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      “Shit. Shit. Shit. Joey? I need you!” I’m flustered and running late as usual, frantically trying to zip up my new black strapless dress and failing miserably. “Damn it, Joey.”

      Throwing my hands in the air in frustration, I step into my favorite black pumps and run downstairs into the bakery, my bare back completely exposed.

      Joey, my assistant and dear friend, is leaning his tall, perfectly tailored, suited frame against the doorway and watching me, clearly amused. A winning smile spreads across his face, and if I weren’t so rightly irritated, I would have stopped to appreciate just how handsome he looks.

      “What the fuck? Can you zip me up, please, so we can go? The cake should have been delivered over an hour ago.”

      He pushes off the wall and moves toward me, his expression softening. “No, dear, it’s already been delivered.”

      My back straightens as the cold metal of the zipper slides up my spine. “What? No it hasn’t.”

      “Yes, it has.” His hands grip my shoulders and spin me. “I dropped it off myself because I knew you would be freaking out up there getting ready and making us late.”

      “Really?” I ask, staring up at him unconvinced.

      He nods. “Really, cupcake.”

      Smiling and reaching up, I kiss him quickly on his freshly shaven jaw. “You’re the best, you know that right?”

      “I know.” His eyes run down my body and I feel my cheeks heat up. “You look amazing, Dylan. Seriously,” he wiggles his brows at me, “if tits did anything for me…”

      I hold up my hand to stop him, but teasingly mold my breasts and plump them up. “Yeah? They do look fantastic right now, don’t they?”

      He smiles down at me, his one dimple sucked in tightly.

      “You ready for this?” he asks as he brushes my hair off my shoulder. “We can still back out. I’m all for ditching this shit and going bar hopping instead.” His brow arches as he searches my face, waiting for my response.

      I exhale forcefully and grab his arm, leading him toward the door. “No, we can’t ditch. Juls will be pissed if we don’t show up. Besides,” we halt at the door and I grip his massive shoulders, “I thought you wanted to do bad things with men we’ll never see again?”

      Slutty wedding sex awaits and I am more than ready to experience it.

      His eyes quickly light up with mischief. There’s the naughty Joey I know and love. “Oh, fuck yes. Let’s do this, cupcake.”
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        * * *

      

      Fayette Street is buzzing with people, all wandering in and out of shops on this beautiful June day.

      I lock up and spin around, seeing Joey stomping his foot irritatingly in the direction of our transportation.

      “Seriously, Dylan? Do we have to take the van? This suit is way too nice for that thing, and you know what kind of cars those rich bitches will be rolling up in.” He motions to his outfit with a sweeping hand as I walk toward the driver’s side.

      “I’m sorry, but do you have another suggestion? Your car is in the shop and this is my only mode of transportation at the moment.” I open the door and step in, standing on the ledge and looking over the roof at his scrunched up face. “And be nice to Sam. He’s been through a lot lately.”

      He lets out an exhausted breath. “If I ruin this nice suit… and please explain to me why you named this stupid thing. Who names their delivery van?”

      I ignore his last comment and start it up, glaring at him as he climbs in to ward off any further insults.

      “Don’t make me put you in the back,” I warn as I pull away from the curb toward an evening of inevitable awkwardness.
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        * * *

      

       “Holy shit. This place is fantastic!” Joey shrieks as I pull onto the driveway leading up to Whitmore Mansion, following a long line of expensive vehicles.

      I wince and rub the steering wheel, preparing Sam for the looks he will undoubtedly receive.

      “Oh, for Christ’s sake. See. I fucking told you we would stand out like idiots. Do you realize we’re sandwiched between a Mercedes and Lamborghini. A fucking Lamborghini.”

      I swallow loudly.

      Joey’s right. My delivery van, which is adorned with swirls of cupcakes and icing splashes on both sides, is completely out of place here. I’m fairly certain we will be the only non-luxury vehicle in the parking lot.

      My ringtone startles me and I quickly pull my phone out of my clutch, hitting the speaker phone button.

      “Hey, Juls.”

