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To Christine, it’s been a pleasure and an honour. 

Thanks for the love.
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Dallas

JESUS. FUCKING. CHRIST.

She was crying.

Not just a little bit, but full-blown bawling.

Fuck.

I wasn’t good with tears, especially not after sex.

“Umm, baby?” I was freaking confused, wondering if I hadn’t pounded her so hard I’d shaken something loose.

Her shoulders shook, wrapping the sheet around her body as she blubbered into her hands while I looked on in panic.

“Oh, Dallas.” Her voice warbled as she peeked through her fingers. “That was my first time.”

First time?

“Your first orgasm, baby?” Sure, I’d given her three, but I wasn’t going to get hung up on semantics. Hard to believe I was the first guy to ring her bell in twenty-three years, but some assholes had no idea what they were doing down there. I, on the other hand, was a master.

A clit whisperer.

Lots of guys made all sorts of claims but weren’t up to the job. They got tired, impatient, or even worse, selfish. It wasn’t easy, but when you got that toe-curling scream and the wide-eyed surprise of a really good earthshattering O, it made you feel like Superman. And let me tell you that I prided myself in giving her two or three before I’d chase down my own.

That’s the type of guy I was.

Such a giver.

I could make a girl come with any part of my body; I was just that good. So if I, the Master, was able to achieve what other men hadn’t been able to, I was pretty fucking stoked.

“No,” she whispered, her eyes stained red from the waterworks. “I mean, yes it was my first orgasm with a man, but I meant it was . . . that was my first time having sex.”

Hold.

The.

Fucking.

Phone.

A virgin.

I’d just had sex with a . . . virgin?

I might have been the clit whisperer, but actor I was not. So there was no chance I was able to hide the fucking shock and surprise that tackled me like a linebacker as I tried to get my head around what she was saying.

A virgin.

Shit.

“Babe, why didn’t you tell me?”

Not to say that I still wouldn’t have fucked her—she was five different kinds of hot and had been giving me the “look” for close to an hour at the bar earlier that night—but I’d have liked to have had that knowledge before I’d done the deed.

Lots of aftercare with virgins, and not that I didn’t like to plant my flag where no other man had been—it was actually pretty freaking sweet—I just didn’t have the time to dedicate to the cause considering I hadn’t planned to spend the night.

If I left, I was an asshole, and if I stayed, I was giving her false hope that we were more than just the one-night stand I’d assumed we were. It wasn’t personal, I mean, I could barely remember her name.

Kelly?

Kate?

Kara?

Pretty sure it started with K, but I went with babe all the same just to make sure she didn’t knee me in the nuts for calling her something else.

She flicked her red hair out of her eyes as her gaze shifted to me. “I thought you would turn me down, and I really wanted to have sex with you.”

I ran my hand along her chin, trying to reassure her we were all good even though I was slightly freaking out. “Babe, I wouldn’t have turned you down, just would have been more careful with you. Did I hurt you?”

“No, it was perfect. You were perfect.” She sniffed, turning to snuggle into my arms.

Ah.

Crap.

When it came to commitment, I wanted none of it. Girlfriends were a complication I didn’t need or want, especially since I was enjoying the many choices I had available. Not to say that eventually I wouldn’t settle down with one woman, probably like when I was George Clooney’s age or something like that. But for now, the idea of being tied down when I was in my prime gave me a rash just thinking about it.

Surely I owed it to myself to play the field while I was able to, right? Share myself with the many rather than confine myself to one person. Besides, I’d never met a woman I could even contemplate long-term with, so why waste their time and my own for something that would only end up with both of us resenting each other. So yeah, what I was doing was definitely better.

When I’d met her earlier in the night I thought we were on the same page. I always made it clear that I’m not boyfriend material and for the most part, everyone is A-Okay with the hook-up scenario. I always made sure they were well and truly taken care of before I blew my load, and never did shady shit like say I’m in love with them.

But, every once in a while, I will stumble headfirst into a Fixer Upper. They see me—the tats, the hair, the piercings and the attitude—and think I’m playing a bad boy for Halloween. Suddenly, the mind-blowing sex—nothing more—we all agreed on is no longer enough and I become a fucking project. Like I can be trained like a border collie with some treats and enough “good boys.”

Not to say I don’t like treats and praise, and when given in the right context, I will sit up and bark if that’s what a girl was into. But, being tricked into a relationship was definitely not cool, and while I might have fallen for it a few times in the past, my eyes were wide open now.

And fucking a virgin was a game changer with an added degree of danger.

Fuck.

“So . . . I guess I should go.”

Asshole it was.

Honestly, I didn’t like being a prick. I got no joy out of it and it didn’t make me feel warm and fuzzy. But confronted with the reality, I was in over my head. Better for her to hate me now before she got even more attached; it was a price I had to pay for being a sex god.

