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      Dear Readers,

      

While this work has been proofed and rebranded for republication, it is not significantly revised from the original novel published in 2008 by Berkley Heat. The main goal of rebranding the Dungeon stories as the True Desires series and is to help these stories that I love, that have fallen out of print and out of contract, find home in the hearts and minds of readers once again while continuing to write new work. I hope you enjoy them, as much as I have, and still do.

      

Sasha

    

  


  
    
      
        I find sometimes it’s easy to be myself

        

Sometimes I find it’s better to be somebody else.

        

—Dave Matthews Band
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      There are few things more enjoyable than lying naked on a sandy beach under a hot sun. Especially in a foreign country where no one knows me and I’m free do whatever—and whomever—I want.

      Kelsey Howard, footloose and fancy free, answerable to no one. That was me.

      Being single and adventurous made me the envy of many, and I had to admit, there were times when even I thought my life was blessed.

      Cute as a kid, pretty as a girl, and then beautiful as a woman.

      I do believe people see that when they look at me. I have to believe it, I’ve heard it my whole life. And on some days, I can even look in the mirror and see it. The problem is that I don’t always feel that way. I have a hole inside that needs to be filled, and despite the fact that I know filling it with food, drinks, and casual sex isn’t good, or smart…I still do it. I can’t stop myself. It’s the only way I know to fill that emptiness. 

      So really? Is it wrong if it makes me feel better? Even if it’s just for a little while?

      Rising up a bit from my supine position on the beach, my elbows dug comfortably into the sand. I lounged in the heat of the Caribbean sun and tracked the approach of my companion from behind dark sunglasses. Nope, nothing wrong with it at all.

      Ocean water glistened over his bulging muscles as they rippled with every move he made. Hair slicked back and eyes intent on me, he prowled up the beach. Yeah, he was definitely prowling, and I was woman enough to appreciate it.

      One of the few things I enjoy in life more than lying on a beach is lying under a well-built man. Both at once was a fantasy I was determined to finally have come true.

      Marco was his name, and I’d met him at the hotel bar on my second night here. The all-inclusive resort we were at encouraged hedonistic behavior, and after the first night spent watching everyone let loose, I was more than ready for my own sensual adventure. I’d almost given up hope of finding someone I could click with when he’d introduced himself and the sparks flew. Marco had proven to be very adventurous himself—a wonderful choice for my holiday fling.

      I took a pull of tequila from the bottle I’d grabbed from the room’s mini-bar and a familiar tingle awoke low in my belly. Marco drew closer and I spread my legs a little wider, knowing he wouldn’t be able to avoid the temptation I presented.

      Sure enough, hunger sparked in his dark eyes and he dropped to his knees at my feet. Large masculine hands cupped my bent knees and slid up my thighs, sending more tingles through my system.

      “Hello there, stranger,” I said softly.

      His teeth flashed in a predatory smile and he began crawling up and over my body until his mouth hovered over mine. “You look good enough to eat,” he said.

      I looked to the left and saw no one, and then to the right. There was a couple about fifty yards down the beach, roasting themselves on a blanket and minding their own business, so I lifted my arms and pulled him down on top of me. “So what’s stopping you?”

      He chuckled and kissed me hungrily. He tasted faintly of tequila and saltwater from the ocean, so I opened up and enjoyed the way our tongues rubbed together. The cool friction heated my blood and made my sex clench in anticipation. The nude beach we were on was part of the private resort where anything goes, and in that instant I made the decision to live up to my reputation as a wild child and enjoy every second of it.

      I tilted my head back, and Marco took the hint, nuzzling his way down my neck. The sound of waves rhythmically lapping at the shore became an erotic symphony as he cupped my breasts and flicked the jeweled hoops there back and forth.

      “So pretty,” he crooned. He wrapped his lips around one nipple and sucked hard, his tongue pulling at the piercing there.

      “Harder,” I urged him. A little pain always heightened the pleasure.

      He complied and my hips jerked in response. Yes.

      I slid my hands into his hair and nudged him lower. Eager to please, Marco slithered down my body until his talented mouth was hovering over my greedy cunt. His hands cupped my ass, lifting me as his tongue came out and flicked the jeweled hoop that pierced the protective hood of my clit. A sigh of pleasure slipped from between my lips and I pressed him closer.