      “Are you here yet? I’m dying to introduce you to Ian and his entourage of insanely hot friends. HEY. What are you doing? You should be rounding up the groomsmen. Jesus, do I have to do everything around here?”

      I giggle at my best friend as we slowly inch closer to the parking attendants. She’s usually very calm and collected, until it’s close to show time.

      “Please, for the love of Christ, tell me one of Ian’s ridiculously hot friends prefers cock to pussy. I need to get laid, and I needed it to happen yesterday.” Joey is practically bouncing in his seat as I chuckle at him.

      There is nothing he likes more than a wild, no strings attached hook up, and weddings offer the best situation for such thing. Especially weddings where there is free booze.

      “Actually, his friend Billy didn’t once glance at my boobs when I was leaning over Ian, so you might be good to go there, JoJo.”

      With that information, he pulls his visor down and begins fixing his already perfectly coifed blond hair.

      “We’re at the valet guys now, so we’ll be right up.” I hit end and stop in front of three young boys who eye up Sam questionably and glance between the three of them, silently asking who wants to drive it. I step out with my purse and walk toward them. “Here, the clutch sticks, so don’t be afraid to be rough with him.”

      Tossing the keys to the one closest to me, I loop my arm through Joey’s and watch as the two boys who don’t have to drive Sam snicker at the one with the keys.

      “It smells like cupcakes in here.”

      My head falls back and I laugh with Joey at the valet attendant as we follow the crowd into the venue.

      To describe this place as beautiful is an extreme understatement.

      Entering through rustic doors, the floor plan opens up to a massive foyer with dim lighting given off by Tiffany-inspired glass chandeliers. Stained glass windows surround both doors, and antique furnishings and artwork fill the room. Guests are making their way down the hallway, which leads into another large room, most likely where the ceremony will be taking place. A grand staircase, wide enough for ten people to walk side by side, leads up to a second level, and as I inhale, the scent of old wood and calla lilies fill my lungs.

      Damn it. This wedding is going to be beyond chic.

      “There you are. Holy shit, Dyl, you look incredible. Is that dress new and when can I borrow it?”

      My beautiful best friend is adorned in a navy dress with an empire waist, her dark chocolate brown hair pulled back into a chic bun.

      “Justin is going to shit a brick when he sees you,” she whispers against my ear as she ends our hug.

      I’d prefer it if he just dropped dead at the sight of me, but I’m not that lucky.

      “Thanks. You look amazing as usual. How’s the bride?”

      Her fingers fluff my blonde waves that fall past my shoulders, and she leans in and gives Joey a kiss on each cheek.

      “Annoying. Come on, you both need to find seats and quickly. We’re about to start.” She grasps my hand in hers and I pull Joey behind me as we walk straight back and into the room labeled The Great Hall.

      “Okay, where are all the hot boys at?” Joey searches the room, practically bouncing on his feet.

      The boy is on the hunt and has a predictable, one-track mind.

      I shake my head at him. “Could you please try and keep it in your pants during the ceremony? You are technically my plus one, and can wait to get all freaky with some lucky man at the reception.”

      “I make no promises, cupcake.” He smoothes his suit and wiggles his brows at me as Juls extends her hand, pointing toward the left side of the room.

      “See the man sitting five rows back on the end, with the ponytail?”

      I laugh and her eyes widen. “Ponytail? You didn’t say Ian had a ponytail.”

      “Well, he does. And he lets me tug it when I’m coming.”

      “Hot damn. Get it, Juls!” Joey begins fanning his face and I know I need to do the same. My cheeks suddenly feel like they’re on fire.

      Although, I shouldn’t be that surprised at my best friend’s comment. Between the three of us, we’re all entirely too obsessed with the male appendage.

      “Anyways,” she continues with a tone, “the three equally delicious looking men next to him are all his colleagues. And Billy,” she meets Joey’s anxious eyes, “is the one next to the two empty seats. You guys better hurry up and grab them before someone else does. Oh, shit.” She glances down at her watch and pushes us forward into the room. “Sit. Hurry.”

      She clicks away on her heels as I stare down the center aisle where the bride will be walking down any minute.

