, making eyes at the redhead on stage. Mike and I work together. He’s an air traffic controller for the airline me and my brothers run. Yeah, it turns the chicks on that I’m the CFO of an airline, but truthfully my dad built it from the ground up and then died, leaving the success for the rest of the Ford clan. 

No jokes, we work our asses off. In fact, this is the first time all month that my buddy Mike and I have fucked off and done something crazy. It used to be my brothers and I doing shit like this together, but now they’re all married with kids. Fucking pansies. 

Not that I don’t love my sister-in-laws and all my little nieces and nephews. They’re awesome. But that whole marriage and family shit…is not for me. The thought is cemented as I watch the blonde bend over me, her tits spilling out almost to her nipples in my face. Fuck me. 

“Get a load of this redhead, man.” Mike giggles, elbowing me in the ribs. The redhead is grinding the stage on all fours. To me, she looks more like something out of fucking Animal Kingdom, but she’s giving Mike a hard-on, so I smile at him. Looking in my wallet I notice that I’m out of cash. The blonde walks away from me. Fucking figures. It’s not like I haven’t forked out enough green into her g-string tonight, but whatever. 

“Yo, Mike. I gotta go hit an ATM, man. I’m outta bread.”

“Don’t bother, man. What do you need?” He asks, pulling his wallet out of his back pocket.  “I’ll spot you.”

He hands me a wad of cash and I stuff it in my wallet. It’s not like I’m not good for it. When my old man croaked, he left each of us kids with like a million or two each. Plus, we earn that much while we sleep. That’s part of the problem when I meet chicks. They’re like magnets once they find out I’m fucking loaded. 

I mean, I get it with these chicks here. It’s a living. But the chicks out in the real world are fucking ruthless. Heartless. I have a few that I keep on a short leash and call them up when I need a good fuck. Other than that, I stay away. Well, not entirely. I mean, I am at a strip joint, after all. 

I’m not like my brothers. They’re all pretty boys. They weren’t pansies before they met their wives. Hell, all of us have been in combat for crissake. Colton for the longest. Like Colton, I was in Afghanistan. Got the scars to prove it. Chicks dig that, too.  It’s something about a military man that turns them on.  Trust me.  I’m inked out and all, too, even more than Colton, and he’s got a lot of ink.  But unlike my pretty boy brothers, I’ve got the long hair and that ‘don’t fuck with me’ look. When I’m not at work, that is.  Yeah, all shit aside, I’m a fucking glorified accountant, and I have to look the part at the office.  

On a side note, I’m not an asshole. I may look like one outside of the office, but I’m not.  I was raised right.  If I were an asshole, my brothers would have beat the shit out of me by now.  Their wives, too.  I am a lovable guy and my family digs me.  If they knew where I was, they’d probably laugh.  Well, Wade wouldn’t.  Hell, he was sneaking into strip joints with me when he was underage.  He’s way more badass like me.  I’d say I’m closest with Wade than with any of my other brothers, even though I work closely with Dalton, Garrett and Colton.  

Dalton and I work neck and neck most days. He’s the CEO, so for all intents and purposes, he runs the show from the top.  Garrett, my oldest brother, he’s our senior pilot.  He was nearly killed about five years ago when his plane crashed.  He’s okay now.  Wade has nothing to do with the airline.  The kid’s got a set of pipes that would put most singers to shame.  He’s a multi-platinum artist.  Practically the whole world knows who he is.  Him and his wife Kendra sing together a lot.  Their audience loves it.  He’s the youngest of us Ford boys.  But don’t let that fool you.  The kid is so fucking street smart it’d make your head spin.  He’s got a sixth sense, too, which comes in handy when new blood comes around.  He smelled a rat with Colton’s first wife.  If Colton had listened to Wade then, it would have saved him years of heartache.  But that’s another story.

Mike’s getting crocked next to me.  He’s funny.  He and I don’t work together directly, but my office is the first place he hits given the chance.  He’s single, too.  He got a tattoo because of me.  No, we don’t have matching tattoos.  When I went to get my last one, I convinced him to come with me…and get one too.  If I get him crocked enough tonight, he may get another one if I can help it.  As if it wasn’t funny enough the first time.  He spent more time staring down the tattoo artist’s top than he did paying attention to the needle scraping over his skin.  I think he’s the first guy who ever had a hard-on getting inked.  

“Look at the fucking tits on this chick!” Mike laughs as this seriously endowed stripper appears, looking more like she’s shoplifted a set of watermelons than dancing to AC/DC’s Back in Black.  Good tits are important, but fuck, that’s too much.  I chuckle, tossing back the rest of my beer.  Mike, like me, does well with the ladies.  That’s one of the reasons why he and I get along so well.  I have to keep a short leash on him though, especially at the office.  Us Ford boys have always kept a strict policy at the airline, and that is…no getting personally involved with female coworkers.  That’s one of the reasons why I had to bring old Mikey out tonight.  I hired this fucking beautiful Russian chick to work with me today, and he saw her as she was leaving the interview.  I saw the look on his face immediately.  