Her head snapped up, her tits bouncing a little as she sucked in a few quick breaths. “You’re leaving? But I just told you—”

“I know, babydoll.” I stopped, not needing the repeat. “And I’m glad I was your first. At least now you know what it should feel like.” I moved out of the bed knowing my window to get out of Dodge was getting smaller by the second. “So if the next dude pumps you twice and then blows his load, you know to kick him to the curb. You deserve the best.”

The men in her future were most likely going to be a disappointment but that wasn’t my problem to solve. Nope, that was between her and whoever came after, all of which were none of my business. I’d fulfilled my end of the bargain and that was to blow her mind.

Which I did.

Three freaking times.

Reaching down, I pulled on my jeans, opting to go commando than waste time with boxers. My departure was time sensitive, and the longer I lingered the more chance there was of shit going bad.

She watched me with interest, her eyes narrowed like she wasn’t hearing my words right. But I wasn’t about to give her a repeat—either with my words or my dick—so I ignored the staring competition and continued to get dressed.

“Okay, sweet stuff.” I was no closer to remembering her name. “Tonight was great.” I gave her a quick wink, shoved my feet into my boots and my boxers into my pocket. “I’ll see you around.”

And with a quick wave, I turned and headed toward the door, counting the steps until I was finally free.

“You’re an asshole, Dallas,” she screamed, a shoe hitting the wall beside me before I’d made it safely outside.

I didn’t stop.

Couldn’t.

I wasn’t sure if she was going to continue to be happy tossing shoes or if something else would come flying. Maybe her aim would improve, needing a throw or two before she was warmed up. Not a risk I was willing to take as I slammed the door behind me and jogged down her street in the dark.

It wasn’t ideal, and not how I’d planned the rest of my night. I’d have preferred to have banged her a few more times, had breakfast in the morning and then weaseled a ride to the shop. My house was out of the question for obvious reasons—I didn’t want a woman I barely knew knowing where I lived—but considering she’d already been to where I worked, there was no harm in her taking me back there. Not that it mattered now, a man had to do what a man had to do, and currently that man was double-timing it away from her house as I pulled out my phone and made a call.

“You in trouble again?” Josh’s voice was surprisingly chipper considering it was close to midnight. Not that my best friend wasn’t the best wingman of all time, but since he’d shacked up with his smoking-hot woman, he was less enthusiastic about nighttime bailouts.

“Dude, I need you to come get me. I left my car at the shop and I’m in the city.” I glanced over my shoulder, checking I didn’t have a tail. “Shit got complicated and my night didn’t pan out as expected.”

The bastard laughed, his throaty voice exploding into my ear as I rounded the corner and hit the main street. “Really?” he asked, but not sounding surprised. “Tell me where you are, dipshit, and I’ll come get your sorry ass.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I spied an all-night diner and made my way over. I gave Josh my location and decided to chill until he arrived. Besides, I could always eat, and pie was one of my favorite things. Pun totally intended.

The bells on the door of the diner jingled as I pushed it open. There were a few people inside but none of them paid me any mind as I slipped into a booth and breathed a sigh of relief.

Clean getaway.

Now all I had to do was sit tight and wait for my ride to get here.

Nothing to worry about at all.

Josh was the real deal.

I’d known the dude since junior high and we were tight. Not only was he like a brother to me—considering I had none of my own—but I also spent almost every day with the guy. Well, technically he was my boss, but neither of us really bought into that bullshit. Nope, Art Addiction might have Josh’s name on the door but I was just as important.

Not only was I talented between the sheets, but I was also the number one tattooist in Queens.

Fine, Josh was number one—not that I’d ever tell him that, my buddy able to ink skin like no one I’d ever seen—but I was an incredibly close second. So close, it almost made no difference, which was why I’d agreed to let him take most of the limelight.

Generous of me.

He could do all the interviews, let them hail him as the Tattoo King of NYC in Ink Magazine and I could get my adulation from the female population.

Besides, the girls were wasted on him, even before he hooked up with Eve—his woman—he was never into them like I was. So it seemed it was all for the best.

“Coffee?” The waitress looked bored as she hovered beside me with her hip cocked and her coffee pot idle.

I’d met dozens of Ms. Do-You-Want-Coffee in my time. Bored women working shitty jobs, hoping to get a decent tip because their men didn’t know how to fuck them. And while I couldn’t help all of them, it was this lovely lady’s lucky night.

I nodded, flashing her a smile as I leaned back and let her get a decent look at my goods. “I’ll take some pie too, sweetness. Cherry pie.”

Her eyes dropped down to my crotch, a smile making its way up her lips.

Yeah, that’s right, baby. I’m packing heat.

She was still going to get a regular tip—I wasn’t cheap—but I figured I’d do what I could to make her night a little better. A little flirting didn’t hurt anyone, and my dick liked the attention.

“Hi.” She smiled and pushed her hair behind her ear like she was seeing me for the first time. “I’m Gemma.”

“Dallas.” I gave her a wink. “Rough night?”

“Like you wouldn’t believe.” Gemma shot me a grin as she turned over my cup and poured right to the brim. “Nightshift is always the worst.”

“I bet. Pretty girl like you shouldn’t be cooped up in a shithole diner like this.”