      Shit. I can’t walk down that aisle to my seat. That has to be some kind of weird karma to walk where the bride of your ex-boyfriend is about to walk. No, thank you. I do not need that kind of bad luck.

      “Come on.” I grab Joey’s sleeve and pull him with me toward the left side of the room, walking quickly up the rows of chairs until we stop at the fifth row.

      Ian, Mr. Ponytail, glances up and smiles at me. Ooohhh, he is cute.

      “Excuse me,” I say softly.

      I step between his long legs and the chair in front of him, trying to quickly make my way to the two empty seats. There isn’t much space to wiggle through, and I inwardly laugh at the thought of my six foot two, muscly assistant doing the same shimmy right behind me.

      The lights start to dim, indicating the ceremony is about to start, so I move faster, Joey pushing up against my back.

      “Oh, shit.” My heel slips on the arm of a suit jacket that is hanging on the back of a chair and I fall backward, crashing straight into the lap of the man sitting two seats down from Ian.

      His hands quickly grab my waist and I gasp at the contact. Oh, great. Good job, Dylan.

      Glancing down slowly, I see the sexiest pair of hands I’ve ever laid eyes on.

      They’re big, and his long fingers tightly grip my hips. Slightly tanned skin contrasts beautifully with my black dress, and I hear a few muffled laughs coming from behind and both sides of me.

      My eyes flick up to meet Joey, who is grinning widely and glancing behind me amusingly at whoever’s lap I am sitting in. I stand up quickly and spin, getting the first real look at the man my ass is now acquainted with.

      “Oh, shit,” I gasp, seeing a small smile form at the corner of his perfect mouth.

      Oh, God, I want those lips on me. Full and pink with a predominant slit running down the middle of the bottom one.

      His tongue darts out and slowly licks it. Whoa.

      “You already said that, love.”

      Holy fucking shit, that voice. Are you kidding me with that voice?

      Low and sweet, I can almost taste it.

      My eyes quickly scan the rest of his face as Joey nudges me in the back, urging me to move forward.

      Fuck him. He can wait a second and allow me to marvel at this spectacle in front of me.

      His body is fit, built, and definitely makes good use of a gym membership. Perfectly disheveled, dark brown hair that is slightly grown out, striking green eyes that are glued to mine and a strong jaw.

      Jesus, is this guy for real? He could be a fucking model with these looks.

      “I… uh… I… sorry.” Swallowing loudly after my poor attempt at a sentence, I move quickly and fall back into the chair closest to the aisle, my chest heaving rapidly in my dress.

      “What the fuck was that?” Joey whispers as he sits down next to me, blocking my view of the hottest guy I have ever seen in person.

      “I don’t know. I fell.”

      “You are such a whore; you did that on purpose. Christ on a cracker, he’s hot.” Joey leans back a bit and I meet the man’s eyes briefly before I drop my head, my cheeks instantly flushing.

      “Did he get hard? Is he huge? He looks huge.”

      I cover my mouth after a loud gasp escapes. “Jesus, you have zero filter. Thank God, we aren’t in a church. He does look huge though, right?”

      We giggle and make crude gestures at each other as the wedding party music begins to play.

      “I bet he’s bigger than Justin,” he teases and my eyes widen.

      “Are you serious? The ring bearer is probably bigger than Justin.”

      His mouth falls open. “I fucking knew he had a little dick. You never admitted it.”

      “Yup.” I wiggle my pinky finger at him and he cracks. “We should have gotten Sara a dildo as her wedding gift. She’s gonna need it.”

      Oh, my God, Joey mouths as I glance up to the front of the room.

      My eyes instantly fall on Justin, who is now standing next to his groomsmen.

      Fucking hell, he looks good. I was hoping he got fat.

      “You okay?” Joey whispers and I nod, slowly turning in my seat so I can see the bridesmaids walk down the aisle.

      They’re all wearing peach-colored dresses that sweep along the floor with each step they take. I smile at the flower girl as she sprinkles petals along the path and settles up front with the rest of the party.

