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Ryan & Fancy 




It’s been a while since Francine had a girls' night out with her best friend Sara. She also wanted to celebrate her final and permanent break up with her ex-boyfriend. There were awkward moments at the bar, but things improved when Sara left the dance floor with her new friend Ray. The night turned into good times and ended at a waterfront loft. Francine crashed on the sofa and woke up the next morning to freshly brewed coffee and Ray’s older brother half naked in the kitchen. Ryan was handsome, inked, and his gritty persona was so hot she couldn’t take it. 














  
  

1. A Night Out 


Francine 





Seattle, Washington


“Do you want another drink?” The guy next to me yelled over the music. His cologne was intense. He kept his thigh pressed on my stool making it impossible to move. 

My moderate cleavage was encased in lace and my dress was appropriate for a girls’ night. I tried remembering something from a recent article on bar etiquette. I wanted to be polite but felt exposed under his relentless stare. I had a few seconds before he considered me a stuck-up bitch. I smiled and said, “No thank you.”

He released his vice grip on my seat but didn’t give me space. I perched on a small part of the stool and kept taking delicate sips from my Mai Tai. I wasn’t much of a drinker, but the spiced rum and flavors were really good.

Sara was on the dance floor. She flipped her hair over one shoulder and then walked seductively around her dance partner. Sara teased him with her provocative strut. Everyone could see he was worked up. I laughed because he had no idea how wild Sara could get.

I felt relieved when the guy sitting next to me signaled to a woman across the bar. He seemed determined to find someone to accept his offer. I sipped my drink and decided to watch. He pointed at her empty glass. She smiled and accepted. He smirked like I missed out on a good time. I didn’t need his disapproving look because I didn’t have the best luck with men. 

He left his spot at the bar. The space filled with a couple. They placed a drink order, but I had more wiggle room in my seat. My phone vibrated. Shane was a bad habit I needed to quit. I sipped my Mai Tai and took in the crowd, ready to forget my ex-boyfriend. 

A cute guy was in the corner. He flashed a brilliant smile. I was working up the nerve to ask him over when a brunette tumbled onto his lap. He smacked her bottom. She laughed and gave him a playful kiss. Guess he had a type because she looked like me. He shot me a pitiful look. I was really out of practice and not the least bit offended.

I looked away and my eyes landed on trouble. He reminded me of Shane minus his beard and hair color. I stared longer than I should have because his smile filled with mischief. I grabbed my drink and swiveled to look at the dance floor. Sara moved to the beat with a new dance partner. He held her hips and rocked against her. His moves were naughty yet somehow respectful. I wasn’t sure how he pulled that off, but Sara stayed in rhythm.

There was a hard knock on the bar when the bartender put down an upside-down shot glass. He motioned to trouble. Oh great, that’s all I needed.

The song ended, and Sara came to the bar with her new friend. “Hey, that was fun!” She fanned her face with her hand, “Ray, this is my best friend Francine.”

He said hi and asked if we’d like a drink. Sara said yes and thanked him while purring his name. We told Ray what we’d have. He motioned to the bartender.

Sara moved closer, “Who sent the drink?”

“He’s across the bar,” I whispered. “Don’t look at him.”

“Are you talking about the cute ginger?” she asked. “He’s on his way here.”

It was time to excuse ourselves and have a quick meeting in the ladies’ room. Sara wanted to spend time with Ray, so I was willing to catch a cab home. She was against it, but I was all for them enjoying their night. We figured it out and went back to the bar.

Ray handed us shots of liquor. “Francine, I ordered rum for you. I wanted it to go with your drink.”

“She didn’t need a drink when she had an extra,” his voice was amused. I looked at trouble, and he gave me another wicked smile. Yeah, he would be drama on another level. I didn't need it after dealing with my ex-boyfriend for so long. Trouble shook hands with Ray and my cheeks flushed. It was just my luck, they knew one another.

“Ladies, this is Dutch.” Ray reached for a shot glass, “I’ll grab this for you.” He walked away and motioned to the bartender. I couldn’t hear what Ray said but Dutch sounded unhappy about it.

I didn’t have to glance at Sara because she’d follow the shot glass too. The bartender walked to a booth and placed it on the table. The woman stared in our direction.

Sara tensed up beside me. I touched her arm, “Quit it, we’ve been in her situation before.”

Sara relaxed, “Yes, and it fucking sucks.”

I nodded, “It does. I didn’t want to ruin our night, but Shane came over. It took everything not to listen to his excuses.”

My friend smiled, “I can tell you’re serious about not taking him back.” 

Dutch’s voice sounded gruff. Sara heard it and grabbed her drink. “Ray, we’ll wait until you’re ready.”

“I’ll be there in a second,” he replied with his eyes on Dutch, “Go see about Melody, you can’t keep doing this.”

Dutch glanced over Ray’s shoulder at me. I didn’t want to talk to him before but wouldn’t say anything at all now. I didn’t want Melody thinking I was interested in him.

Dutch walked past with a smile, “I’ll see you around.”

Ray came to the bar, “Sorry about that.”

I picked up my shot, “Don’t worry about it.”

We clinked glasses and drank the shots. The spice rum was strong. I chased it with my Mai Tai while Sara and Ray laughed. They wanted another one, but I wasn’t ready yet.