      Sometimes fantasies do come true.
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      The flight home was smooth and easy. After I passed through customs and caught sight of the mob at baggage claim, I was doubly glad I’d packed light and didn’t have to deal with the crowd.

      Heading through the automatic doors, I ignored the people eagerly waiting for arrivals to well…arrive. No one there was waiting for me.

      It was late afternoon but the sun was shining down on Vancouver. The sky was clear and the air was so humid my hair began to wilt and go flat immediately. It didn’t matter, though; I just reached into my purse for a couple of elastics and made two pigtails. Not many women my age could get away with the style, but I didn’t look my age, and I certainly didn’t feel it, so why care?

      I knew the airport’s parking lot layout well, so it took me no time to find my car. Dropping my bags on the passenger seat of the little red Camry, I climbed in, rolled down the window and cranked up the tunes. I bopped along mindlessly to the music for the forty-five minute drive home, weaving in and out of the busy Saturday afternoon traffic but not letting the heat or the cranky drivers on the road get to me.

      An hour after my feet touched the ground I was strolling into my apartment and dropping my bag on the floor while my stomach growled angrily. A quick peek into the fridge showed only a bottle of wine and a tub of margarine.

      Why the hell hadn’t I stopped at McDonald’s or something on the way home? Smart, Kelsey. Way to think ahead.

      There was nothing special about my apartment, other than the fact that it’s all mine. I’d spent some time and money making it the best it could be, and that was a nice, semi-stylish place with an eclectic collection of comfortable furniture, and all the amenities.

      The thought of coming home to a messy place always had me on a cleaning spree the week before I went on any trip and this last one had been no different. When I glanced around this time I noted that it looked as neat and clean as it had been when I left.

      It was nice to come home to a clean place, but the hollowness of the empty apartment was a bit too much for me so I dug out my iPod and put it in its cradle. Soon Dave Matthews was chasing the silence away and I reached for the phone.

      I’d just finished ordering pizza for delivery and was opening the bottle of wine when there was knock on the door. Yay! Someone came to welcome me home. Not.

      Corkscrew still in hand, I opened it to one of the downstairs tenants.

      “Hi, Manny, what can I do for you?”

      A twenty-dollar bill was waved in front of my face. “My wife, she need the laundry tokens.”

      Manny was from Chile, and had lived on the first floor of the three-story building for the past twelve years. He and his wife were quiet and clean, and the first ones to welcome me to the complex when I’d moved in five years earlier, and I really liked them. Having neighbors who knew my name and were willing to water my plants while I was away made me feel a part of the place. “Sure. Wait right here.”

      I went to the kitchen and pulled the little plastic case from the cupboard. I was counting out tokens when Manny stepped into the open doorway. “Our kitchen sink is still dripping, Ms. Kelsey. It’s very loud and keeps me awake at night. When will it get fixed?”

      “I told you before. You have to phone Paul. He’s the head of the condo board and in charge of things until the new building manager is here next month. I’m just taking care of the tokens and the basic maintenance for this month. I have nothing to do with repairs.”

      “Two weeks ago I call El Presidente. He said he’d call a repair man, but I’ve not heard nothing, so I ask you again.”

      I shook my head and handed him the tokens with a soft smile. “I’m sorry, I haven’t heard anything. I know it’s annoying, but apparently the guy that the condo board hired is worth waiting for, and after the last manager, we need to make sure this new one knows what he’s doing.”

      “That’s true,” he said, nodding his head thoughtfully. “That last guy did nothing but drink. He try to fix the leak, and it only get worse.”

      “Less than a month to go, Manny.” I ushered him out of the doorway. “I’ll make sure when I meet the new building manager that your faucet is first on his ‘To Do’ list.”

      I closed the door behind the grumbling old guy and went back to my bottle of wine. Sure, I’d agreed to clean the building and hand out laundry tokens for the six weeks they were without a manager, but that was it. I was a bartender, not a handym—handywoman.

      Two minutes later I was sitting down with wineglass in hand and the phone rang. I recognized Randy’s number on the caller ID and decided I wasn’t in the mood for a visit. Strange, normally a visit from my occasional and very adventurous lover was welcome, but right then, I just wanted to be alone with my wine.

      

Sunday was my day to get organized again before I returned to the regular programming of my uneventful life.