      The room is beautiful, everything in white and coral. Tall crystal cylinders line each row of chairs and small, lit votive candles float in the water they hold. Calla lilies are spread throughout the room in vases, on tables, and each bridesmaid clutches one. With the change of the music, the guests all rise to their feet and turn their heads toward the back of the room. My eyes meet Juls’ immediately as she stands by the door.

      “You okay?” she mouths.

      “Whatever,” I reply. She steps up and opens the double doors, allowing Sara to walk through with her father.

      I spend the rest of the ceremony staring down into my lap at my fingers. They are freshly painted a deep plum color and I smile at the sight of frosting, which is smudged on my left ring finger knuckle. Popping it into my mouth and sucking, I moan softly at the sweet taste of sugar as Joey weeps like a baby next to me.

      To my surprise, I’m not emotional at all. Weddings usually turned me into a blubbering idiot, but today, at this particular wedding, I’m emotionless. I guess a part of me should feel a bit sad. Not because my ex-boyfriend is getting married to someone other than myself, but because I wasted two years of my life on a relationship that almost broke me, and seeing him again is a reminder of all that time wasted. An annoying reminder.

      Why the hell did I even stay with him for that long?

      It definitely wasn’t because of the sex. Sex with Justin was bland and boring. He never once brought me to orgasm. Not once. I would have to finish myself off after he rolled out of bed and stalked into the bathroom.

      Of course, I always let him believe he got me off. I had to give the guy something.

      Raising my head, I glare at his profile. You’re welcome, dick.

      “And now it is with honor that I present to you, for the first time ever, Mr. and Mrs. Banks. You may now kiss the bride.”

      Everyone stands up and cheers and, of course, I follow suit. It would be rude not to, and I’m not bitter, so, whatever, I cheer.

      Justin and Sara share a lingering kiss and earn a few whistles from the audience.

      I feel Joey’s hand squeeze mine and I glance up into his big, blue eyes.

      “I cannot wait to go drink my weight in booze,” I whisper to him.

      He bends and presses his lips to my ear. “And I can’t wait to get my hands down the pants of this playa next to me. Maybe play a little just the tip.”

      “Jesus. You would.”

      Everyone is watching the bride and groom walk down the aisle, but I’m lost in silly conversation with one of my closest friends. I’m giggling so hard that tears are starting to fill my eyes.

      And these will be the only tears shed from me today.

      “Come on, Dylan, you know you want to slip off into a dark corner with your mystery man whose lap you accidently fell into. Maybe do a little something else in that lap of his.”

      I raise my eyebrow and lean back, seeing piercing, green eyes flick to mine instantly. A small smile pulls at the corner of his mouth.

      Sweet Mother, he is gorgeous.

      I quickly lean forward and try to play it off, but fail miserably as a wicked grin smears across my face. “Hell yes, I do. I fucking love weddings.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      The guests file out of The Great Hall and up the grand staircase to the second level.

      Once Joey and I reach the top, we stand there a moment to take in our surroundings. The entire second floor is the reception hall, and ridiculously decked out in coral and calla lilies.

      “Holy hell. Are those ice sculptures?”

      My eyes follow Joey’s gesture toward the right side of the room. “Isn’t that a bit over the top? Ooohhh, there’s the cake.”

      “Told you I delivered it. I feel you doubt my capabilities as your trusted assistant.”

      I nudge his shoulder as we walk to the place card table. “And I feel you really love Sam and are just afraid to admit it.”

      Tilting his head back, he laughs loudly. “How badass would it be if we started doing our deliveries out of a Lamborghini.”

      “Badass and extremely impractical. Maybe when we make our first million we’ll splurge on a luxury delivery vehicle.” I grab our place card. “Come on, we’re table twelve.”

      I don’t really care what table we’re at, just as long as we aren’t in direct view of the bridal table.

      Justin still hasn’t made eye contact and I’m hoping to keep it that way, and with this many people in attendance, avoiding him shouldn’t be a problem.