She wasn’t the hottest girl I’d seen, but she definitely had potential. Probably didn’t see the point in making herself look good when a quick glance around the diner could see the effort would have been wasted anyway.

Her cheeks pinked, her eyes widening as she dropped her voice to almost a whisper. “You think I’m pretty?”

Yeah, it had definitely been a while since she’d been told.

“Come on, gorgeous.” I laughed, leaning forward as I looked her up and down. “You know how hot you are, don’t pretend like this is a revelation. I thought I was supposed to be the player?”

See, always honest.

“I-I’ll go get your pie,” she stammered, her eyes so wide I thought they were going to drop from her head. “Stay right there. Right there. I’ll be back.”

Lucky for her, I wasn’t going anywhere, happy to provide the public service and doing what I could to help improve her self-esteem.

Sure, I was a player just like I claimed, but I’d been upfront about it and as long as no one got hurt then what was the harm.

Maybe my aversion to relationships was from growing up with two older sisters and watching them get married, pop out kids and then both get divorced before they’d turned thirty. Maybe it was because I loved fucking too damn much and the idea of doing it with just one woman made me worried I’d get bored. Who cared? All I knew was that I was happy and it helped pass the time.

My phone buzzed from inside my pocket, but I didn’t need to see the screen to know it was probably some girl. I mean, it was close to midnight and Josh was already on his way. Other than a family emergency there was no one else calling me that late. Even my parents knew to text me first, the parental units not fully understanding my lifestyle, but supporting it nonetheless.

I couldn’t help but smile as I checked out the name of my latest booty call.

“Kitty.” The smile was automatic as her name lingered on my tongue.

Mmmmm.

When it came to fond memories, she was at the top of my list, the tingle in my dick confirming it in case my brain wasn’t sure.

“Hey, is Josh with you?” she asked without even so much as a hello.

“Why do you want Josh, sweetness? I’m sure whatever you need I’m more than able to provide.”

I’d only had the pleasure of sleeping with Kitty one time, but it had been one of the best nights of my life. She was off-the-scale hot, blond hair and green eyes with an insane body no man with a pulse could ignore. She was tiny—maybe five-two—petite except for the most amazing set of tits I’d ever seen. And had I not felt those babies with my own two hands, I’d have thought they were fake for sure. Not only was everything about her the real deal, but she had flexibility that would make a Romanian gymnast jealous. If there was ever a woman I was dying for a repeat with, it was the one on the other end of the line.

She laughed, her voice sending a shiver right to my balls. “Well, considering Eve told me you’re stuck at a diner in Manhattan, not sure you’re in a position to help me.”

Kitty and Eve weren’t the kind of girls you’d think would even be friends. Eve had more dead presidents in her bank account than all of us put together and knew which fork to use when it came to a fancy dinner. She’d loosened up some, but for the most part, she was straight down the line. Kitty, on the other hand, was a free spirit. Didn’t follow anyone’s bullshit rules, preferring to dabble on the wrong side of the tracks. To be fair, that’s where most of the fun was.

Other than both being ridiculously hot, they had nothing in common. Unless you counted Eve’s asshole ex-boyfriend who decided it would be a good idea to have Kitty as his sidepiece. Bastard didn’t count on them channeling their inner girl power and both of them kicking the loser to the curb.

And if not for the freaking sweet back piece my buddy had inked on the very sexy Kitty a few months before, Eve and Josh might not have gotten their fairytale ending. It was that tattoo that had sent Eve on a quest to find the artist, Kitty the connection that hooked those two up. Still, not that any of that mattered now, their situation not helping me any.

“She was mistaken, I was bored and wanted to hang out,” I lied, not knowing how much of the story Eve had given Kitty and not wanting to admit more than was necessary. “So, tell me, what did you need?”

“Well.” She took a pause, taking a breath before continuing. “I called Eve looking to borrow Josh and she said he was on his way to get you. I tried to call him, but he’s not answering his phone.”

I didn’t give a shit if Josh had his phone on silent or he’d been carjacked by a gang of thugs. Okay, maybe that was a lie. I hoped for both our sakes he hadn’t been carjacked because he was my best friend and I’d miss the fuck out of him. But the important thing was, he hadn’t picked up and had given Kitty a reason to talk to me.

“What do you need Josh for?” I asked, curious why she was looking, and why Eve would be willing to lend out her man.

She huffed out a breath, seeming to be annoyed. “Fine, I’ve handcuffed myself to my bedpost and I can’t reach the key.”

That slight tingle I’d felt in my balls earlier was now a full-blown hard-on.

“Oh really?” I asked, watching as Gemma, the friendly waitress, returned with my pie. “That’s a story I want to hear.”

“Yeah, well maybe you will. But right now I’m not telling you anything until you promise to get Josh to come over and bring something to cut them off. Or search my apartment, whichever will get me out of these things faster.”

My eyes flicked to Gemma, the plate lowered in front of me. She lingered, seeing I was on the phone and waiting like she had more to say. Sadly though, my original flirting game with her no longer interested me.