We talked until Sara heard a song we liked. She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the dance floor. “Hey, see if he’s watching.”

I glanced at the bar. Ray relaxed on the stool with his eyes on Sara.

“He’s definitely paying attention.”

Sara laughed, “Good because I want him to.”

The liquor must’ve taken effect because the tempo felt erotic and my body tingled when the beat pulsed.

Sara started her sexy strut. I did it with her. We moved in rhythm until the best part of the song came and then we went wild. I twirled and popped my hips to the music until I forgot about Shane. I became the beautiful carefree woman I was before settling for less, and Sara cheered me on.








  
  

2. Meeting Fancy 


Ryan 





Why was Ray so loud? He said something else and a woman laughed. I put my arm across my face. Hell, I wasn’t a morning person, Dad needed help at the diner, but he had to hire someone for the morning shift soon. 

There was a burst of laughter. Fuck, I didn’t want to embarrass my brother, but he knew how I felt about him having rowdy women over on mornings when I had to be awake at the crack of fucking dawn. 

We talked last week after I tripped over a woman on the way out my room. Ladies were sprawled all over the place with their asses and breasts on display. So, I made a pot of coffee, woke them up, and called a cab service. I blocked their attempts to grope me while I figured out which woman needed to get where. The coffee didn’t help because they were still falling down drunk when I herded them out and into the cabs.

I paid both drivers two hundred dollars to take the women where they needed to go. Ray gave me the money and explained. He only wanted to have sex with one of them. She wouldn’t come without her friends. I laughed because only my brother could be dedicated to a situation like that. Ray could have easily pulled a woman with less drunken baggage. He said it was worth it. Hell, it should’ve been after that bullshit.

There was another loud thump and more laughter. Ray said something and a woman let out a high-pitched squeal. I was about to get up when another woman’s calm tone hit my ear. I didn’t want to imagine or see the body that came with that sexy voice. My brother and I don’t share women so there was no reason for me to meet her.

She laughed, “I should tuck you both in.”

The other woman pouted, “Fancy, it’s still early.”

“It’s not and you two are so loud. Ray said his brother lives here. We should be considerate,” their voices faded. Low music came on. I dozed off and didn’t wake up until my phone vibrated enough for me to want to throw it against the wall. I tapped the screen and then rubbed my face. I was still tired and needed downtime but had to settle for coffee, a shower, and breakfast at the diner during my shift.

I left the bed and grabbed my phone. It was quiet. Ray and his company must have finished early. I opened the bedroom door and then looked down to make sure there wasn’t a half-naked woman curled up on the floor. The hall was empty this time. Ray kept the entertainment in his room. That was a good thing. 

I walked past the living room. There was a woman’s purse on the ottoman. Sexy shoes were near a chair. Guess she didn’t sleep in Ray’s room. Maybe she needed her own space. Hell, I could relate.

I was making coffee when she groaned. I went to check on her. The woman was sleeping on the sofa. Her hair was dark hazel waves that fanned out on the pillows. She let out another cute groan and tried stretching but twisted herself up in the blanket. Her dress slid higher, exposing more of her thigh. Her skin looked softer than silk. She arched, and there was a hint of lace around her heart shaped ass.

I went into the kitchen to put on coffee. This sweet angel was about to wake up with one hell of a hangover. There was movement in the living room. She sat up and her hair tumbled down her back when she stretched.

I smiled when she softly yawned and poured coffee into mugs. She cursed under her breath. Yeah, she noticed me. I chuckled, “Hey, do you want coffee?”

There was silence. I smiled, “I know you’re awake.”

“Hi, thank you,” she said how to make her coffee. 

I liked her voice, it sounded sensual. I turned around and realized she was staring at me. I was wearing lounge pants but didn’t bother with a shirt. I was comfortable. She threw a flirty, wide-eyed look my way. I didn’t mind and rounded the sofa to give her the cup and her breasts bounced when she leaned forward. She stared unashamed with a curiosity I found attractive. Her hands brushed mine when she took the cup. She sipped and her thank you sounded naughty.

“You’re welcome, I’m Ryan.”

“This tastes good,” she sighed. “I’m Francine.”

I winked at her, “Fancy, it makes sense.” 

She blushed, “It’s my nickname. Sorry for the noise. I was supposed to go home, but my friend was worried because it was late. Ray said I could stay. I hope that’s okay.”

“Not a problem. How are you feeling?”

“I’m hung over,” she admitted. “I’m not much of a drinker and the spiced rum did a number on me.”

“Alright. There’s bottled water in the kitchen. I have to be at work in an hour. I doubt my brother or your friend will be up anytime soon. I can take you home if you want.”

Her thank you hit lower this time. It was meant to sound like it did. I finished my coffee and left the living room. Francine was more than a handful. She wanted sex. I felt the chemistry too but wasn’t sure she was the type of woman to have a sexual relationship with no strings attached. I haven’t been in a relationship in years. 

I checked my text messages. Dutch sent a few. He asked if I talked to Ray about last night. I didn’t. My brother would’ve knocked on my door had it been an emergency. 