He wants her bad.  Problem is, not only is it totally against policy, but she’s also way too fucking young.  She’s like twenty-two, and both Mike and I are nearly ten years older.  Don’t get me wrong, I’ve got nothing against couples with an age difference, I mean, hell, Amelia, Dalton’s wife, is nine years older than he is, but fuck, she’s a baby.  Fucking gorgeous baby, I’ll admit, but a baby, nonetheless.  Her name is Kristina, and I knew I had to snatch her up quickly while I had the chance.  She’s a genius.  Dalton wasn’t sure about her and he told me so, since she’s only here on a work visa.  

But I can’t pass her up.  You know how difficult it is to find smart, hard working people who are young enough to understand cutting edge business, but responsible enough to come to work sober and prepared?  There is a lot of turnover in my department.  Not that we don’t pay enough, but it’s tough work and sometimes long hours.  This girl fast-tracked through high school and whizzed through college.  Her GPA makes mine look like I partied through military college, and I was solid, working my ass off there too.  Her English is great. She’s been in the States for about five years and has nailed our dialect.  You can barely tell that she’s Russian, other than from her stark white-blonde hair and icy blue eyes.  Shit, she’s got bluer eyes than Colton and the chicks go bat shit over his.  

Anyway, I’m hiring her.  She doesn’t know it yet, but I’m making the call tomorrow.  Today was her second interview, and I asked Dalton to sit in on it with me.  He’s given me the green light but warned me that if she ever gets deported it’s my ass. That won’t happen.  

Mike orders another pint and winks at the cute waitress.  The guy needs to get laid.  A pack of guys next to us are getting a little overzealous with the chick with the huge jugs.  The bouncer has asked them twice to keep cool.  I don’t like the look of one of them.  He’s shaved his head bald and has a huge snake tattooed across his scalp.  His pipes are solid like mine, but he’s got that look.  There’s a toothpick hanging out of his mouth and he’s eying the stripper like she belongs to him, which is impossible, or the bouncers would back off I’m sure.

The skinny guy in the group looks like a little pissant, too.  He keeps wagging his tongue at the stripper with the jugs, as if that’s a turn-on.  She seems to be trying to avoid them, which is only encouraging them.  When the skinny guy goes after the stripper again, the bouncer is right on him, and Skinhead rises, stopping him from getting near the skinny guy.  Skinny guy grabs the stripper and I intervene, wrapping my hand around his wrist, which is like a fucking twig.  I’d break his bones in two if I wasn’t careful.  Skinhead takes a step towards me and gives me a warning look.  I smile without a trace of mirth.  ‘Don’t fucking mess with me’ I tell him with my eyes, crossing my arms over my chest in a gesture that I know makes me look fucking huge.

He takes a swing at me and I dodge it by bending at the knees, while the strippers flee from the stage.  Mike, who isn’t the largest guy on the planet, but certainly no slouch, intervenes, taking the skinny guy down.  I give Skinhead a shove, knocking him to the ground, while the bouncer pins him to the floor.  One of the strippers, the blonde, who was giving someone a lap dance, runs past, towards the back, and for a split second I have to look twice.

Mike sees it, too.  “Shit, isn’t that…?”

I have to blink and look again.  

Meeting the blonde in the back of the strip joint is a familiar face.  Her gaze catches mine and for a second I feel like I’ve been caught with my pants down.  Never in my life did I expect to see her in a place like this.

The girl who impressed me more today than anyone else has in a long time.

…Kristina.








  
  

Chapter 2


Jack
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Dalton walks into my office and slams the door.  “God…dammit!” he curses, letting out a long sigh.  His wife, Amelia, just had their third child, and lately he’s been on cloud nine, making me want to puke, with all his glee and happiness, showing off baby pictures and bragging about his kids.  Not that I don’t love them to death, but man, I can only handle so much gushing out of a guy. Especially a guy who once used to bench press two hundred pounds competing with me in his basement, after sucking back six beers.  It’s nauseating.  I smirk at him, feeling relieved that he’s come back down to my level. 

“Tough day?” I chuckle, humored by my brother’s misery.

He shakes his head and rolls his eyes.  “Fucking Jake.  He’s such an asshole.”

“What did he do?  Bash Amelia again?” Dalton and Amelia went to Jake’s wedding a few years ago, and Dalton ended up pounding him in the face after he insulted Amelia.  Up until then, Jake had a ton of business from us, being the developer of an app that we use here at the airline, but we dumped his ass after that.  Now we’re trying to source another developer, since the app is severely in need of an update, and it seems that we’re hitting a wall.

“No, he knows better.  He’s going through the fucking back door.” Dalton plops down on the chair in front of me and lets his head go limp down his back, raking his hands through his hair.  He lets out an exasperated sigh and lifts his head.  “The other developer I was trying to contact is friends with Jake, or rather, his dad and Jake’s dad are friends, and apparently they don’t want to do business with us because this asshole found a photo of you and apparently he doesn’t like doing business with hippies.”

I lift a brow. “Hippies?”

Dalton gestures to me. “Your hair.  He doesn’t like your long hair.”

I burst out laughing.  “What the fuck!”

Dalton shakes his head again.  “I’d love to find another developer, but I’m running out of options.”

“Why don’t you apologize to our buddy Jake?”