      Round tables cover three sides of a large wooden dance floor, the bridal table elevated on a platform and overlooking the guests. The tables are draped in white linen with coral ribbons running along the edges and beautiful calla lily filled centerpieces. The DJ is already playing music and a few people are dancing while others mingle around the tables, talking and enjoying themselves.

      “There you two are.” Juls comes skittering over to us in her dangerously high heels and grabs onto our forearms as we admire the sculptures. “How was it? Be honest.”

      I cock my head to the side and scrunch up my nose as Joey rubs the back of his neck, seemingly in pain.

      Juls panics, her eyes bug and her fingers immediately rub her temple.

      “It was brilliant!” I yell as relief washes over her, followed by a stern I’m going to kick your ass look.

      “As usual, you are one badass bitch, Juls. If I ever get married, you’ll be running that show.” Joey rubs her bare shoulder and she winks at him.

      “Well, I only have a few minutes to spare before I have to get the bridal party lined up to come in so,” she steps in between us and loops her arms through ours, “let’s go introduce you to some hotties.”

      Oh, shit. I almost forgot about hot lap guy. Almost.

      “Oh, my God, Juls, you missed it,” Joey says through a laugh.

      I lean back and hiss. “Shut up, Joey.”

      “What? What did I miss?” She flicks her head back and forth between the two of us as I stare him down.

      Don’t you dare. I’m still your boss and will fire your ass right here.

      He must have read my thoughts because he never finishes his sentence, or maybe it’s because we’re now standing in front of the hot, Chicago, man candy club.

      The four of them are standing near a table conversing amongst themselves, but all conversation comes to a halt as we walk up.

      All of them, and I mean all of them, are way too attractive to properly function around, and now it’s suddenly feeling a thousand degrees hotter in this room.

      “There’s my girl.” Ian reaches his hand out and Juls steps into him, placing a quick kiss on his cheek before she steps back.

      I keep my eyes on Ian, not wanting to drift to the man whose eyes I know are on me. I can feel them burning a hole into my profile.

      “Boys, I would like to introduce my very best friend, Dylan.” Her hand grabs mine and pulls me forward as I glance up and run my eyes down the row of men, stopping on the one closest to me. Damn, he keeps getting better looking. “And this is Joey, the hottest gay man in Chicago.”

      “Oh, please, Illinois, bitch. Let’s not downplay my sexiness.” Joey straightens out his tie as I try not to laugh. My assistant has no modesty.

      Juls glances down at her Tiffany watch and her eyes go wide. “Crap. Ian, will you finish the introductions? I need to take care of some shit.”

      “Sure thing, babe. Be quick though.” He holds onto her hand tightly, making her tug away playfully before his smile lands on me.

      “Christ, you’re so pussy whipped.” The blond man standing next to Ian says softly.

      I glance at him quickly, smiling at the idea of Ian being completely caught up in my best friend.

      The two of them started dating a few months ago and she’s already head over heels for him. Due to our busy schedules, this is our first time actually meeting, and from what I can tell by the way he looks at her, he seems just as infatuated.

      Ian glares at the blond who laughs around his drink before he turns back toward me. “Dylan, it’s nice to finally meet you.” He holds out his hand to me with a genuine smile as I shake it.

      Ian is tall and built, very muscular with nearly jet black hair that is barely long enough to pull into his pony. His brown eyes regard me kindly.

      “Yeah, you too, Ian. I’ve heard such lovely things from Juls.”

      He shakes Joey’s hand and exchanges some pleasantries while my eyes strain to not look at the man standing directly to my left. “And these are my work associates and mates, Trent, Billy, and Reese,” he says, motioning down the line of men.

      Reese. Of course that’s his name. A guy looking like this wouldn’t be named something not sexy, like Ted or Joe.

      I shake Trent and Billy’s hands as they say how nice it is to meet me.

      Trent, who made the pussy whipped comment, is the shortest of the group with almost white blond hair that curls at the ends. And Billy, who only has eyes for Joey at the moment, has sandy blond hair that is kept super short, and diamond stud earrings in both ears.

      I begin biting the inside of my cheek as I turn my body toward Reese.