I replied to Dutch and scrolled through the messages from women. I wanted to come home and unwind after my shift. Ray was closing tonight, so I’ll have the place to myself, not that it mattered because I’d have company regardless if the mood struck, but why didn’t I want to? I knew the answer. Fancy was in my living room, and I wanted her.








  
  

3. Sexy Stranger, Same Ex


Francine





How could Ryan be so sexy? I saw him in the kitchen and couldn’t resist the opportunity to feel a bit of sexual gratification. He didn’t have on a shirt and his lounge pants were so low on his waist, I could see the deep curve above his butt. Ryan had a lot of ink and that was hot. His jet-black hair added to the gritty persona, and my panties were wet the second he turned around. 

Ryan could tell I was attracted to him. So, why didn’t he flirt with me? He teased about my nickname but that was more playful. Well, his first impression was a barely dressed woman on his sofa, tangled in a blanket with wild hair. It hardly seemed sexy.

I left the sofa and went to the glass panes. I didn’t notice how large the balcony was but the view of downtown and the waterfront were incredible last night, and it was just as beautiful in the morning. We had a break from rain in the past few days, but I love stormy weather. I thought about how amazing it would be to just relax and storm watch.

I finished my coffee, grabbed my purse, and went to the hall bathroom. My reflection in the mirror made me cringe. I cleaned my face and attempted to smooth the wrinkles out of my dress. It didn’t work so I gave up and put on a pair of disposable lace slippers. I decided not to risk the metal stairs in my heels. We struggled up three flights last night since the building didn’t have an elevator, so the trip down would be a nightmare.

I went back to the living room for my phone. It didn’t have much battery life left, so I decided to check my messages later. I pulled my hair into a ponytail and secured it with a hair tie.

Ryan walked into the room wearing distressed denims and a vintage tee. I glanced at his leather boots and the image of Ryan seated on a motorcycle with me on his lap came to mind. I pushed away the thought and grabbed my things. He’ll drive me home, and we’ll leave it at that because I always fell for his type.

Ryan asked if I was alright. I looked at him and there it was, a naughty twinge. I watched him fix the collar on his knit sweater. He paid attention to me and his dark brown eyes searched mine for an answer. I said the first thing I could think of. “I like your place. Is it expensive to live here? I would love to live this close to the water.”

He smiled, “I’ll let you know if a loft here becomes available.”

“Thanks, but I’m an Administrative Assistant and couldn’t afford it on my salary. I would ask a friend, but I like having my own space,” I was rambling, but Ryan didn’t seem to mind.

“I’ll put in a good word for you,” he said.

I blushed, “I can’t believe you’d do that for me.”

“I own the building. I can do whatever I want.” Ryan laughed, “Fancy, your expression is cute.”

“I’m surprised. Have you always been in real estate?”

“No, I worked for years and purchased the building with my savings, the place had good bones. I renovated, moved in, and rented the spaces below. There are two units on each floor. I’ll let you know if someone moves.” Ryan opened the front door.

I softly said thank you. We went down the steps to the ground floor, and he held the door for me. It was cooler out. I shivered and quickly fastened my sweater. We walked to the parking lot and were inside his truck minutes later. I relaxed on the seat when the hot air streamed from the vents. 

Ryan looked up my address before he put the truck in gear. “Would you like to have breakfast?” he asked the question without taking his eyes off the road. “My Dad has a diner not far from your place. I’ll be on shift if you’d like to come in.”

I bit my lip, “Is it alright if I came for lunch?”

“Sure, I’ll be there until five o’clock,” he glanced at me. “Fancy, what’s on your mind?”

“I was thinking we should exchange numbers.” It wasn’t subtle, but it worked because Ryan asked if I had my phone. He said his number and the address for the diner. I asked for the name. Ryan said his Dad named it The Diner. He laughed when I said it made sense but it did. I mean, that’s what it was after all.

Ryan chuckled and called me cute. I felt a new kind of heat because he liked me and that was a start. Ryan said to stop by another time if I wanted to sleep off my slight hangover. I felt wide awake from the coffee but had a mild headache. My excuse was that I needed to eat and didn’t want to cook.

Ryan parked the truck in front of my building. I thanked him and was about to open the truck door when I noticed Shane on the steps with his phone out. I grabbed my things and promised to see Ryan later. I didn’t move fast enough because Shane noticed. There was a low click when Ryan put the truck in park.

I wanted to explain, “The guy is my ex-boyfriend. I didn’t invite him over.”

“Alright, come on,” Ryan grabbed his keys and got out of the truck. Damn it. Shane had awful timing.

Ryan opened the truck door. I eased out, clutched my things, and hoped Shane wouldn’t mouth off. We walked past him and went up the steps.

“Francine, did you tell him we were together for three years? You can’t throw that away!”

I ignored Shane and unlocked the front door. I turned to thank Ryan but also to see if he was mad. He seemed calm, but Shane looked pissed.

Ryan waited until I locked the door. He walked down the steps and passed Shane.

Ryan glanced in my direction before he got into his truck. I waved and left Shane to do whatever. He probably sensed Ryan wouldn’t mess around with him. I smiled, maybe we’ll be friends, but I couldn’t wait to have lunch at the diner. 