“Why don’t you cut your hair?”

It’s a stalemate.  We’re both staring each other down.

Dalton breaks the silence.  “Nobody fucking insults my wife and gets away with it, man.”

“She wasn’t your wife then.”

“Yeah, well, she is now.” He grunts, lifting in his chair. “How would you feel?” he lifts a hand.  “Never mind.”

I’m insulted. “Oh, because I wouldn’t understand on account of me not being married, right? I get it.”

“Exactly.”

“Well, I’m not cutting my hair, either, man.  It’s my signature.” I’ve always had my hair long, since high school.  It’s curly and a fucking mess when it isn’t long, so I’ve kept it like this since puberty, when I might as well have stuck a finger in a light socket, because that’s how it turned once the testosterone levels kicked up a notch.

Dalton lifts one side of his mouth up into a smirk.  “I thought your tatts were your signature.”

“Those too.  But more so my hair.” I keep it up tidy all the time.  It’s never in the way because I’ve always got it in a pony tail.  Chicks dig it.  They love running their fingers through the ringlets in the back.  It’s a huge turn-on.

“Tell you what. You shave your head and I’ll cut my hair.” I tease.

“Yeah right.  That’ll scare the shit out of my kids.”

“Well, then, we’ve got a problem, don’t we.” I state.  Then I remember last night, when I saw Kristina, my potential hire, at the strip joint.  “Speaking of trouble.  Let me bounce something off you.”

Dalton steeples his fingers under his chin.  “What’s up?”

“Remember that chick Kristina we interviewed? The one I was going to hire?”

“Yeah…what about her?”

“When Mike and I were at the strip joint last night, we saw her there.”

He lifts his brows.  “Was she on stage stripping?”

“No, but she was with one of the strippers.  A fight broke out and they all ran like hell.”

Dalton smiles.  “You start the fight?”

“Funny.  No.” I pause.  “You think I should still hire her?”

He’s silent for a moment, and then he draws in a deep breath.  “Well, if she wasn’t stripping, do you think she was just…off for the night or something?  I mean, maybe that’s how she makes her living right now.”

“I don’t know.  I’m just a bit worried.  I find it odd that a girl with that much potential would be stripping at a club.  I’m not sure if hiring someone like that is a good idea.  What if she’s trouble?”

“You sure her car didn’t break down or something?  You sure she was with one of the strippers?”

I shrug.  “I’m not sure.  It sure looked like the one blonde stripper was heading towards her pointedly.” I pause.  “Come to think of it, the blonde stripper looks a lot like Kristina.  Maybe she’s her sister or her cousin.”

“Who knows.” Dalton shrugs nonchalantly.  “We put her on probation like everyone else and see what happens.  Keep close tabs on her.  She looks good on paper, you gotta admit.  And she interviews great.  I wouldn’t want to slough that off because of something consequential.  We need good people here and new blood.  I’ve had it with these spoiled nineteen year olds who can’t seem to get out of bed and make it to work on time, or the over-the-hill deadbeats who couldn’t make it through college and are scrambling to make ends meet.”

“Right.” I agree, and figure it’s time to change the subject.  “Jake ever apologize for what he did?”

Dalton gives me a seething look.  “No.  The only thing he probably remembers is the fat lip he had the next morning.  The guy was fucking tanked.  I’m surprised the loser is still married.  He treats people like shit.”

“So, what if I meet this other developer.  Charm the shit out of him and see what happens?”

“At this point I’m willing to try anything.  The app is on borrowed time right now.  If we don’t do something in the next few months or sooner, we’re in trouble.  Without updates we’re screwed.  I can keep looking for another developer, but this other guy is the best.  He’s better than Jake from what I hear.”

“Really.” 

“Yeah.  You sure you don’t want to cut your hair to help a brother out?”

I laugh.  “Buddy, you really think that’s going to make a difference?  It sounds like he’s an asshole, too.  Tell you what…arrange a meeting with him and we’ll both charm the pants off him.” I pause for thought.  “Is he single?”

That gets an eye roll.  “How the fuck should I know that?  I didn’t read his bio.”

“Well…do your homework, man.  Find out what you can about him, and we’ll do some schmoozing together.”

“Fine.” Dalton rises.  “Hey, are you going to hire Kristina?”

“Yeah…I think so.  I’ve gotta keep Mikey on a short leash if I do though.”

“Why?”

“He saw her after the interview. You went that way, and he was coming the other way.  He saw her and that’s why I had to take him to the strip club last night.”

Dalton purses his lips together.  “Fuck.  He’s our best air traffic controller.  Don’t let him fuck this up.”

“I’ll do my best, brother.”


      [image: image-placeholder]On the drive home from work, I get a call coming in, so I push the Bluetooth and a familiar female voice comes on. 

“Jack?  Am I catching you at a bad time?”

Her name is Shelly, and we’ve been friends since the military. Consequently, she’s also one of the chicks I call when I’m feeling...lonely. She’s divorced with two kids and isn’t looking for anything other than a casual thing from time to time. Which works out great for me. 

“Shelly!” I chuckle. “How goes it?”