Not when I had Kitty in handcuffs.

“Thanks doll, the pie looks great.” I shot her a wink, trying to do my best to put the sexy eyes on ice while I returned to my call. “Sit tight and the minute Josh gets here we’ll come break you out.”

“Wait, you have pie?” Kitty asked, stopping me from killing the call. “What kind?”

I smiled as my eyes dropped to my plate. “Cherry.”

“Bring me some apple.” She ended the call without a goodbye, the whole exchange making me so hard I had to shift in my seat.

“Your friend in trouble?” Gemma twirled her hair around her finger, the lack of customers meant she had more time to spend with me. And while I usually liked the attention, I had bigger plans brewing.

“Yeah, unfortunately I’m going to have to bail the minute my pickup gets here.” I tried to look disappointed even though I wasn’t feeling it. “Can I grab this and a slice of apple pie to go and the check?”

The look of disappointment I hadn’t shown was plastered all over her face. “Oh. Okay. Sure. Let me go get that for you.” She waved awkwardly and then headed back to the counter.

Poor girl, I was probably the highlight to her shitty night and there I was, pulling the pin early. Not something I liked to do, especially with a woman.

“So who is it this time?” Josh shuffled into the booth, rolling his eyes. “Please tell me you didn’t bang the brunette from this afternoon.”

“Dude, have a little faith,” I shot back indignantly. “I know she’s booked in for another sesh, I’m not an idiot.” While I didn’t necessarily agree with Josh’s hands off the customers policy, I respected it. Figured he was my buddy so I’d throw him a bone. But the minute the work was done, I was in the clear to partake in all the spoils. And partake I did.

He shook his head, checking his watch. “Lucky for you Eve was working late in the Gallery, or you, my friend, would have been shit out of luck.”

He said it like he meant it, but I knew better. No matter how many times he’d told me that he’d leave my sorry ass in whatever trouble I found myself in, we had too much history.

“Yeah, yeah. Whatever,” I laughed, shuffling out of the booth. “And as much as I know you want to hear about my love life, we have a mercy mission.”

Gemma came back with a box for my pie, another box, which hopefully contained the apple, and the check. “Here you go.” She placed her bounty of goods on the table while sizing up Josh, her eyes going wide at the sight of him.

Typical.

Women took one look at the asshole and lost their freaking minds. And sure, if you liked tall dudes who were built like brick walls, he was pretty impressive. But I’d gained twenty pounds recently—all freaking muscle—and didn’t have his surly disposition. And more importantly, I was available.

“Thanks, Gemma.” I peeled off a bill as I shot her a smile. “You’ve been amazing.”

Josh leveled me with a look, moving slowly out of the booth as Gemma got my pie into the to-go box. “We’re in a hurry?” he asked, not being in the loop on the 9–1-1 we needed to assist.

“Yeah, I’ll tell you all about it in the car.” I grabbed the pies—I mean, no point abandoning dessert, especially when Kitty had asked for it—and moved to the door.

Josh followed close behind cursing under his breath. “Why do I have the feeling I’m going to regret this?”

I didn’t think my grin could get any wider as I tossed over my shoulder, “Come on, man. When have I ever led you astray?”
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Kitty

SO, WHEN IT CAME TO CHOICES, I didn’t always make the best ones.

I wasn’t stupid despite what people believed, but I was an excellent example of book smarts not translating into the real world in any practical way.

In my professional life, I was an executive assistant to the CEO of a huge logistics company. I could juggle his calendar, snap up a Power Point display, work circles around an Excel spreadsheet, all while planning a seven-course gala for his fiftieth birthday. There was nothing I couldn’t do or work out when it came to the office. And while my petite feminine looks had me on the receiving end of lot of dumb-blond jokes, my annual salary begged to differ. I mean, I wasn’t pulling six-figures just yet, but mark my words, I was well on the way to becoming the highest paid and most irreplaceable assistant in the company.

But.

When it came to other things—like in general, in life—I was a walking, talking disaster.

I always picked the worst guy in the world. It was like I had an internal compass guiding me to the shittiest, most unreliable guy in the whole universe, and then became totally attracted to him. Cheaters, liars, criminals—I had dated them all, and every single time I was somehow surprised that my gut hadn’t found me Mr. Right.

Ha.

What a joke!

Mr. Right could have taken out a billboard in Times Square and I would have missed it. Too busy falling over myself to get the hot—but questionable—guy who probably had a body stuffed in the trunk of his car.

And as much as I wished my horrible gut intuition was only restricted to my dating life, it wasn’t my terrible taste in men that was to blame for my latest dilemma.

I yanked on the handcuffs as the metal bit into my skin. I knew I should have gotten the ones with the fluffy bits around the wrist, not that my hindsight would do me any good. Oh, and side note, trying them out while I was alone and leaving the key somewhere in the living room was an incredibly bad idea.

At least I wasn’t naked and shackled to my bathroom sink. It was a small concession but one I was happily taking.

“Kitty.”