  
  

4. Past History


Ryan





Her ex seemed like an asshole. I wasn’t worried about him, but Francine told the truth. She didn’t know he’d be there. I was glad I offered her a ride home. He probably would’ve given her a hard time. Francine recently ended a relationship. I wasn’t sure if she’d want more than casual sex because she had a settled in vibe about her. 

I parked in the lot near the diner and checked my phone. Francine texted to apologize for her ex-boyfriend. I replied and told her not to worry about it. I got out of my truck and walked into the diner. It was always crowded in the mornings.

Dad was busy at the grill. I shook Mr. Earl’s hand on my way passed. He was Dad’s oldest friend and told great stories about the good old days. I saw new pretty faces. They stared at me and whispered. I’m sure they could tell Ray was related to me. I’d have to remind him not to give out the address because his advertising strategy wasn’t the best. 

Miss Doris was at her usual table. “Well, here’s the most beautiful woman in the place,” I smiled. “How are you, Miss Doris?”

“I’m well Ryan, give me some sugar.”

I kissed her cheek, “You know I will anytime you ask.”

Miss Doris giggled. “You are a charmer young man. How’s the real estate business?”

“I have the apartment building, and the tattoo shop, but I’m not sure if I’ll purchase more property. I haven’t decided what to do with the second level of the shop yet.”

Her eyes sparkled, “You could make it a lounge or speakeasy but legal, of course.”

I winked at her, “Good times and great music.”

Miss Doris blushed and then shooed me away.

I chuckled because she was too much. I said good morning to Dad, ditched my sweater, and washed my hands. We kept fresh slabs of bacon in the freezer. I carried them to the kitchen. Dad glanced at me, “Is she still out there?”

“Yes, and you know Miss Doris will wait until you take her order,” I grabbed the metal spatula and started to cook. “Dad it’s been ten years since Mom died. I know you miss her. Ray and I do too, but she would want you to be happy.”

“Son, I’ve been alright all this time.”

I ignored the gruffness in Dad's voice and kept talking, “Miss Doris is here three times a week. A woman like her won’t wait on you forever. She’s like aged fine wine. A younger guy will do his best to win her heart. He’ll want her to be his.”

Dad cursed under his breath and then he mumbled about taking orders. I kept cooking but looked to see if he would listen. Dad made sure everyone had a menu. He went to Miss Doris. Her face lit up when Dad spoke to her. I smiled. The old man just needed a push in the right direction. 

Our morning crowd came and went. Ray sent a text around one. I asked about Dutch, finished my order, and waited for my brother to explain. Ray sent it all in two long texts. I shook my head. Dutch and I went way back, but I didn’t like how he threw other women in Melody’s face. He liked her jealous. I don’t know why she was still with him, but there’s not much we could do. I argued with Dutch about his disrespect. We haven’t had a fist fight since we were kids, but if he ever pushed my brother around that would change.

I texted back that I’d talk to Dutch. Hell, it wouldn’t help much, but he won't be flirting with Francine. That’s when I realized how much I liked her. I didn’t feel the need to express emotion in a long time. My last serious relationship ended years ago. I was with Tara for two years, but she wasn’t loyal the way Melody was to Dutch.

Tara complained that she needed attention and hated being alone. I worked a lot of hours back then at the diner, construction jobs, and anything else that would make money. I wanted to reach a level of success, and it would’ve been nice to have a woman to share it with. 

Tara cheated with a random guy at a bachelorette party. I found out a few weeks later from her cousin. I asked Tara about it. She lied, and we argued. I couldn’t be in a relationship with a woman I didn’t trust. Tara said she hooked up with other guys while I was at work. I’m not sure why she said it, maybe it was to make me jealous or mad, but I lost interest. Tara offered me sex a few times after that happened. I turned her down because we were past history.

Mom always said I fell for women that were difficult to love. Damn, I would give anything to have one conversation with her. My eyes watered, and my vision blurred. Mom would always be my favorite girl.

Dad’s laughter interrupted my thoughts. I wiped my face with my arm and glanced in his direction. Dad was talking with a customer. I could tell by his hand movements that he was about to tell a joke. I chuckled. He was a riot, and I think the old man could use a bit of excitement in his life.

It was three in the afternoon. I didn’t hear from Francine. Guess she changed her mind about coming to the diner. Well, she had my number. Francine would use it if she ever wanted to hang out. I felt tired and planned to head back to my place after work.








  
  

5. Wanting to Be His 


Francine





“Is there sexual chemistry?” Sara asked me. 

“Yes, but after what happened with Shane, well, I don’t think Ryan is interested now.” 

“I’m glad he was there, hold on a sec.” Sara yelled, “Ray, where’s my damn bra?”

“I don’t know! I’m still looking for your panties!”

“Keep them! I need the bra! It’s expensive!”

I laughed. Only Sara would have sex with a guy and then argue with him afterward.

“You can check my collection drawer and pick a bra,” Ray told her. “I’m sure there are pricey ones in there.”

“What is wrong with you?” Sara cursed.

Ray teased her but admitted he didn’t have a special drawer. Sara pouted and cursed more until Ray promised he’d make it up to her. Sara giggled and whispered for him to wait. They liked one another more than they’d admit. 

Sara said she’d call later because she had to find her clothes before Ray left for work. I knew what would happen before they even bothered to search for a stitch of clothing.