      “Dylan, I believe we’ve met briefly.” He extends his hand and I place mine in his without hesitation, feeling his callused fingers tickle my skin.

      I have to look up into his stare, even though I’m wearing one of my tallest pair of heels.

      He’s got a torso that stretches on for miles, one I’d like to wrap myself around. His perfectly tailored, dark gray suit frames his hard body almost unfairly, and as he smiles, the tiniest little lines appear next to his eyes.

      I sigh. His attractiveness is a bit unnerving.

      “Yes, briefly. I’m so sorry about that.” Not really.

      Still holding my hand, he leans in a bit, his breath warming my face. “I’m not. Let’s go get a drink.”

      I stumble a bit at the closeness of his face to mine, but somehow manage a quick nod in agreement to his request.

      Finally dropping my hand, I meet Joey’s eyes and he winks at me before I turn and walk side by side with Reese to the bar.

      I want to reach out and slip my hand back in his, but I don’t. That would be weird.

      Stay strong. Resist the urge.

      “What can I get you?” the young bartender asks and I realize, after a long silent moment, Reese is waiting for my order, staring at me with an amused grin.

      “Oh, umm, jack and coke please.”

      Handsome next to me raises his eyebrows at my drink selection. “No girly drink for you?”

      I shake my head and brush my hair behind my ear. I’ve never been the type of girl who orders martinis and fruity drinks that cost eight dollars apiece.

      “I’ll have the same.” His fingers strum the counter as I try not to stare at his profile, which is an extremely difficult task.

      The man is too beautiful not to stare at.

      I’m handed my drink and immediately take a large sip.

      “So, I don’t think I’ve ever met a woman named Dylan before. And I definitely don’t think I’ve ever had a Dylan fall into my lap.” His lips touch his glass and I stare a bit longer than I mean to as the liquid slips into his mouth.

      And I am now suddenly jealous of his beverage.

      I shift on my feet, flicking my stare back up to his eyes. “Oh, um, my parents were a bit obsessed with the singer. They had picked the name Dylan before finding out the sex and decided that no matter what, that was going to be the name. So, here I am.”

      He smiles. “Yes, here you are. Do you like any of his music?”

      I think for a moment before replying. “I like that American Girl song.”

      Smiling slightly, he leans against the bar, his tall frame towering over mine and the bartender’s. “That’s Tom Petty,” he corrects me, his lips curling up in amusement.

      “Oh, then I have no idea if I like any of his songs or not.” I wrap my lips around the tiny straw and his jaw tightens, a small twitch appearing at the sharp angle of it.

      He clears his throat and runs a hand through his hair, making it even more of a perfect mess. God, even his hair is sexy.

      “So, bride or groom?” I ask, watching his confusion turn into realization.

      He smiles behind his glass. “Bride, sort of. I don’t really know Sara, but I’ve worked with her father. He invited the four of us.” His hand motions toward Ian and Trent who are sitting together at their table.

      I shake my head as I realize Billy and Joey are already missing. Predictable Joey. We’ve been here for a whole five minutes.

      “You?”

      I roll my eyes. “Groom, unfortunately.”

      He steps closer, brushing his suit jacket against my bare arm and tilting his head down toward me. “Really? Why, sweet Dylan, does it sound like you really know the groom?”

      Sweet Dylan? Oh, my. I glance up into his eyes. “Because I really know the groom. He’s my ex.”

      His eyes widen and he leans back. “Seriously?”

      I nod. “Cheating ex to be specific.”

      “Fuck. That sucks. I mean, isn’t this awkward for you? Why are you even here?”

      I laugh slightly and point through the crowd toward the dessert table with my free hand. “Do you see that beautiful, five tier, deliciously constructed, wedding cake?” He nods and searches my face. “I made that. That’s why I’m here.”

      “No shit? So, you’re a baker?”

      I proudly smile as the DJ softens the music.

      “And now, ladies and gentlemen, I ask everyone to direct their attention to the front entrance. The party has arrived!”

      The crowd cheers and whistles as each bridesmaid and paired groomsmen line up at the door.

      I feel a pair of lips brush against my ear and freeze, my pulse instantly racing.