      Still feeling pretty relaxed and genial after my holiday, I crawled out of bed around ten a.m.—which was actually early for me, the bartender who rarely went to bed before four in the morning. After a lazy shower I dressed in a casual pair of black walking shorts and a tight tank top that hugged my breasts and showed plenty of my C-cup cleavage. Hair wasn’t something I wanted to deal with so I slipped a ball cap over my plain midnight tresses and smoothed on some bright red lipstick to finish the look before heading to the grocery store.

      Vancouver is a big city, which makes housing in the decent areas pretty expensive. Commercial Drive, my neighborhood, was ethnically diverse and could be a bit seedy, but the city was working on cleaning it up. Cafés and restaurants were popping up all over and it had turned into a more eclectic, almost artsy area because of the recently restored lofts and buildings.

      Grabbing a basket just inside the door, I filled it with pre-washed and cut bag salad, baby carrots, and celery before adding some peaches and heading for the frozen food aisle. Microwave dinners, pizza, and a carton of ice cream joined the healthy stuff. A basket full of essentials for a single person.

      Staring at the food I’d collected was slightly depressing and I fought the temptation of the cookie aisle. Temptation won and I added a bag of chocolate chip cookies to my basket. Not a coffee drinker, a pack of Red Bull energy drinks was the final item on my list.

      The cashier smiled at me when I started to unload my items onto the conveyor belt and I smiled back. “Hi, Kelsey, how are you doing today?” she said when the customer ahead of me was done and walking away.

      “Doing good, Maureen. You?”

      Living alone made it hard to keep lots of food in my fridge because if I didn’t eat at home every day, the food went bad. Which meant I didn’t buy a lot, but I went food shopping two or three times a week. Since I’d been living in the same apartment for almost five years, and the grocery store was only four blocks away, a couple of the cashiers knew me by name.

      I was a regular.

      A chuckle bubbled up and Maureen grinned and shook her head in puzzlement. “You’re always in such a good mood.”

      I was amused because after bartending for fifteen years I’d always swore I’d never be a “regular” anywhere. Regulars could keep a business going, but by the same token, they could be a real pain in the ass at times. But Maureen didn’t need to hear all that so I just shrugged. “The sun is shining and I have nothing to complain about.”

      “Ahh.” The pretty cashier nodded. “Well, here’s hoping the rest of the week remains the same for us both.”

      She took my money, we said good day to each other, and I left with a smile still on my face. I had a date with a pitcher of margaritas I didn’t want to be late for.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          3

        

      

    

    
      My timing was perfect.

      I made my way through the crowded tables of Vantage Sports Pub to the patio where my friend waited. I made it to the plastic deck chair waiting for me mere seconds before the waitress arrived with a fresh pitcher of frozen margaritas.

      “How was Jamaica?” Dee McDonald asked as my butt hit the chair.

      I thought of Marco and the secluded beach escapade. “In a word…delicious.”

      Dee was the manager of an Irish pub near the university and had been my best friend for the past fifteen years, ever since we met in college. Only two years apart in age, and both working in the hospitality industry, we understood each other in ways that only close friends, and other waitresses, could. But even Dee only understood that part of me. She didn’t get that I was always searching for…well, searching.

      Hell, even I didn’t really know for sure what it was I was searching for. I just knew there had to be more to life than what was in front of me, and I wasn’t going to find out what it was by living by someone else’s rules.

      “Only a masochist would go to the Caribbean in August,” Dee said, distracting me from my thoughts.

      The server set frosty glasses on the table and Dee poured us each a margarita from the pitcher while I answered.

      “It was cheap, and not much hotter than this. Plus, the occasional afternoon thunderstorm cooled things off nicely.” I eyed her. Dee’s brunette hair was streaked blond and cut in a short bob. The streaks were new. “And how were things in McDonald-land while I was gone? I like the new haircut, by the way. Very playful and summery.”

      “Thanks! Last week work sucked, and Jason fell asleep on the sofa every night, but the weekend was great. We got the backyard landscaped and the basement is almost finished. Oh, and Jason picked up a bunch of fitness equipment, including a cross trainer, so instead of meeting at the gym we can work out in the basement if we want.”

      I ignored the twinge of longing at the mention of comfortable married life and focused on the second half of what Dee said.

      Jason was Dee’s husband, and gorgeous as that man was, I didn’t want to be working out in any basement.