“I’m good. I’m good.”. When she repeats herself it’s always a sign that she’s not good and needs…comforting. With Shelly it’s a lot of drama, which is why I don’t get involved with her beyond the bedroom. 

“Yeah?  What’s new?”

“Just broke up with some jackass. And my ex-husband is getting married…again,”

“What’s this…his third or fourth go?”

“Third. Why do I always attract jackasses?”

“I don’t know, babe. I’m not the guy to ask. I think you’re great, but most people think I’m a jackass, too. Fact, someone called me a hippie recently.”

She laughs. “You busy tonight?”

“Not anymore.”

“You up for company?”

“Sure. I’m just on my way home.”  We never go out on dates or see each other outside of my house.  Only Wade knows about her, and that was by accident.  He walked in on us once.  Yeah, it was ugly.  But what are you going to do?  He’s learned to knock since.  When I get home, I shower and change out of my work clothes and into a pair of jeans and a t-shirt.  I’m starving, so I make a meal for two, assuming she’s up for eating.  The doorbell rings and I answer, getting a decent hug from my friend.  “Hungry?” I ask.

“Starved.  It smells awesome in here.” 

Shelly’s wearing a pair of jeans and a white linen shirt.  She’s not the slutty type, which is a turn-on.  Generally, I like chicks that give me a bit of a challenge, and leave something to the imagination.  “You look good.” I say conversationally.

“You too.  You still keep up that military physique.” She comments, walking over to the stove, taking a sniff of what’s inside the pot.  I’ve made spaghetti, the cheater’s way, with store-bought sauce.  What makes it extra yummy is the ground beef I add.  The noodles are just about done.  As she bends over the stove, I wrap my arms around her middle and kiss her neck.  That gets a playful giggle.  There are no acts with Shelly.  We both know why she’s here and we don’t make it a struggle.  That’s why we’ve been friends for so long.  

“You too.” I whisper in her ear.  She turns around and snakes her arms around my neck.  “You like spaghetti?”

“I do.” She says.  Her voice is low with need.  We like to play around a little and tease each other before hitting the sheets.  My eyes are hooded staring at her lips.  She takes the hint and kisses me.  I kiss her back.  We both keep our tongues where they belong…for now.

“This’ll be ready in two minutes.  You wanna have a seat?” I offer.  I know she wants to kiss me again, but I like teasing her.

“Sure.  Shall I get some drinks?”

“Yeah, sure.  Whatever you want.  I’ve got beer if you want it.”

She grabs two beers and places them on the table, removing the caps from them in a practiced motion.  As I grab the plates out of the cupboard, she wraps her arms around me, sliding her hand down below my belt.  “Haha…” I giggle silkily.  I only have a semi, but as she squeezes my dick, I feel all the blood rush to it.  “Easy, sweetie.  We want to make it through dinner, don’t we?”

“Sure.” She teases, giving me another squeeze.

“Oh, man.” I grunt.  “You’re sure hot tonight.”

“I am.” She releases me and sits at the table.  When I bring her her spaghetti, I realize that she’s also seriously hungry. Her food disappears off her plate quicker than mine does.  “So what’s new at work?” she asks when her plate is empty.

“Not much.  Trying to get this new developer for our fleet app, and I hired a new accountant today.  You?”

Shelly is an engineer for an outboard engine modeling conglomerate.  “We’re working with this Swiss company to try and develop a hybrid engine, similar to the hybrid car engines that are available now.”

“No shit.” I’m impressed.  At least Shelly’s got a brain and uses it.  That’s another thing about me.  I generally don’t mix well with ditzy girls.  Sometimes they’re fine just for messing around with, but I have no use for them otherwise.  I don’t ask her anything about her personal life.  A lesson learned early on.  It upsets her and takes whatever mood she has when she arrives and crushes it.  It makes it a lot more difficult to jumpstart her afterward.  Once she just wanted to talk.  Fucking boring as hell.  “I’ve got ice cream in the freezer.  You interested in dessert?”

“Do you want to drip it on me and lick it off?  Cause otherwise I don’t want any.” She says bluntly.

I chuckle.  “Whatever floats your boat, babe.  You want me to drip it on you?” it sounds kinda kinky to me.

“I have another trick in mind.” She wiggles her brows.  “You got honey, babe?”

“I do.” I rise, getting it out of the cupboard.  When I hand it to her, she rises and wraps her arms around my neck.  

“Let’s go in your bedroom and get naked.”








  
  

Chapter 3


Shelly
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Jack’s a really nice guy who I think would have been a perfect match for me in a lot of ways…before I was in the military.  Now we’re past the point of having more than a casual relationship.  We don’t have a lot in common other than our time together in the military.  Jack and I have been sleeping together since then.  Sometimes I think that maybe we could have more, but it’s kind of like when someone calls you the wrong name for so many years, and it’s too late to correct them.  Too much time has passed since we’ve had this…whatever it is…and we have nothing to build on now.   