I heard Josh’s voice outside the front door and breathed a sigh of relief. It was the one time I was glad my apartment was basically a shoebox, able to hear him through the wood even though I was in my room. Square footage wouldn’t have been my friend.

When I’d discovered I was in over my head—literally—and needed help, I decided to call the one guy who wasn’t the biggest douchebag of all mankind. Ironically, we’d never dated which is how I knew he was a good guy. But sadly Josh hadn’t answered his phone which forced me to call his girlfriend and my gal pal, Eve.

And yes, I may have told a tiny little white lie when I asked if she could send Josh over to check a leak under my sink. Sure, a probable leak might have been able to wait until morning, but I knew Eve wouldn’t ask questions. She was too busy with her new art exhibit to even notice how late it was or notice my tiny untruth. Besides, it was either lie or risk her calling the fire department. I figured she’d end up forgiving me once she knew the truth and that it was the leak in my brain that was responsible for the emergency rather than my plumbing.

“The spare key is above the door inside the owl,” I yelled hoping that my voice carried enough for him to hear me.

My dad was mortified I kept a spare key above the door of my apartment, but to be fair there was a greater chance of me locking myself outside—something I’d done at least five times—than a burglar finding it and robbing me blind.

I heard the click of my lock disengaging and the sweet, sweet sound of footsteps. Thank God. My body sagged against the headboard. He would find the key, set me free and we would never speak of it again. Except to his girlfriend, of course, because I trusted Eve wouldn’t hold it over my head for leverage.

“You know, when Dallas told me, I thought he was kidding.” Josh’s huge body filled the open doorway to my bedroom. “I really hope you’re leveling with me and some asshole didn’t do this to you and bail?”

Ah Josh, ever the nice guy with a heart of gold. And it didn’t hurt that he was gorgeous too.

“Yeah, playing is fine but leaving before packing up your toys is a big no-no.” Dallas came up beside him looking serious.

While Josh was gorgeous, Dallas was downright hot. Standing a little under six-foot and a body that screamed athletic, he’d been working out recently and added some really, really nice muscles. His edgier side was aided by two full arm sleeves and a torso covered in tattoos, multiple piercings—especially where it counted—and hair that would be more at home on stage in a rock band than in a tattoo shop. Jet-black that hung just below his ears and buzzed down on one side, it was rail straight and glossier than any man’s should be. It served as the perfect backdrop to his stunning, luminescent hazel eyes.

“As much as I’d love to pretend I wasn’t the idiot who did this to myself, there is no one else to blame,” I laughed. “I think the key is somewhere in the living room. Either that or we’re going to need to saw it off.”

“Let’s try to find the key first. I’ll go check the living room,” Josh offered, hiding a grin.

Dallas moved closer, inspecting the cuffs. “Lucky you only restrained one hand.” His fingers trailed along the red line forming on my skin as he leaned in.

I nodded, breathing in his heady scent of shampoo and soap that smelled so good I forgot my hand hurt. “I wanted to give them a dry run.”

He smirked, his eyes blazing with mischief. “Well, when you’re ready for the wet run, make sure you call me.”

Sure he was crude, and flirted like it was his life’s mission, but he one hundred percent had the goods to back it up.

We’d slept together once, and it was by far some of the best sex I’d ever had. Dallas had made me come so hard I almost blacked out with just the right amount of freaky and seductive. He didn’t treat me like a china doll or a whore, exploring my body like I was a gift designed for his unwrapping. And unwrap me he did, over and over again until we were nothing more than a sweaty heap on the floor. But as much as I would have loved the repeat, I decided it was a one-time deal. Not only because we’d been there and done that, but I was relationship napalm. If we dated, there would inevitably be something wrong with him and we’d become decent friends lately. Besides, he thought monogamy was a type of wood, so it was best we kept the fireworks in the past.

“Maybe I will,” I teased back, only half joking.

At least if I slept with Dallas I would be guaranteed orgasms. I’d had to fake it with the last guy I’d slept with. It was either that or he’d keep poking me like I was mound of Play-Doh, and trust me, no woman wants to be tongued for an hour and feel nothing but chafing.

“Dallas,” Josh warned, returning with the tiny silver key between his fingers. “You want to wait until we get Kitty unlocked before you try humping her leg?”

“At least he’s house trained.” I smiled, relieved the key had been found.

Josh moved closer and with a quick twist, the metal unlocked and my wrist was finally free.

I cheered, throwing my arms around Josh and giving him a huge hug. “Yay, you guys are my heroes.”

Josh blushed, giving me a quick squeeze before releasing me. “Just try and be more careful next time.” He put the key on my bedside table.

“What about my hug?” Dallas grinned, edging Josh out of the way as he watched me stand. “I not only aided this operation, but I also brought you dessert.”

“You brought me pie?” I asked, remembering when I’d called him he’d been at a diner.

He nodded, opening his arms and waiting for me to fill the space. “Sure did, babe. Apple, just like you asked. I put it on your kitchen counter on the way to the bedroom.”