      “Sweetie, you’re forgetting that one of the reasons I work out at the gym is so I can drool over all the hot male hard-bodies that hang out there. What fun would working out in your basement be?”

      “Jason will be there, and I know you think he’s hot. He thinks you’re pretty, too, so you two can just drool over each other.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Get real. Jason can’t see anyone else when you’re around. Not that he’d drool over me anyway.”

      It was Dee’s turn to roll her eyes. “You get real, you’re like a cross between a fifties pin-up model and the modern Goth Girl. If Marilyn Monroe was a thirty-something right now, she’d look like you. Well, with black hair. The point is, all you have to do is smile and bat your eyelashes and men drool over you.”

      “Yeah?” I couldn’t help myself, Dee had hit a sensitive spot. “First off, I’m not a goth, I just happen to have a unique sense of style. And second, is that why I’m thirty-five and still single? Because I’m so pretty that all I have to do is smile and men drool?”

      “No,” she said and waved her hand dismissively. “You’re still single because you want to be single. Anytime a guy tries to get closer to you than your bed, you sabotage the relationship.”

      That was because when men found out how much I enjoyed sex that was all they saw. They stopped seeing me as anything more than a real life blow-up doll, and I wanted more than that. I deserved more than that.

      “If I wanted to be single, I wouldn’t have put that stupid personal ad online,” I muttered.

      “How’s that going anyway?”

      “It’s not.” I watched over Dee’s shoulder as the couple at the table behind her leaned together and kissed. It was a slow, seductive kiss, with the guy cupping the woman’s cheek in his hand as he looked into her eyes. It was the kind of kiss I dreamt about receiving.

      “Kelsey?”

      “Huh?” I tore my gaze away from the couple and focused on the conversation. Where were we? Oh yeah, the online thing. I drained the last of my margarita and made light of it all. “After chatting online to more guys than I thought possible, I gave it up as hopeless about a month ago.”

      “Hopeless? Really?”

      Well, except for Randy. But Randy wasn’t a boyfriend, he was occasional…exercise. He filled a need. That was it. But I didn’t say that. Dee might be my closest friend, but there were some things even I preferred to keep private.

      “Yeah, only a few of the men were interesting enough to actually meet for a drink. And of course, the ones I’m attracted to aren’t interested in me, and vice-versa. It’s easier to just stick with what I have.” Which is a lover who was happy to come when I called, share a drink or two, fuck, then leave.

      “What about the gym?” Dee asked.

      “No one ever hits on me at the gym.” I caught the waitress’s eye and she nodded. Another drink was on the way.

      “Maybe if you didn’t wear headphones someone would try to chat you up.”

      “I tried that actually. And you know what I noticed?”

      “What?”

      “That everyone else was wearing headphones.”

      Dee shook her head and I laughed.

      “What about the grocery store?” Dee said determinedly. “You love to cook and I know you hit the market at least twice a week.”

      I waved my hand. “Urban myth.”

      “Ha! You’re just too damn picky.”

      That hit the wrong button.

      “I’m not too picky,” I snapped. “I just know myself and what I need to be happy. So you’re right, I am single because I want to be.”

      “What do you need, then?”

      Tequila had loosened my tongue enough that I didn’t even think about it. “I want someone who will see below the surface and be in love with me. I want someone who wants more than to see me happy. I want someone who wants to make me happy.

      “I want someone that makes me want to please him. I know it’s almost archaic, but I want someone to cook for. Someone to sit on the couch and veg with as well as someone I can give a look to who’ll be able to read it. He’ll know when I want to kill him, and when I want to ravish him. Or when I want him to slam me against the wall and have his way with me.” And I want him to accept that sometimes, he alone won’t be enough for me.

      Dee’s brow puckered. “There’s nothing wrong with wanting the fantasy, Kels. But you have to understand that not everyone gets it.”

      “Did it ever occur to you that not everyone gets it because not everyone is willing to wait for it?”

      Dee stared at me blankly. I’d shocked her. Shit, I’d shocked myself. My façade was cracking and emotions were starting to leak out. I had to stop that. Now.

      All I’d ever really admitted to myself was that I’d rather be on my own than waste my time in a relationship that wasn’t everything I wanted. Everything I needed. Self-analysis was good, sometimes it even helped, but I did not need anyone thinking I was some lonely chick who needed a man to make her life complete. I worked damn hard to convince everyone who knew me that I was completely happy with every aspect of my single life. I worked even harder to convince myself.