He agrees with me, too.  I mean, literally, it’s almost awkward once we’ve had the sex.  There’s nothing to talk about.  Sometimes we just do it again and again, but afterwards there’s…nothing.  We don’t have an emotional connection to each other.  It’s weird.  I’ve never experienced that with anyone else before. Usually, it’s the opposite.  That’s how I got into trouble with my ex-husband.  But Jack is the only guy I sleep with at the moment, so I suppose there is a little bit of a commitment there.  Even when I’ve been offered the opportunity with other men in the past, I turn them down.  Whether it’s a personal preference to only sleep with one guy at a time, or it’s a devotional thing, I don’t know.  I know Jack doesn’t hold the same commitment to me, and I’m totally fine with that.  He doesn’t know that he’s the only one I’ve been with though.  And I’d like to keep it that way.

Jack is exceptionally fit and smart, which is a total turn-on for me.  His long hair is off-putting to some, but I find it very sensual.  His sexy curls go on for miles, and it’s a juxtaposition to his hard muscles and inked body.  I know he’s soft on the inside but he doesn’t like to admit it.  He’s never said no to me coming over, and he’s never shown me anything but tenderness in the bedroom and outside of it.  Part of me would love to start something more with him, because I know he’s got a huge heart, but the other part of me beats that part of me over the head with a veritable baseball bat whenever I think about him in that way.  The man doesn’t have feelings for me.  He’d help me out if I needed it, but it wouldn’t go beyond that.

As I guide him upstairs to his bedroom, holding a jar of honey in my hand, he’s grabbing my ass from behind.  When I reach the top, I stop to give him a chance to feel me up. And he does. His hands skate over my shirt and find my breasts. Then he finds the hem of my shirt and glides his soft hands across my belly until he finds the bottom of my bra. 

Lifting the underwire, he fondles my tits with his large hands, using just the right amount of pressure. His thumbs find my nipples and he skates them over my skin, making them bead. My back arches involuntarily to his touch, and a soft moan comes from my throat. 

“You like that.” He whispers in my ear from behind. 

“You know I do. That’s why you did it.” I mewl, leaning my back against his front. I can feel his hard cock from behind. He’s not making an effort to grind it into me, but he doesn’t have to; it’s huge. Slipping away from his touch, I take a step. He crosses his hands over his chest, waiting. 

“You want to do this here? In the hallway?  On the stairs?”

Jack is adventurous in the bedroom. He’s open to just about anything. We’ve already done it on the stairs and against the hallway wall a few times before. He strips off his t-shirt, revealing his monstrous arms. His biceps are each covered in ink. Many tattoos, too many to list. One favorite I will mention is the rose he has. It’s so simple but beautiful. It looks real enough to touch. 

His six pack abs almost glisten in the lighting and I involuntarily lick my lips. “Let’s see you.” He challenges, lifting his chin. He doesn’t wait for me to strip; he grabs the hem of my shirt and pulls it over my head. “Wow. I like.” He murmurs, noting my lacy black bra underneath. “You got matching panties under there?” He chuckles, undoing my pants. When I step out of them, he whistles. “Fucking sexy.”

Taking a step towards him, I undo his pants, giving him bedroom eyes that he stares at in the process. It gives me a thrill sometimes, his intense glances.  Pulling his pants off, he steps out of them and stands there in his briefs. His cock is so big it’s standing straight up. The head is poking out from the top. I want to lick it, so I bend on one knee and grasp his underwear enough to expose him. 

“Oh, man. This is a treat.” He grunts as I take him in my mouth. I can’t help it. He has such a beautiful dick.  I suck the head and wet my hand, pumping him to the hilt. He’s too big to fit all the way in so I use both hands. He doesn’t seem to mind as he rears his head back and sucks in air. 

A pearl of pre-come is already surfacing as I take him in deeper. It’s been a while since we’ve been together, and I wonder if maybe he hasn’t been with anyone since the last time we were together. “Mmmm…that’s so good…” he breathes, rocking his pelvis slightly. The salty taste is spurring me on but he’s reaching for my head. “Come up here.” He presses me against the wall and takes my lips in his, sliding his tongue inside. He’s an incredible kisser, and I can’t help but moan as his lips and tongue ravage mine. Slow and sexy; his kisses make me so wet.  Suddenly I just want him inside me. 

Grabbing his hand, I lead him to his bedroom and lay down on his bed. He spreads himself on me and kisses me again, making me moan. Reaching down he slides my panties off and unclasps my bra. Playfully, he flings it across the room like a slingshot. We both giggle and his lips and tongue find my breasts. 

I can’t handle it, it feels phenomenal. “You have condoms?” 

He nods and reaches for the nightstand drawer. After pulling one out, he tosses it on the bed, leaving me to take it out of the foil and roll it on him. Inching up, he kneels in position while I do my thing and sheath him. It’s exhilarating watching his girth go inside the thing. Once he’s covered, he wastes no time. Pulling my knees up with his hands, Jack enters me, drawing in a deep breath. 

“Has it been a while?” I ask, not trying to hide the need in my voice. 

“Long enough.” He sighs, lowering his head, feeling me tighten.

As he starts at a slow pace, I beg him to go faster. He listens, leaning himself up on his forearms. While his elbows are almost straight, our skin lightly slaps together as we breathe raggedly together, enjoying the erotic friction. 