I didn’t even think, wrapping my arms around Dallas and nuzzling against his beautiful firm chest. Pie definitely deserved hugs. “You are the greatest.”

“Please don’t, Kitty.” Josh laughed from behind us. “He already has an ego the size of the Grand Canyon, positive reinforcement is not the way to go.”

Dallas pulled me close, taking my body and holding it against his. “Don’t be jealous she’s giving me the better hug, J. You didn’t bring her pie.”

Giving Dallas another squeeze, I allowed my hands to drop and pull away. Hugging him was great, but since he’d mentioned food, I had my mind on other things.

Midnight snacking was one of my favorite things, and I’d been restrained for the better part of two hours before I’d finally admitted defeat.

“I have vanilla ice cream in the freezer,” I called out, walking to my kitchen. “We can reheat them in the microwave.”

Josh and Dallas followed me, with Josh hesitating at the door. “We should probably get going. Eve should be finished working soon and I need to drop Dallas off at his car.”

I whipped around, the tub of ice cream still in my hand. “Oh, well okay. Thanks for helping me out. Oh, and ummmm.” I did some hesitating of my own. “You want me to tell Eve about the handcuffs or do you want to do it? She thinks I needed you to check a leak under my sink.”

Josh laughed shaking his head. “I’ll take care of it. Ready Dallas?” He turned to his sexy sidekick, his keys already in his hand.

“Nah, Dude, I think I’m going to stay for a while.” He waved off Josh, not breaking eye contact with me.

Josh blew out a frustrated breath probably annoyed. “D, it’s late and I’m not coming back.”

“So I’ll take a cab or an Uber.” Dallas shrugged, not interested in Josh’s annoyance as he moved closer. “Besides, I want to hear how Kitty ended up in handcuffs all by herself.”

Josh rolled his eyes, tossing his hands in the air. “Just both of you try and stay out of trouble. I’m going home.” We watched as he walked out of the kitchen and let himself out.

“He’s annoyed I didn’t get him pie.” Dallas grinned. “Now, tell me the story.”

I let out a sigh, figuring it was probably easier just to tell him. After all, if there was one person in the world who wouldn’t judge me, it was the guy standing in front of me. Besides, he’d brought me dessert and we’d already established that I loved midnight snacking. I figured it was the least I could do.

“I was doing this online quiz and read a lot about bondage and how it heightens sexual arousal.” I opened the two pie boxes sitting on my counter.

Dallas nodded, listening intently as I transferred the pie to plates and then put them into the microwave to warm. “I’d have gone with rope, but continue.”

“So . . . I wanted to know what being cuffed felt like before I tried it with someone. I’m all for some excitement in the bedroom, and will try anything once, but handcuffs are a big commitment.”

To be honest, there wasn’t anyone in particular I had in mind when I purchased them off a website. As far as boyfriends went, I was in-between bad decisions so was enjoying some time of self-exploration. And I was a curious person by nature.

“Makes total sense.” Dallas watched as I pulled the pies out of the microwave and scooped on the ice cream. “In fact, more women should try stuff out. Then you know exactly what you like and what you don’t like.”

“See, I knew you’d understand.” I smiled, licking the ice cream off my spoon.

While most guys would have questioned the sanity of restraining myself, Dallas just got it. It was one of the things—besides his extremely hot body—that attracted me to him in the first place. It was also why we were still friends even after we’d had sex. There weren’t too many men I kept around after we’d sealed the deal, probably best for everyone involved too considering most ended up being degenerates.

“Of course I do. Got anything else you’re curious about?” He smiled, his eyes dropping down to my boobs.

It didn’t matter that I was wearing a T-shirt, and probably the most boring pair of leggings I had in my wardrobe, Dallas’s eyes were always on a discovery mission.

I shoved him playfully and laughed. “You’re such a perv.”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” he countered, carrying our pies to my kitchen table.

It wasn’t how I thought I’d be spending my night but as far as backup plans, it was a pretty decent one. And it sure as hell beat being shackled to my headboard; those handcuffs were definitely not my thing.

“Enough about me.” I took a spoonful of pie and brought it closer to my mouth. “What were you doing that required Josh’s assistance?”

Even though it was only a Wednesday night, I could almost guarantee Dallas had been involved in some kind of crazy antic. Because, for all the bad decisions I had made, he had a stack of his own from what I’d heard.

“I was with a woman, things got complicated,” he answered, not even trying to hide the fact he’d been on a date.

I savored the pie, the spice of the apple and creaminess of the vanilla inducing a pleasured moan. “This is soooooo good.” I loaded up my spoon before continuing my questioning. “What got so complicated? It was just sex, right?”

It was probably none of my business, but I was curious. As someone who had slept with Dallas, there wasn’t a lot to be confused about. He had an ego on him sure, but he knew what he was doing when it came to pleasing a woman.

Dallas stopped, his spoon halfway to his mouth. “Are we allowed to talk about this?” he asked, cautiously looking around the room like someone was going to burst in at any moment.