      The shock in Dee’s eyes had faded and I could clearly see concern building. Shit.

      Relief swept over me when the waitress set a fresh jug of margaritas down. Dee grimaced. I poured myself another.

      “I work in a nightclub, Dee. I see people fucking around and cheating on their partners all the time. That’s what happens when people settle, and I’m not going to do that. I have to believe there’s someone out there for me. Someone who will love the hyperactive, outgoing, and flirty me, as much as the somewhat dark and twisted me. If there isn’t, then I don’t want anyone.” I grinned at my friend. “Not on a permanent basis anyway.”

      Dee laughed and shook her head. “That’s probably best. It’ll happen when you least expect it; it always does. Besides, you’re too busy traveling all over and playing sex games with your bed buddies to settle down right now. If you weren’t single you wouldn’t be able to do that. You certainly wouldn’t have been able to pick up some stranger and fuck him on the beach in Jamaica.” She winked at me. “Lucky bitch. How was it?”

      I choked on a mouthful of margarita. “How do you know I even did that?”

      “You said you were going to, and you always do what you say you’re going to. Now, stop stalling and tell me how it was. I’m a boring old married woman, I need to live vicariously through you.”

      “Boring maybe, but not old,” I stated firmly. “I’m older than you and I’m not old. So that means you’re not old yet, either.”

      Dee raised her glass and tilted her head. “Point taken.”

      The waitress came by to check on us and I ordered a couple of tequila shots.

      “One shot, and that’s it,” Dee warned. “The last time we got into the shooters, Jason wouldn’t talk to me for the rest of the weekend. Funny how he gets mad at me when I have a few drinks, yet every time he comes home from playing golf, he’s hammered.”

      I bit my tongue and took another sip of frosty lime loveliness. Dee had no idea how much I envied her relationship with Jason, and I wanted to keep it that way. There were times when booty calls and bed buddies were fun and exciting, but there were also times when coming home to an empty apartment sucked.

      The waitress dropped off the tequila shots and I was quick to reach for mine. “To a man who loves you,” I said and raised my glass in a toast.

      Dee raised her glass and clinked it against mine. “To living out the fantasy of fucking a stranger on a beach.”

      

For the next couple of hours Dee and I talked about work, clothes, Jamaica, Marco, and our hopes for the upcoming hockey season. Dee was excited about how Vancouver’s Canuck’s were shaping up, but I was secretly rooting for a differnt team. The Dartmouth Cobras had proven themselves a team to be reckoned with, and I was looking forward to seeing how far they’d go this year.

      The pub crowd thinned as time passed and people moved on to whatever plans they had for the evening. Just after four o’clock, Dee announced it was time to go.

      “You go,” I replied. “I’m going to stay a while longer.”

      She dug some cash out of her wallet and put it on the table beneath her empty glass. “Must be nice. I get to go home and cook dinner for a man who’ll probably just fall asleep on the couch the minute he’s done eating.”

      “So wake him up,” I said, tired of her whining.

      “Easier said than done, my friend.”

      One of my biggest pet peeves is when people complain about something, yet do nothing to change it. Like a wife complaining about her husband falling asleep on the sofa. As far as I was concerned, where there’s a will, there’s a way. And the easiest way was sometimes the best.

      “Use sex. He’s a man, that’ll wake him up.”

      “Use sex? Hell, I’d be thrilled to have sex tonight. It’s been almost a week, and last time it was barely over before he started snoring.”

      “That’s sad.”

      “Tell me about it. We had sex more often before we were married. You’re single and you have more sex than we do.”

      That was really sad.

      If I were married, you could bet the man would be giving it to me every night. Otherwise divorce would be inevitable—unless he didn’t mind me having sex with others. I could probably live with that.

      I gave my head a shake. It was time to focus on Dee. “So liven it up,” I told her. “Wake him up in a way he’ll never forget, and maybe he’ll be a little more energetic for the rest of the night.”

      Dee’s eyes lit up and she leaned forward, her purse still clutched in her lap. “Tell me, Oh Wise Wild One, how should I do that?”

      Excitement rippled through me.

      I loved sex. I thought about sex all the time. Positions, scenarios, certain people, combinations of people, different ways to masturbate, different kinks. Over the years I’d found that there were few problems or issues that either alcohol or sex couldn’t cure.