      “You interested in watching this?” His face is dangerously close to mine and I almost stumble at his scent, which is now filling my lungs. He smells like citrus and I have a sudden urge to bury my face into his neck and inhale him deeply.

      “Not really,” I softly reply, glancing up into his green stare.

      Nodding once, he grips my elbow and pulls me through the crowd, stopping in front of the dessert table.

      “So, what do we have here?” He tilts his glass and takes a sip as we both admire my work.

      I smile and beam at my creation. It really does look fabulous.

      “Well, the cake itself is an orange sponge cake with Grand Marnier whipped cream and marmalade filling,” I gesture toward the peach colored pearls and calla lilies cascading down the side, “and the little dots and lilies are made of sugar so it’s all edible.”

      Leaning forward, he admires the flowers with a furrowed brow, studying it closely. I greatly appreciate his interest, considering they were a bitch to make, and can’t help but giggle quietly at his look of deep thought.

      I’ve never even seen a groom react this curiously to a cake I made.

      “Wow. I thought the flowers were real. You can really eat those?”

      I smile proudly. “Mmm mmm. They are insanely sweet and practically dissolve on your tongue once the heat of your mouth touches the sugar.”

      He raises an eyebrow at me as he straightens up. “Christ. You make that sound so dirty,” he says with a low raspy voice.

      I shrug as if to silently portray I always made things sound dirty, which seems ridiculous even in my head. No big deal, just how I talk.

      “So what do you do, Reese?” I take a generous sip of my drink and watch his eyes go to my mouth, my teeth clamping down on my straw.

      After a moment’s hesitation as his eyes linger, he replies, “I’m a CPA with Walker and Associates.”

      Nearly choking at his admission, I clear my throat as his eyes widen. “Get the hell out of here. You’re an accountant? You?”

      He must be joking. Beautiful and highly intelligent? I feel like I’ve found a unicorn.

      He simply nods and studies my face with a small grin. “Does that surprise you?”

      “Yes. The guy that does my taxes has psoriasis and looks more like my father. There’s no way someone as hot as you is an accountant.” Jesus, Dylan. I close my eyes and shake my head, hearing a small chuckle from his direction.

      When I open them, finally, I lock onto his curious stare, his lips slightly parted as if he’s about to speak.

      The DJ comes over the speaker system and halts him.

      “And now it’s time for the bride and groom’s first dance.”

      I turn my body toward the dance floor, which has suddenly opened up to allow Justin and Sara into the center.

      Sara looks beautiful in her strapless gown with intricate beading and Justin looks decent in his suit.

      Okay, maybe a little better than decent, but that doesn’t say much. I’ve always thought all men look better in a suit, no matter what they looked like before they stepped into it.

      A familiar song softly plays overhead, and I cringe.

      “Jesus Christ. You have got to be kidding me.” I down my drink and place it on the dessert table as Reese steps closer to me.

      “Do you not like this song?” he asks.

      Everyone is watching the couple adoringly and I’m staring at Justin like I want to punch him in the throat. What a tool.

      “No, I love this song. I loved it so much that I made it our song two years ago.” I laugh. “Of course, I shouldn’t be surprised Justin failed to be original here. He was never one for change or originality, especially when it came to our sex life.”

      My eyes flick to Reese who is now sucking on a piece of ice. He bites it hard and lets it slide down his throat as he leans down, his nose brushing against my temple.

      I freeze.

      “Really? Tell me.”

      I swallow loudly and close my eyes, wanting to block out everything around me that isn’t him in this moment. It’s only his breath on my face, his scent, and the slightest contact of his skin against mine.

      “Did the two of you ever sneak off at a wedding and fuck each other’s brains out?”

      Holy hell. Did he just say that? My eyes shoot open and my mouth drops. Can I honestly respond to that? Would he like it if I told him exactly what I want to say, which is I only want him to fuck my brains out at this wedding, or any wedding for that matter?

      I shift on my feet and search my head for the appropriate wording when Joey appears at my side, out of breath.