“What do you mean?” I leaned in closer, wondering if he knew something I didn’t. I was well aware that my iPhone microphone was being misused, targeted ads showing up in my web searches after only a casual mention. But I didn’t think I was important enough for full-scale surveillance.

His voice dropped to a whisper, his face turning serious. “I don’t think I’m supposed to be talking to you about other women.”

I started to laugh, throwing my head back as the sound bubbled up my throat. “Oh my God.” My hand clasped against my chest in relief. “I thought you meant my place was bugged or something like that. Phew! Of course you are allowed to talk to me about other women. Why the hell wouldn’t you be?”

“Because . . .” He paused, looking like a deer in headlights as he gestured to me. “You’re a woman.”

I laughed again, his expression so adorable I couldn’t help it. “Ahhh, yeah I am, thanks for noticing. Which makes me the perfect person to speak to.”

“I don’t know.” He rubbed his neck nervously, hesitating. “Something about this feels . . . like a bad idea.”

“Trust me, we’re good. Talk,” I prompted. I knew bad ideas, and talking to Dallas about some girl he’d been with didn’t seem to fit the brief.

He blew out a breath, looking around cautiously again. “Fine, but I want you to remember that I was trying to be a gentleman.”

“Noted.” I nodded, returning my attention to my pie. “Now, tell me what happened.”

He raised his head, leveling me with a stare. “She cried.”

“Huh?”

“Like really crying,” he emphasized. “Not the kind from when you come hard either, because I’ve seen that. I’m talking like someone died kind of tears.”

I shook my head, not any more enlightened with the clarification. And as much as I hated to ask, I did anyway. “Did you hurt her?”

“No!” he shot back almost immediately. “It was completely consensual and not even that interesting. I mean, I made sure she got off before I did, but that was it.”

There usually were two kinds of tears during consensual sex.

Good ones, when it felt oooh sooooo good.

And bad ones, when the guy you were with either didn’t know what he was doing or was trying to jam something in without proper preparation.

I’d experienced both and knew the difference. And boy, was there a difference.

Having first-hand knowledge that Dallas absolutely knew what he was doing; his account of the tears was perplexing.

“Was she wet?”

He snorted. “Of course she was, she was the Hoover Dam down there. That was so not the issue.” He stopped, leaning in closer as his eyes widened. “She said she was a virgin.” The word said so cautiously it was as if he’d discovered a unicorn.

I bit the inside of my cheek, trying not to laugh.

I really, really tried.

But I couldn’t resist.

My mouth opened to talk and a giggle escaped before I could stop it.

“Don’t laugh, this is serious. Between the crying and taking her virginity, I was starting to freak the hell out. I know it was good for her, but I’m not exactly small . . . maybe I was too much for her to take for her first time.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t mean to laugh. It’s not funny.” I tried to contain my laughter, not wanting to hurt his feelings. “Let’s back up here for a second. Did she feel like a virgin?”

“Fuck, are you sure we’re supposed to be talking about this? This isn’t some kind of test and then you yell at me for doing something I shouldn’t have.” His brow rose with suspicion.

“Okay.” I set aside my plate, the pie all but forgotten given our current dilemma. “You are not bragging about it like it is some conquest, we’re trying to work out where things went wrong. Trouble shooting. Like when you get the blue screen of death on your computer.”

Besides, I wasn’t jealous. I’d already been there and done that. And while our night together had been A-mazing, that’s all it was. A one-time deal. Dallas and I were friends now; sure we flirted a little, but friends nonetheless. And I liked helping my friends.

“So tell me, did she feel like a virgin?” I repeated the question, trying to sound as clinical as I could.

He shrugged as if weighing his reply. “She was tight but I didn’t feel like my dick was in a vice if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Come on, Dallas. You have to know that is not a sign of a virgin.” I rolled my eyes. “Did she seem like she knew what she was doing? Or was she uncoordinated and awkward?”

His hand scrubbed his face in frustration like he wasn’t sure if he should answer. “I didn’t think so. She sucked my dick like a champ.”

“Then I’m going to go out on a limb and say chances are she’s done it before.”

He screwed up his face in horror, like the thought hadn’t even occurred to him. “So she was lying?”

“Dallas,” I crooned, the smile automatic. “Surely you’ve been lied to before? Especially in bed.”

As much as I hated to admit it, lying during sex was often necessary. Sometimes for your own sanity, and sometimes because you didn’t want to hurt the other person’s feelings. But always as a means to an end.

If he’d looked horrified before, he’d reached a new level of disbelief. He shook his head, the conviction ringing in his voice. “No, they don’t. Not with me.”

He was so adorable, almost innocent in his naivety.

“Oh Dallas, I’ve never seen anything that huge.” I brought my hand to my mouth feigning shock. “Baby, no man has ever made me feel like that. I think I might actually die.” My voice was breathy, my hand sliding down my throat. “I’m coming, baby. Oh. My. God. I’m going to explode. Hold me, I just can’t take it anymore.”

“What the fuck?” He rose out of his chair, shuffling back. “Are you telling me you did that to me?”