I checked the time. It was after three. Ryan’s shift would be over by five, and I still didn’t know what to wear. I stared at the clothes on my bed. We didn’t have a date, but I wanted to make a good impression at least.

I shimmied into my favorite dark rinse jeans, buttoned them, and pulled on a tank top. I tried deciding which sweater to wear, gave up and grabbed the cashmere one. I pulled it on before I changed my mind for the hundredth time. The fabric felt soft on my skin and a little shoulder would show. The outfit wasn’t the sexiest thing in my closet but it was comfortable. 

I put my hands on my hips and then turned to the side to check myself out in the full-length mirror. I was at Ryan’s place this morning and now I was worried that he wouldn’t like my outfit. That was silly. I slipped on leather flats and grabbed my bag. 

I was in the car with the navigation on minutes later. My stomach fluttered and then knotted. I took a breath and wondered if I should text Ryan to let him know I was on my way. I decided not to, started the car, and listened to directions.

I turned into the parking lot near the diner ten minutes later. It was almost four, hopefully Ryan didn’t leave early. I walked into the diner and felt like I went back in time with the cool retro style. I looked around but didn’t see Ryan. I was about to text him when a silver haired guy glanced in my direction. I saw the family resemblance. He smiled and motioned to the seats at the end of the counter. I slid onto the stool. He gave me a menu and asked if I would like to start with a drink. I read the name Carl in fancy script on his shirt and ordered lemonade. My stomach growled as a reminder that I didn’t eat.

Mr. Carl placed a tall fountain glass of lemonade on the counter. I thanked him. He smiled and then went to speak with a customer before I had a chance to ask for Ryan.

I was reading the menu and trying to decide on my order when Dutch walked in. I had the worst luck. I turned away and stared at my menu, hoping he wouldn’t notice, but the only vacant spot was nearby.

“Francine, I didn’t expect to see you in here.” Dutch’s voice was just over my shoulder. He walked past and sat on the stool, “We didn’t get a chance to talk last night.”

“I’m here with Ryan so leave me alone.”

Dutch laughed, “He didn't mention you.”

“Well, I spent the night at his place, he took me home, and now I’m waiting until his shift ends at five,” I could’ve stopped there but Dutch’s look of confusion encouraged me to keep going. “We don’t have plans tonight, but I’ll talk to Ryan to see if maybe you and Melody can hang out with us.” I hid my smile behind the menu and felt a sense of satisfaction because Dutch didn’t know how to respond.

He slowly smiled, “You’re really with Ryan?”

“Yes, I’m his,” I said it without hesitating

He chuckled, “How do you feel about that Ry?”

My cheeks flushed. Ryan heard what I said. I turned on my stool. His dark brown eyes locked on mine. I was embarrassed but really hoped he wouldn’t be offended by what I told Dutch. “Hi Ryan,” I sounded breathless.

I was about to apologize when Ryan leaned over the counter. My natural response was to move closer. He caressed my face and his thumb brushed my mouth. “Fancy, how do you feel?”

“I’m alright,” I said in a soft whisper.

Ryan’s gaze seemed more intense. I couldn’t stop the sigh that escaped from my mouth. I could tell by his smile, Ryan liked the effect he had on me.

Dutch cleared his throat, “Ry, it’s not like you to settle in but Francine must’ve changed your mind.”

Ryan glanced at him and our intimate moment ended. I wasn’t sure if Dutch wanted Ryan to explain or if he’d just back off since I was taken. There was a brief exchange between the two men. A woman’s voice ended it.

“Dutch, I want another tattoo,”

He glanced in her direction. “I can’t wait to hear where you want it,” Dutch chuckled. He took out an envelope and pushed it over to Ryan. “It was good to meet you, Francine,” he slid off his stool and walked away.

Ryan grabbed the envelope, and I noticed the money inside as he tucked it into his pocket. “Fancy, you can ask,” his voice was calm.

“I really want to, but I won’t. Thanks for covering for me. Dutch sent a drink last night. Ray took care of it, but I didn’t expect to see him here, so I improvised, I’m sorry.”

“There’s truth to what you said. You spent the night at my place. I took you home and asked if you wanted to come here. Are you mine?”

His question and the underlying intimacy made my heart race. Ryan waited for my answer. I couldn’t say it was complicated because it wasn’t. We met last night, so there weren’t any expectations. I wanted him.

“Yes, I’m yours,” my words had truthfulness to them. I waited for a hint of displeasure or rejection, but it didn’t happen. Ryan’s intense stare held me captive.

“Son, did you take the young lady’s order?” Mr. Carl’s voice broke our connection. 

Ryan smiled, “Dad, this is Francine.” 

I said hello, read the menu, and ordered a breakfast platter with extra meat. It sounded dirty, and I tried fixing it, but Ryan didn’t seem to notice. He asked how I wanted my eggs and then said he’d come back soon.

I sipped my lemonade and wanted to seem more relaxed than I felt. What did I get myself into?








  
  

6. One Kiss


Ryan





Francine’s answer surprised me. I cleaned one side of the grill for her order. 

Dad came in, “Francine will be good for you.” 

I was always honest with my old man, “She ended up at my place after a night out with her friend.” I kept it brief but didn’t leave out what happened with her ex and Dutch. 