His curls are falling from his pony tail, making him look extra sexy. They twirl down his shoulders, swaying with his movement. My back arches as he leans down and licks my breasts, his curls tickling my skin. “You’re close, aren’t you, baby?” He whispers through a ragged breaths. 

I nod and mewl a yes, writhing under him. He quickens his pace, driving me further to the edge, as I feel his cock get impossibly hard inside me. He drives into me to the hilt as I feel my orgasm crash through me. He goes impossibly faster as I ride the waves of pleasure, and then I watch his head rear up and down again, as the veins in his neck pop out. His grunt marks his release as he slowly lowers himself on me, giving me a breathless kiss on the shoulder. 

“Man. That was good, babe.” He sighs, taking a cleansing breath. As he withdraws and takes care of the condom, I pull the sheets over me from one side. I never stay the night, but somehow tonight I feel like sleeping in his arms. 

“It was, wasn’t it.” I snuggle into the pillow and he joins me on the bed. We usually just talk for a bit, so he doesn’t give me a questioning look. “Maybe I can stay a while and we can go for another round.” I suggest, testing the waters. We don’t usually have marathon sex or anything, but I figure if I give him a reason why I might stay, he won’t have a problem. 

“Whatever floats your boat, babe.” He shrugs. He surprises me. I figured he would give me an excuse like work or something. Like I said, Jack has a soft side and he’s got heart. 

“You remember Kyle?” I change the subject. 

“What…from Afghanistan?” Jack pulls the blankets over himself and loosens them around me so I can snuggle in too. 

“Yeah. He’s the jackass I just broke up with.”

“Really?  I thought he got married.  Oh, shit…was he cheating on his wife with you?”

I shake my head. “No. He got a divorce. But I can see why she left him. He’s an asshole.”

“He was cool with me. But I’m a guy.” He shrugs.

“He was cool with me too. Until I wanted to go out with my girlfriends. He’s a possessive asshole.”

“How long did you go out with him for?”

“A month or so. Not long. Thank God. I’m glad I found that out before I got in too deep.”

He smiles at me just as his cell phone rings. “Shit. Sorry.” He says, getting up off the bed. His phone must be downstairs because he disappears for a minute, and then reappears, carrying on a conversation. Jack’s a busy guy, being the CFO of an airline, so I’m totally not offended that he took the call. Sometimes I wonder how he fits me in when he does. He has the grace to come back into bed with me and throw his arm around me so we can continue snuggling. It sounds like he’s talking to one of his brothers. Who else?

“Okay, bro. Sounds good. I’ll catch you tomorrow.” He says and ends the call. “Sorry about that.” He says to me. “That was Dalton. He arranged a meeting with some app designer. Remember I told you about the app developer we’re trying to scout?  Well, we’ve got some schmoozing to do tomorrow night.” He winks. I love it when he does that. The way he winks…makes me weak in the knees. 

“You’ll get it.  Speaking from experience, you’re quite the charmer.”

He kisses me quickly. “Thanks babe. This gig is important. I’ll be wearing my best suit and tie for the occasion.”

“You’ll do great.” I smile. His gaze slides down to my lips. He lifts his chin.  He speaks with a silky tone. “What did you have in mind for the honey?”








  
  

Chapter 4


Jack
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Shelly’s a great lay and a nice girl, but I don’t want her staying over any more than I want to go out for this dinner with Jake’s friend. I figured if we play around with the honey that I could get rid of her. When she starts talking about her ex-boyfriend it was all I could do to not turn the television on and stifle her. I could care less about that Kyle guy. I haven’t seen him or spoken to him since I served. The fact that she’s getting involved with him doesn’t shock me. They had hard-ons for each other long ago.  

When the phone rings I’m grateful. Dalton kept the conversation short, and I’m glad of that. I didn’t want to piss Shelly off. Fearing she would start gabbing about more drama, I figured having sex again was a safe diversion. 

She gets out of bed, naked, and grabs the honey off the nightstand. “I want you to close your eyes.” She says, opening the jar. “I’m going to put this…somewhere on my body. Your job is to find it.”

I chuckle. She’s a little vixen. “By licking you all over I’m gathering?” My eyes close. 

“That’s the idea.” She’s quiet for a minute. I hear light shuffling in front of me. Then I hear her set the jar back on the nightstand.  It has darkened in the bedroom since we first came upstairs.  “You can open your eyes now.”  She lays down on the bed beside me.

“Well I know it’s not on your ass.” I’m matter of fact as I place my hands on either side of her hips and gently flip her onto her belly. “But let’s make sure.” I say, licking her ass cheeks and giving them a kiss, and then trailing my lips and tongue up her spine until I reach her neck. She’s moaning as I’m doing this. My dick is like steel. She’s got a great moan; I’ll give her that. Giving her neck a good suck, I reach under her and knead her tits, making sure I poke my cock between her ass cheeks in the process. 

When I flip her over to face me, I give her an open-mouth kiss, dipping my tongue inside. Kissing down her neck and chest, I suck her breasts as she arches her back towards me. No honey there, either. As I trail kisses down her belly, I reach her navel and there it is. “Mmmm….” 

She giggles. “I was going to put it in my snatch, but I figure that’s too cliché.”