I shook my head, reaching out for him. “Me? God, no. Any screams you got from me were well earned, but I have in the past with other guys. Babe, trust me. If she wasn’t hurt and they weren’t tears of ecstasy, then she was probably feeding you a line. Maybe she was hoping to guilt you into a relationship or get you to spend the night? We aren’t frail creatures like some people might have you think.”

His eyes widened, like he hadn’t even considered the possibility. “Fuck,” the one word cursing out his mouth. “She was playing me.”

I pointed at him with a smile. “Says you, the biggest player of all.”

“I never do mind games, Kitty.” He looked at me seriously. “But thanks for the head’s up, I never would have seen it.”

“You’re welcome.” I grinned at him, feeling like I’d done a good deed. “Now, let’s get back to the pie.”

“Wait a minute.” He stopped suddenly, reaching out and grabbing my arm. “That’s exactly what I need.”

“Pie?” I asked, wondering if that was the case, why we weren’t eating it already.

He shook his head, his voice turning serious. “No, don’t you see. You gave me a peek over the fence and now I want another look.”

Wait a minute.

Was he asking me for sex?

There were no surprises when it came to Dallas Rodgers. He was interested in sex probably during every waking moment of every day. I had no problem with that.

But I wasn’t about to jump into bed a few hours after he’d been with someone else. That was the ultimate in bad decisions, and if I—Miss Queen of Dumbassary when it came to men—could see that, then it was definitely stupid.

“Dallas, we’ve slept together, you’ve seen everything already. But thanks for the offer.”

“No.” He waved his hands in the air. “That’s not what I meant. Although, I wouldn’t say no if you were asking, because you’re fucking hot.” His grin widened with appreciation. “But what I do want is for you to be my in. Decipher the lady code and help me be able to pick the non-crazy ones.” Eyes wide, with his face completely serious like he was asking me to lend him an iPhone charger.

“You want me to help you get women?” I asked, clarifying if he was suggesting I moonlight as a pimp.

He reached out, a finger trailing across my forearm seductively, “Babe, I do not need help getting women. I can hunt and gather all by myself, it’s weeding them out that’s the problem. Which is why I need you. You give me the keys to the kingdom, the insider info.”

I’ll admit, his idea did have some merit. How good would it be to have a guide, someone whispering in your ear, cracking the code of what all those bullshit lines meant? Of course, I was talking about myself, because I sure as hell could use some insider info—help me avoid the deadbeats and the losers.

“Oh my God!” I jumped out of my chair, my mind brimming with the possibilities. “I help you and you help me. Between the two of us, we’re bound to have seen everything. This is freaking perfect.”

He nodded, the smile brimming off his face as he joined me on his feet. “We’ll be unstoppable.”

“Like superheroes!” I agreed, jumping excitedly in place.

It really was the perfect solution.

Neither of us wanted a serious relationship, but enjoyed the company of members of the opposite sex. And both of us seemed to be afflicted with the attraction to crazies. Virgin girl was nothing, he’d told me once some woman had robbed him after sex and left him stranded at a beach. And we didn’t even need to go into my track record.

Maybe this was the key, the answer to the madness, because it surely couldn’t get any worse.

“Okay.” I clapped my hands figuring out of the two of us I was probably the one who was most organized. “If we’re going to do this, then we need some guidelines. Things to help us out and get to know each other a little better too.”

Dallas nodded looking so pleased with himself you’d think I’d told him we were going to Disneyland. “Agreed. And if one of us sees the other making a wrong turn, they have to call it. I don’t want you letting me get involved with a stage-five clinger just because I didn’t see all the signs.”

“I will one hundred percent do that.” I made possibly the easiest promise I’d ever made. “Now, let’s finish our pie and get to work.”
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Dallas

I’LL BE HONEST, THE ORIGINAL PLAN WHEN Kitty called me was find out how she got herself chained up and then offer to keep playing if that was what she was into. Yes, I had just been with another woman, which technically made me a whore, but I had not hidden that fact from anyone. So, I needed to ditch Josh, put the moves on Kitty, and try to salvage the night so I could look back on it with fond memories.

But plans don’t always work out like you think they will.

It was obvious the minute we started talking about me and my evening, sex wasn’t going to happen. It was a disappointment, but I was still going to get to eat pie with a beautiful woman and hopefully score a kiss or—if I was lucky—touch her boobs before I went home alone.

Who knew I’d end up getting to look behind the curtain.

You see, I could make a woman come so hard she’d forget her own name. I needed no help with that. But what I had a little difficulty with was finding women who didn’t want to feed me my balls after the fact.

Not all of them of course, some were regular girls who took what I gave them and we parted as friends. But I figured that was more the law of averages rather than anything else.

After we chowed down on some pretty awesome pie in the kitchen, Kitty got serious as we settled onto her couch. She was so fucking smart, brainstorming scenarios and asking all kinds of questions, and I very much enjoyed being her star student. I had productive shit to contribute too, tossing in suggestions on when she should zig instead of zag with a dude, something that she seemed to appreciate immensely.
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