Dad shook his head and fixed orders. “Melody will have to want better for herself. Son, you have to give it time. I know how you feel about commitment but understand that Francine shouldn’t be compared to women before her,” he grabbed plates and left.

I started new orders while waiting for the sausage links to brown. I know what happened at the bar last night, but I didn’t expect Francine to tell Dutch she was mine. The emotion in her voice, and the soft confirmation did it for me. I cooked, deep in thought.

Ray walked in and struggled to hit the light switch. The fluorescent lights went off, and the duller rope lights came on a second later, but Ray still groaned. 

I laughed, “What did you learn about doing all-nighters?”  

My brother chuckled, “Not a damn thing.”

“Right. Guess you'll work the grill tonight. Justin will talk to customers.”

“Yeah, I'll be keeping a low profile,” Ray washed his hands and took over the grill.

I went around front, pulled down plates of food, and repeated the orders while setting them in front of customers. Francine sipped her lemonade and talked with Dad. He was in the middle of the wagon story. 

It took two weeks to change my red wagon into a go-cart for a race down a big hill in the neighborhood. We placed bets and the winner was to receive twenty dollars from each kid entered in the race. 

We were on our marks, and the push off was insane down the steepest hill in Seattle. We didn’t do a test run and just barreled down the hill at breakneck speed. I shifted my weight forward and pulled out in front. 

I kept the lead, hit the finish line but couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to run into traffic, so I made a sharp turn and jumped the sidewalk. My makeshift breaks gave. I lost control and crashed into a utility pole. The wooden planks broke and my wrist shattered. I was in pain but didn’t get upset until I saw my wagon had a dent. 

My friends went for help. Dad and the ambulance came around the same time. I had blood pouring from the gash on my head but refused to be taken to the hospital until I was given money for winning the race. Mom got used to our bloody knees and broken bones. Dad talked about safety with us. It was really for Mom’s benefit because he was secretly proud we were rough boys.

I set plates near Francine when Dad finished the story. She covered her mouth and stared in awe. I asked Dad not to tell her any more wild stories from my childhood because she might not want me afterward. Francine blushed. I winked at her and then left to clean up. I spoke with Ray, put on my sweater, and came back out. 

Dutch was relaxed at one of the tables with the ladies. I motioned for him and went outside. Dutch stepped out behind me. “Ry, I wouldn’t have tried Francine if I’d known you were seeing her, but you two had a thing after the fact or Ray would’ve told me.”

I didn’t respond to it, “Look, I won’t speak on your relationship.”

Dutch grumbled, “Don’t mention it then.”

I glanced at him, “Francine is off limits. Keep my brother out of your shit because you know Melody will ask him. So, if you don’t want me involved, don’t let it happen.”

His shoulders relaxed, “I shouldn’t have flirted with Francine with Melody being in the bar and all.”

I accepted his words for how it went and asked about Milena. She was the twenty something artist Dutch hired. He said she’s the best at her craft but wasn’t into him and to make things worse, she and Melody seem like they’ll be friends. I tried not to laugh, but there was a female at the tattoo shop that didn’t find Dutch attractive. He probably wouldn't be humbled by it. 

We went back to the diner. Dutch settled in at his table. I checked on Francine to make sure she was alright. Francine bit her lip, “I saw you and Dutch leave.”

“We’re alright,” I told her. “I’d like to know more about you. I’m sure Dad told you more than he should have about my rebellious teen years and shameless acts of defiance.”

Francine giggled, “He said you and Ray were great sons, and he was so proud when you made your own way,” her voice softened. “I’m sorry about your Mom.”

“Thanks, she suffered with her illness for a long time. We wanted to take comfort in the fact that she wouldn’t be in pain anymore, but we miss her and deal with the grief the best way we know how.” I still had a hard time talking about it after all this time.

Francine touched my hand and ran her thumb across my palm. She smiled but her eyes filled with tears, “Your Mom would’ve been proud of you.”

I normally didn’t talk about how I felt about Mom, but I didn’t mind with Francine. She let go of my hand and pushed her empty fountain glass toward me.

I laughed, “I just finished my shift. Fancy, are you really putting me to work?”

“Yes, please, Ray is busy, and your Dad is leaving,” she shrugged and took a bite of food. I wanted to kiss her. Francine motioned to the glass, “Please, I’m parched sir,” she winked at me.

“Fancy, I will if you give me a kiss.”

“No,” she sighed. “People will see us.”

“One kiss, and I’ll give you whatever you want.”

Francine’s light scent held a hint of sweet, but I kept looking away. Her movement was slight. She placed a soft kiss on my cheek. Her lips lingered and her sigh caused a light tickle on my face. I waited until she moved away to thank her. Francine nodded, and her cheeks turned a soft shade of rose. I grabbed her glass and went around the counter. Dad saw our kiss. He was surprised because I normally kept flirting to a minimum.

Justin came in. He shook my hand and went to the back. Dad said goodnight to Francine. She eased off the stool to give him a hug. He laughed and then put his arms around her. Dad glanced at me. I chuckled because she got to him too.