I chuckle, licking the last of the honey out of her belly button, then work my way back up to her lips. Reaching for another condom, I stuff it in between her cleavage. “You wanna do this one too?”

She makes a sound that says she’s turned on by the offer, and rips the foil. After she rolls it on me, I waste no time again. Plunging into her, I lift her legs onto my shoulders so I’m deep inside.  Shelly grunts her pleasure as I drive into her fast.  I want to make her come fast and hard; her favorite, so I keep my elbows straight as our skin slaps together hard.  Some would call this rabbit sex, but what the fuck…she’s into it.  Her body is clenching under me, and I feel her digging her nails into my shoulders.  

“Oh…God…Jack!” she cries as I feel her muscles contract.  That was record time.  Her fast orgasm is a huge pat on the back for me.  I keep driving into her, focusing on her tits bobbing under me, as I wait for my release.  When she sucks my nipples, I feel my seed shoot out of me, slowing slightly to savor the pleasure.  As I take a cleansing breath at the end, I rest my head on her shoulder for a moment.  We haven’t caught our breaths when she hears her phone ringing.  “Shit.  It might be one of my kids.” She says from under me, giving me the signal to get off her.  

As she trots downstairs, I take care of the condom and throw my underwear and shirt back on.  She comes back upstairs and begins dressing as she’s still talking on the phone.  No idea who she’s talking to and I don’t really care.  I hear her giggle and I’m relieved.  God forbid if she brings any of her drama over here.  I’ve had my fill of it from her already.  I hear her close the conversation and then she turns her phone off.  “Hey, sorry about that.” She says, fully clothed.  “My girlfriend wants to meet me for drinks.  She knows I’m kid-free tonight.”

“Sounds like fun.” 

“Yeah.  I could use a night out.” She smiles.  Tucking her phone in her back pocket, she looks at me.  “Do you want to…go out for dinner on Saturday night?”

Think of something you have going on…why can’t I think of something?  “Raincheck?” 

“Sure.  Let me know.” She shrugs nonchalantly.  “I just thought it might be nice to do something outside of sex for a change.  You know…see where things go?”

“Sure.” I frown.  What the fuck?  What am I…a convenience now?  She breaks up with the boyfriend and now she suddenly wants me for more than a romp?  “I’ll let you know Friday.” Hopefully she’ll meet someone at the bar tonight, and I’ll be off the hook.

“Sounds good.” She walks over and kisses me quickly on the mouth.  “I’ve gotta go.  I’ll see you.” 

“See you.”

Twenty bucks says I won’t hear from her until the next time she’s horny and alone.


      [image: image-placeholder]I offered Kristina the job and she accepted it.  She’s starting tomorrow.  It wouldn’t have been professional to mention seeing her at the strip joint, but man, was it burning in my mind.  A Freudian slip almost burst out when the word ‘wrong’ nearly came out ‘thong’.  Fuck, was that close.  Now all I have to do is prepare for this ass-kissing dinner with Jake’s dad’s friend and we’re set.  

Sitting at my desk, I hear a knock at the door.  “Yeah, come in.”

It’s Ryanne, one of our Administrative Assistants.  “Jack, sorry to bother you.  I just need your approval on this quote before I go ahead and order the food for tomorrow’s lunch.”  We always do a luncheon when someone new starts, as a way of welcoming them and introducing them to the clan, instead of just bringing them from desk to desk, shoving them in front of dozens of people they won’t remember the names of.  It keeps morale up, and we’ve found that it sometimes helps keep turnover down.

“Sure.  Bring it here.” I say.  Ryanne is sweet and smart, and hard-working as hell.  She’s also as ugly as a bulldog, with an underbite and jowls fit for a sixty year old, when she can’t be more than thirty.  Glancing at the invoice, I see that she’s sprung for wraps, instead of the usual pizza.  “Nice.” I say, impressed.  “Sure, go ahead.” I sign the quote and hand it back to her. 

“Perfect.  We’ll have it delivered for noon tomorrow.”

“Works for me.  Thanks.” I smile and she smiles back, walking out of my office, closing the door behind her.  Eight hours later I’m standing in the foyer of some swanky restaurant with Dalton.  We’re both dressed to the nines with our best suit and tie, waiting for our guest to arrive.  

“Fuck, Jake’s not going to be here, is he?” I ask Dalton.  He arranged for this meeting.

“No.” he shakes his head.  “Did you put enough of that fucking gel shit in your hair, man?” he looks at me like I’ve got something globbing down the side of my face.  

“You said the fucker didn’t like my hair, so I made it as tidy as possible.  So what if I put a shitload of styling crap in it.  At least it’s not flying all over.”

The look on Dalton’s face is sour.  “Jesus.  I don’t know why you didn’t fucking bathe in the shit.  You might as well have.”

“Do you want to do this now?  How much fucking cologne are you wearing?  You smell like a fucking Armenian cab driver.”

“I’m not wearing any, asshole.  It’s the fucking perfume in your cheap hair gel.”

“You’re such a fucking asshole.  I can’t believe you punched the shit out of Jake and made us lose our fucking app developer.  This is all your fault.  Just because he said your girlfriend was old.”