      Temporarily anyway… I was still working on the long-term cure.

      Mind you, falling asleep on the sofa sounded short term to me. “Do you guys ever role play?”

      Her brow puckered. “Role play? As in the naughty nurse and her bedridden patient?”

      I laughed. “Yeah, that’s one type of role playing. You guys ever do anything like that?”

      “We tried it once, but I couldn’t stop laughing.”

      Dee and I have been friends for a long time, and while she wasn’t as open as I was, I remembered our drunk partying nights pretty clearly. She wasn’t as angelic as her big brown eyes led people to believe, either.

      “After dinner, tell him you’re going to the bedroom, and be sure to give him the look.”

      “The look?”

      “Yeah. The one that says ‘Follow me, I’m horny.’”

      “Oh, that look.” Dee laughed. “Okay. Got it.”

      “When you’re upstairs, find some sexy lingerie—matching bra and panties, garter and thigh-high’s, baby doll nightgown—whatever you have that you know gets him hard and will make him drool.”

      A secretive smile spread across Dee’s lips and I knew she instantly had an outfit in mind.

      “If he hasn’t followed you into the bedroom by the time you’ve changed and are ready, then go get out the vacuum.”

      “The vacuum?”

      “If he’s asleep on the sofa, it’ll wake him up. If he’s not, he’ll still notice you. Just go about the cleaning, as if you had on sweatpants and a T-shirt. Bending here, stretching there.” I gave her a stern look. “But ignore him.”

      Dee’s eyes were round and she was grinning like an idiot. “Oh my God,” she said. “That will drive him absolutely nuts.”

      “There you go.” I nodded. “The rest is up to you, but I suggest if you have to take out the vacuum, you make him work for it.”

      We shared another chuckle and Dee jumped up. “Okay, I’m outta here. I’ll call you.”

      “I’m gonna want details.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          4

        

      

    

    
      I sat in the cheap plastic chair at the little patio table all by myself and people-watched for a while. I’d had a bit to drink, and I needed to kill some time before I drove home.

      My mind kept going back to the online dating thing. Dee had been harping on me for years to stop being so open about my sexuality. That no matter what men said, the old double standard was still there. Good girls didn’t have sex on the first date, and bad girls were only good for sex.

      I told her I refused to believe it, but in truth, I did believe it. I just refused to let it change who I was or how I acted. And I’d paid for it.

      The online thing had been intriguing for a month or so. In the end it was nothing but demoralizing. All that talking and flirting through e-mails only to meet the guy and find out either, a) there was absolutely no chemistry at all, or b) they were liars.

      There had been one or two that I’d had great chemistry with, and great sex, too, but that had been it. The worst thing about the online dating fiasco had been that it had gotten my hopes up. It had seemed a great way to meet guys outside the bar, but in all reality, the men online were worse than the ones in the bar. At least the guys in the bar didn’t try to pretend they wanted more than what they did, which was usually a night or two of hot sex, with no promises.

      The guys online handed out a bunch of crap about looking for a relationship and love. The majority of the time I’d meet with them and, silly me, think we were forming a connection, only to discover that once they got laid, I’d never hear from them again. I was all for a night of hot, dirty sex with a stranger, no strings attached, but I didn’t like being lied to.

      Whatever. I might be willing to give up the hunt for love, but I was not going to give up sex. It was one of the few things that kept me sane.

      All that thinking about sex had erotic heat thrumming through my veins and a dampness forming between my thighs. Dee knew I had more than one lover, but she had no idea just how addicted to it all I’d become over the years. One glance around the pub showed me there were no single men to hit on, and my frustration rose.

      Then I got mad at myself. “Jesus, Kelsey, you just got laid for a week straight. Give yourself a time-out,” I muttered to myself.

      To make sure I didn’t follow the urge to troll through my phone index for a man to fuck, I keyed open my cell and dialed from memory. “Hey, little sis, what are you up to tonight?”

      “Kelsey! I thought you were on a beach somewhere?”

      “That was last week. Keep up, would ya?”

      Ariel’s light laugh echoed over the phone line. “Sorry. It’s tough having a jet-setting sister, ya know. What’s up?”

      “I haven’t seen you in awhile and I thought I’d invite you over to dinner tonight. I have a new recipe I want to try out.” I didn’t have a new recipe, but cooking and eating were second only to sex in the simple pleasures of life on my list. And beaches. Yeah, lying on beaches was up there on that list, too.