Dad spoke to customers on his way out. Dutch held out his hand. Dad slapped it and then pointed at him. He probably told Dutch to behave but, of course, he wouldn’t listen. Francine kept eating. She wiped her mouth and said everything tasted good. I placed the lemonade on the counter and asked for another kiss. Her no was soft, but her light brown eyes sparked. I asked about her family. 

Francine relaxed on the seat, “My parents are crazy about each other still after all these years. I have an older brother, Francis junior, and I was named after my Dad too,” she laughed.

I asked about her job next. Francine talked about what she did and didn’t like. We hung out until I made sure the guys were good for the night.

Ray said I should go home and relax. He would call if they needed help. Francine looked tired. She tried holding in her yawn. It was funny because she finished her food with all the extra meat. My shift was ending. Francine's brown eyes flickered in disappointment. She wasn’t ready for what I'd say next. 








  
  

7. Sounds Dirty 


Francine 





“Fancy, do you want to go with me?” Ryan’s question sounded intimate. It was still early, but he worked all day. I yawned a time or three but my answer was yes. 

Ryan gently pulled me toward the door. He stopped to shake Dutch’s hand. I felt relieved, knowing there wasn’t a problem with the guys. We went to the parking lot. Ryan waited until I was in my car safe and sound. My phone was docked. I fastened my seatbelt and hit the button on the steering wheel. Ryan left the parking space. I carefully followed his truck with the line ringing. Sara answered but her voice sounded muffled. “Are you alright?” I asked. 

“I lost my voice,” she whispered. “I’m sore all over.”   

I laughed, “I’m sure it was worth it.”  

“It was. I had a great time with Ray,” she sighed. “I don’t want to turn a one-night stand into a thing.” 

“You did it all day.”  

Sara tried cursing but let out crazy sounds. 

I laughed again, “Go to sleep. I’m with Ryan. I’ll call later.” 

We ended the phone conversation, and it was all about concentrating on the road. I was glad everything was going in the right direction. 

We parked in the lot. The building had incredible detail. I wanted to ask about the renovations but decided not to. My voice would give away how nervous I felt. 

We went inside and our footsteps echoed on the metal steps. Ryan walked into his loft and ditched his shirt. My eyes traced the contour of his back. The scars blended in with his muscle, and the ink seemed to be one amazing tattoo. He pulled off his boots. “Fancy, are you coming?” 

His words sounded dirty. My thought was I wanted to come nonstop until my body couldn’t take it. Thankfully, I didn’t say it. 

We went into his bedroom. It was all brick walls and leather furniture. The masculine space turned me on even more. I tried focusing on my surroundings. It worked until Ryan tossed his shirt and socks into the hamper. My mind filled with the dirtiest things. 

Ryan went into the bathroom. The shower was on. I sighed in relief, but he walked back into the room. I was disappointed to see him still wearing pants. He tossed the envelope on a wooden chest. I glanced at the money.

“You can ask,” his voice caressed me. 

I didn’t want to be all in his business. I decided to ask the appropriate question, “Should I wait here for you?”

He silently unbuttoned his pants. I moaned at the sight of his incredible love lines. Ryan didn’t know, but I was capable of giving him more than he dreamed of. 

Ryan smiled, “I’m making it fair. You were twisted in a blanket on my sofa this morning. I saw lace and skin.” 

“I’m glad you’re being honest, but I’m not ashamed of my body, and I won’t ask if you liked it.” 

He was amused, “Why not?” 

“Because I wouldn’t be here if you didn’t,” I bit my lip, “How much am I allowed to see?” 

“Well, I’ll be taking a shower. Watch if you want. I’ll let you decide how much is enough. Sound good?” 

I nodded, not wanting my voice to give away how excited I really was. Steam came from the bathroom. My cashmere sweater and jeans weren’t the best. My shoes were ditched first. Ryan watched as I slowly unbuttoned my jeans. I stripped down to my panties and tank top. He took off his pants and stayed in his boxer briefs. 

We were inches apart. His eyes swept the swell of my breasts. I felt comfortable under his gaze, but I moved a little, my chest bounced, and he groaned. It was a good thing. 

I took my time admiring his body. Ryan’s muscle definition looked incredible. I was tempted to touch him and pay special attention to the bulge in his underwear. My desire to experience Ryan caused a dull ache to increase with each passing second. He held out his hand and I felt a tingle when I touched him. Ryan turned before my words or actions could break the emotional current.

We went in the bathroom. Brick walls were hidden behind a thick haze of steam. Humidity covered my skin, and the concrete floor felt damp under my feet. Ryan set a fluffy towel on a wooden bench. He waited until I was seated comfortably and then turned away, but I kept watching through the heavy mist. He touched a panel on the wall. There was a low hum from the fans overhead. Ryan took off his underwear. I had a glimpse of his love lines and tight butt before he stepped into the shower. 

Sandalwood and citrus scents filled the air in seconds. I stayed in the fragrant steam and tried getting comfortable on the bench, but the urge was too much. I stared at the shower while brushing my hand over my pussy and softly moaning from the friction. Steam was being pulled into the fans. I saw more of Ryan. I pressed on my clit, knowing it would feel so much better if he did it. 

The steam thinned. I quickly moved my hand. Ryan was washing under the metal shower head. Water rushed over his shoulders. Suds was everywhere. My eyes followed the deep curve of his back. Ryan turned. I traced streams of water down his chest. My eyes went lower, but the glass steamed up in that area. My clit throbbed in my panties. I moaned in frustration. 