“The fucker said a lot more than that, and he had it coming, shithead.  You know it.  Jake was born an asshole and just grew bigger.  I’m not doing business with him anymore…and you would have done the same if you were in my position.”

“Bullshit.  I’m not fucking cutting my hair for this loser.  If you’re not willing to work with an asshole, neither am I.”

“Well,” Dalton raises a hand.  “I work with you, don’t I.”

“Fuck you.”

“Fuck you, too.  We’re wasting our time here, man.” Dalton rakes a hand through his hair.  

The hostess approaches us.  “Your table is ready, sirs.”

“Thank you.” Dalton sighs, giving me a look.  “You want to bow out?” he asks under his breath, so she can’t hear us.

“Na.  If you can grow a set, so can I.” 

“Fine.”

We’re good boys and order sparkling water while we wait.  Five minutes later our guest arrives, sporting a corduroy dinner jacket; one of those with the elbow patches sewn on.  “We’re fucking sunk.” I say to Dalton under my breath.  He elbows me in the ribs and pastes on a smile.

Dalton rises and I follow suit.  My brother lifts his hand to shake the guy’s hand. “Mister Johnson, so nice to meet you.”

Mr. Johnson is this short, lanky little fuck with a comb-over stained some godawful black color.  His John Lennon-style glasses look grimy from nervous sweat.  I could knock him over with a healthy sneeze.  “Dalton.” He chuckles, as if my brother’s name is funny.  “Call me Ian.”  Dalton turns to me and makes the introduction.  Ian’s hand is sweaty and sickly hot.

“Glad to meet you, Ian.” I say, bowing slightly, laying it on thick.  Not sure why though, the vibe I’m getting from this guy straight away is that he would much rather be at home in his mother’s basement, playing video games and jerking off while figuring out the quickest way to hack into Macy’s firewall so he can grab credit card numbers to buy porn.

Ian takes a seat and removes his jacket.  Underneath is a decent shirt, properly fitted.  He removes his glasses and tucks them into his jacket pocket.  Just as he gets himself properly adjusted in the seat, the waitress brings us our menus and walks away.  “So I understand you know Mason Harlow.” Ian comments, referring to Jake’s father.

“Yes, we’ve done business with his son in the past.” Dalton answers.

Ian peruses his menu half-heartedly.  “Yes, I don’t care much for his son.”

Whoa…things are starting to look up.

Dalton gives a slow, one-sided nod.  “Can’t say I disagree with you there, sir.”

“I’ve never told Mason that, of course.  But that Jake has a tongue on him I’d like to lasso.” He looks up at us.  “You know he had some choice words for my wife once?  I shudder when I think about it.” He actually shudders.

Dalton doesn’t look like he’s taking the bait, so I chime in.  “Dalton here pounded on Jake at his wedding for laying into his wife.”

Dalton looks like he just swallowed a frog.  “Jack, I don’t think Ian wants to hear about that.”

Ian’s face breaks into a warm smile as he looks at Dalton.  “Was that you?  That was your handiwork?”

“Wait…you were there?” I chuckle.

Ian looks at me.  “Well, of course I was!  Mason and I have been friends since college.” He laughs, and then turns back to Dalton.  “How did that feel…to lay one on him like that?” the man is truly intrigued.

“I’m not proud of it, sir.  But he had it coming…for a while.”

“Do you know I think he actually lost a tooth after that?” Ian giggles.

“I doubt I hit him that hard, sir.” Dalton’s trying to be a gentleman, but Ian is not helping.

“His lip swelled up like a balloon.” He’s still laughing.  “Do you know how many people were trying to keep a straight face looking at him?  I swear you did a service to the entire reception hall, Dalton.”

“Well, that wasn’t my intention, sir.  I just wanted him to know that he has no right to treat my wife like that.”

Ian sobers, giving a tight nod.  “Well, good for you, son.” His attention goes back to the menu.  “What is good to eat here, boys?”

“I hear the steak is fantastic.  That’s what I’m getting.” I declare.

We all order the steak and eat relatively quietly, with a little small talk peppered in here and there.  Once we get down to business, Ian sits up tall.  “I understand that you’re looking for a developer.”

“Yes, that’s right, sir.” Dalton says.

“I had a look at what you sent me, Dalton.  It’s very impressive, and I think I can help you.”

“That’s great news, sir.” I say, feeling my hopes rise.  

We discuss a few minor details and agree to have an agreement drawn up in the next week.  Just as we shake hands and bid Ian adieu, he turns to me and says.  “Cut your hair and you’ve got yourselves a deal.” The way his behavior has been tonight, I expect him to laugh and chuck me on the shoulder in jest, but his face is firm.  I almost want to ask him if he’s joking, but his expression isn’t wavering.  Ian doesn’t wait for a response.  He simply turns on his heel and walks to his car.

“What the fuck was that?” I bark to Dalton.

He shrugs.  “I told you he doesn’t like your hair.” He’s trying but failing to lose the smirk on his face.

“Fucking ridiculous.” I nod.  “Well I’m not doing it.  Fuck him.”

Dalton turns to me.  “I thought you said, ‘if you can grow a set, so can I’?”

“Fuckoff.”
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