      “Ohhhh.” Ariel moaned into the phone. “It sounds so good. You know I love your cooking, but I have to finish addressing these freakin’ wedding invitations.”

      “Do that tomorrow.”

      “I can’t. It’s the fifteenth and I have to get them done or Miles’s mother will never let me live it down.”

      I snorted. “Procrastinated as long as you could, huh?” Ariel was the queen of the last-minute detail. Speaking of which. “Have you found a dress yet?”

      “I don’t want to talk about that,” she said crisply. Then her voice took on a hopeful tone. “Since you don’t have a date tonight, you could come over and help me with the invitations.”

      “Um, no.” I laughed. “I think I’ll stay away from the homestead while it’s all caught up in wedding fever. It’s not my style. But you be sure to call me whenever you need to get away from it all.”

      Ariel promised and we hung up.

      Restless energy had me up and out of my seat in seconds. I tossed some cash on the table to match Dee’s and headed out of the pub.

      

The closer I got to home, the hornier I became. By the time I parked my car and strode up the stairs to my apartment I had a clear plan, if not a clear head. I pulled the toy chest out from under my bed, stripped off my clothes, and went back to the living room with my hands full.

      Since it was the middle of August, my place was still flooded with sunlight, even though it was early evening.

      I’d kept the curtains closed in the vain hope that my unit wouldn’t turn into an oven. Despite my lack of clothing, a layer of sweat popped up on my skin within seconds.

      Uncaring of my nakedness, I pushed back the heavy curtains that shaded the room and slid the patio door open.

      It was sort of weird to be standing on my own deck in the nude in broad daylight, but freeing, too. I loved the sun on my naked skin when I was on a foreign beach, but I’d always tried to keep that part of my life separate. When I was home, I worked, I hung out with friends, and I…worked some more.

      When I was away from home, I truly played.

      Only I needed to play now.

      The DVD player was in the corner of the room right next to the patio doors and I loaded the disk into it before going to take a chair from the kitchen. I set the chair a couple feet in front of the TV, with the back to the screen.

      The movie loaded and I flipped through the menu to my favorite scene. Then, pulling the six-inch silicone cock out of its silk storage sack, I slapped it onto the chair and grinned when the suction cup on the bottom took hold.

      The next best thing to the real thing.

      Flopping on the sofa, I watched as the woman on screen got on her knees between two naked men and started sucking one cock, then the other. I cupped my breasts and tugged on the nipples until they were red and tight, shooting pleasure straight to my core. When the moaning on screen started to get loud, I remembered the open patio door and turned the volume down with one hand while the other traveled over my belly to my sex.

      Thinking about sex for the last hour had me so excited my clit was already hard and sensitive. I tugged on the piercing through the hood, rubbed the jewel against my clit once, twice, three times, and I was up. This was not going to take long at all.

      Bracing my hands on the back, I swung my leg over the chair and let the head of the dildo nudge my entrance. Tilting my head back I inched lower, my thigh muscles starting to tremble with the strain of going slow. The head breached my entrance and I lowered myself onto the dildo.

      I was wet and more than ready, but with no lube it was still a tight fit.

      Pain mixed with the pleasure and I pushed down harder as I watched the girl on screen get a cock shoved up her pussy from behind while the second guy fucked her mouth. They were a wickedly beautiful trio.

      Finally it was all the way in and I was so full a guttural moan ripped from my throat. Fuck, I loved being full. I loved the tinge of pain that shaded the pleasure soaring through my system. I loved the raw naughtiness of fucking myself in broad daylight while the scandalous sounds of the porn filled the room.

      With my feet planted on the floor and juices flowing so fast, I was soon bouncing up and down, and moaning louder than the people on screen. Sweat slicked my body and my insides clenched. This time when I thought about the open curtains, the sunlight, and the fact that someone might hear me, my cunt clenched. I closed my eyes and imagined the hand that reached down between my legs wasn’t mine. Rough fingers circled my clit, tugging on it until my back arched and my mouth opened in a silent scream of pleasure.

      I sat for a minute, still full of fake cock, with my arms folded across the back of the chair and my head resting on top of them. The grunting, panting, and sighing coming from the TV told me I’d beaten my celluloid friends to the finish line and I laughed.
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