Ryan wiped water from his face, “Are you okay?” 

No. I’m not okay. I’m a horny wreck. 

He glanced at me, “Fancy, what’s on your mind?” 

You, so please have your way with me.

Oh, I would definitely go the distance if Ryan wanted to have sex. I couldn’t say it, “Why did Dutch give you money?” It was the last thing I wanted to talk about with Ryan naked in the shower, but I wanted to know if he was a good guy before we had sex.

Ryan turned to wash away remnants of suds. “I own another building. Dutch has a tattoo shop on the first level. He came by the diner to drop off rent money,” Ryan shut off the water and then opened the shower door. 

I had a full-frontal view, and it was worth the wait. “Ryan, your body is incredible,” I was transfixed until his cock became fully erect. He didn’t attempt to hide it. 

My body flushed with desire and for the first time ever, I came in my panties. Ryan smiled, and I realized he saw what happened. It wasn’t the best look. I quickly grabbed a towel from the wooden shelf, but my thighs trembled.

Ryan released a low groan. I quickly tossed the towel. He caught it and started drying off. Ryan didn’t bother covering his erection. He kept drying his hair. The vigorous movement caused my hips to jerk. 

Ryan asked for another towel. He could’ve easily used the one in his hand. Ryan was being a tease. Well, I could too. I stood nearby, not taking my eyes off him. Ryan’s cock jerked. My chest heaved in anticipation, but I didn’t break eye contact. Oh, Ryan wasn’t shy when it came to his body. I liked that and wanted a kiss. 

Ryan tucked the towel around his waist. He kissed my forehead, “I’ll give you time to get ready for bed.” 

I watched him leave the bathroom. Ryan only wanted a night in bed where we did nothing but sleep. It was really sweet when I thought about it. Wild sex could wait. 








  
  

8. She’s a Tease


Ryan





Did Francine know how attractive she was? She pressed her hand against her panties. Francine probably didn’t think her soft moans could be heard, but I saw the tiny tremors of pleasure she tried so damn hard to hide. 

I left the bathroom, but the image of Francine on the bench was on my mind, and my cock throbbed at the thought of her. It would be a sleepless night in bed with this sweet angel.

“Please get my bag,” Francine’s voice broke into my thoughts. I laughed because my response would’ve been along the lines of sure babe or something like that.

I pulled on lounge pants, grabbed her bag, and came back with it. Now, there’s one thing I was taught about women, you shouldn’t go into their purse, not for any reason, no matter what unless you're told. Mom made sure we knew it. 

I set Francine’s bag on a chair. “It’s in here.”

She laughed, “Okay I’ll be out in a sec.”

I was comfortable but realized that I didn’t change the sheets in a day or two. I pulled back the blankets. Francine walked into the room wrapped in a towel. “I need my lotion,” she glanced at her bag and then looked at me. “Why does the bed look extra crazy?”

“I was about to change the sheets.”

“Did you have someone here recently?”

“No. I want you to be comfortable.”

“Oh thanks, leave it. Your bed won’t be worse than sleeping at a hotel. I always bring my own linens,” Francine laughed. “Don’t judge me.”

“A woman after my own heart,” I smiled. “The washer and dryer are behind the pocket doors in the hall if you want to wash your things.”

“Thank you. I’ll use it in the morning, but I need an extra sheet. I’m a wild sleeper.”

I motioned to the large trunk against the wall and fixed the blankets on the bed. “I’ll let you do whatever you need to.” I teased Francine until I saw the spark in her light brown eyes. She sashayed over to the chest and bent, giving a nice view. I took one glimpse at her heart-shaped ass and all the blood rushed to one central location.

Francine opened the trunk. She bent more, and the towel slid higher to reveal her neatly trimmed pussy. Francine kept moving. I groaned in agony when she was fully exposed. Francine looked so fucking perfect. She pulled a sheet out of the trunk and bounced upright. I grabbed a pillow and held it over my painful erection. 

Francine wasn’t done. She dropped the towel. Damn, her ass looked incredible. She stretched and wrapped the sheet around her body. It cinched at her narrow waist and bunched around her ass. She tucked the sheet and pulled her hair tie. Hazel brown hair tumbled down her back in waves. She turned and gave the sweetest smile. 

I tucked my arm under the pillow, “Fancy, that was naughty.”

Francine gathered the sheet and eased onto the bed, “Well, you’re to blame,” she curled up next to me. “You shouldn’t make me fend for myself,” her mouth brushed my neck. I groaned because my erection showed no sign of leaving. I shifted so I could reach the light. Francine adjusted the blankets and her soft lips brush my skin. She let out an exhausted sigh and rested her head on my chest. Her hair fanned out across the pillow still pressed on my crotch. Hell, she might take over my entire bed. 

Francine reached under the pillow. Her fingertips skimmed my abs, and I relaxed under her soft caresses. Francine yawned and said it was the best date she had in a while. Her brief confession ended with a soft sigh. 

I kissed her forehead and told her to have sweet dreams. Francine went to sleep. My final thought before drifting off was that I’d like to have this with her more often.
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