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Author's Note

This book is a work of fiction. The people
in it aren't real. This story is not meant as an instruction manual
but as escapist entertainment. Always play safe and
responsibly.
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 Just a Tease...

 


He was wearing that legendary hockey
goalie mask.

 


My heart skipped a beat, and my breath
stopped in my throat. Once again, he was staring right at me – as
if those leaves and branches weren't even in the way. Suddenly, he
started moving towards me! Not too fast but he would be up to the
bushes in a few seconds. He reached for something in his tool belt.
It was a machete!

 


I turned and bolted. I started running
as fast I could down the beach trying to get as much distance
between me and him. I glanced backward and saw that he was
following me. Big mistake! I tripped on a small rock that I might
have seen if I was paying attention, and sprawled to the ground. I
quickly scrambled back to my feet and decided to take to the woods.
The better to conceal myself.

 


I was trying to make up for the time I
lost when I fell. As I ran, I put on the night vision goggles. I
was hoping the edge they gave me would be enough. But no matter how
fast I ran, I could not seem to shake the J-Man. You can't exactly
run in a straight line through the underbrush. And every time I
went around something, it seemed to turn me back towards him. I
didn't know these woods. To him, they seemed to be his home. He
probably could've walked through blindfolded and not bumped into
anything.

 


I came around a tree and practically
ran into him. I screeched to a halt. I looked at him, and he seemed
to be looking at me. We were in a small clearing so there was
plenty of moonlight. Suddenly as he raised his arm, wielding the
machete, it occurred to me that I wasn't supposed to be running.
"Why am I afraid?" I thought. I came here for HIM. I held out my
hand for him to stop. "Wait!"

 


That seemed to stay his hand. Still,
it was two-thirds of the way up. I pulled the night vision goggles
off, and it took a moment for my eyes to adjust." Wait," I asked
him this time. I showed no fear because I had realized I had no
reason to fear. Slowly, he cocked his head to one side as if
questioning my motives.

 


I reached up and grabbed the zipper of
my jacket. Slowly, I unzipped it and took it off as seductively as
I could do in a second or two. I had dressed for him. The shorts
were to show off my legs. Also, they were quite snug and clung to
my tight, athletic ass. My shirt was simple and unbuttoned except
for the bottom two buttons. I knew he could see my ample cleavage,
even in the moonlight.

 


"Do you like..." I said, pausing for
effect. "…what you see?" I was traipsing my fingers between my
ample bosom. Slowly, he raised his hand higher. "Wait!" I said as I
stepped closer. It stayed his hand, and I pulled my shirt – popping
the buttons – and exposing my breasts. They were creamy white, and
I know even he could see my large, hard, dark pink nipples in that
moonlight. "What do you think?"

 


There was a long pause. It's hard to
read a face that's hidden beneath a mask. His hand moved ever so
slightly. He was going to bring the machete down on me! In the
blink of an eye, an idea hit me. "WAIT!" I shouted as I grabbed his
cock through his coveralls.

 


Jesus! I hope this works!
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Some people love the
hero. They want the man who does good
things. And some love the antihero. The one who is basically, bad,
or breaks the rules but in the end does the good thing. And then
there's people like me. We're the ones that want the bad boy. Ones
who fall in love with arrogant, asshole rock stars. The ones who
fall in love with death-row killers. Me? I have a thing for one of
the worst of them all.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