      “Cupcake, I need a moment.” He grabs my hand, smiling flirtatiously at Reese and pulls me toward our table, planting me firmly in a chair.

      I glare at him. “This better be an emergency for me to allow you to pull me away from that conversation. He just basically insinuated he wanted to fuck me into tomorrow, and I’d very much like that.”

      My eyes flick back to Reese who is talking to one of the bridesmaids now, her hands playfully pushing at his chest as he speaks.

      Oh, please, you look so desperate.

      Joey straightens his tie and pulls his jacket off, slipping it on the back of his chair. “Good lord, he’s direct. But back to the important matter at hand, Billy just gave me the best blow job of my life.”

      My eyes narrow at his beaming face and he shrinks a bit in his chair. “Seriously, Joey? That’s what you had to pull me away from Reese for? You couldn’t have waited until after I had an orgasm to tell me this?” I lean forward and his eyes widen. “And for shit’s sake, what guy hasn’t blown you that you aren’t quickly trying to give the title of best mouth in Chicago to?”

      “That’s not all I needed to tell you.” He moves in closer to me, his hand brushing my hair back to reveal my ear. “On our way to our secluded hook up spot, I saw the bride with her lips wrapped around the best man’s dick.”

      “WHAT?” I clasp my hand quickly over my mouth as I feel hundreds of eyes on me. “Are you fucking serious?” I manage in a much more appropriate tone.

      He nods just as Juls storms up to our table.

      “You two bitches are so fucking loud. What’s going on?”

      “Nothing,” Joey and I say in unison.

      I’m not sure we should make Juls aware of the situation just yet. I’ll let her get paid first, and then drop that juicy bomb in her lap. She’ll want to rub it in Justin’s face how he got what was coming to him, and that might result in a canceled wedding reception and a loss of her commission.

      I brush my hair off my shoulder and smile sweetly at her. “Are you done with your wedding planning duties now?” I ask, wanting to change the subject.

      “Yes, finally.” She rolls her eyes. “That fucking wedding party was a disaster. I’m pretty sure they were all in some giant orgy back there before they walked into the reception.”

      I meet Joey’s eyes and we both try to keep a straight face.

      The music picks up and Juls jumps on her heels, reaching out for our hands. “Ooohhh, I love this song! Come on. Let’s go show these rich snobs how we shake it in downtown Chicago.”

      “You know it, girl,” Joey says as I shuffle quickly behind them.

      She makes a quick stop at Ian’s table and my eyes lock on to Reese who gives me a playful smile behind his drink. The other boys are talking amongst themselves.

      “Wanna dance, babe?” Juls asks before Ian grabs her and pulls her into his lap, kissing her passionately in front of everyone.

      I can’t help but blush and glance quickly at Reese, who notices and winks at me. My heart beats roughly in my chest at the gesture.

      Relax, it was just a wink.

      “Jesus Christ. Get a fucking room,” Joey says, pulling me in the direction of the dance floor.

      “Wait.” I pull my hand out of his and quickly walk around the table. I stop in front of Reese and lean down, pressing my lips to his ear as he lifts his face to mine. His fingers curl around my arm and the contact makes me momentarily dizzy. “Keep your eyes on me,” I say, and he sucks in a breath. Our eyes are locked and our faces inches apart.

      “How could I not?” he replies softly.

      I straighten and see the lingering intensity in his stare as Joey reclaims my hand and pulls me out onto the floor, which is now packed with guests.

      Beyoncé’s “Naughty Girl” is bumping through the speakers, the bass vibrating through my body as I begin to move. Joey and Juls dance next to me, the three of us trying to out dance the other.

      My hands move up my body, brushing over my stomach, up my chest and up around my neck as I close my eyes and let the music take over.

      I love to dance, especially with my best friends.

      My hands run through my wavy hair and I feel the hem of my dress rise a bit, brushing the middle of my bare thighs.

      “Go girl!” Joey squawks and my eyes flash open to see him spinning and twirling around me, as only Joey can do. For a man so tall and muscular, he can move his body as if he were professionally trained.

      I sway my hips and move in the most overly flirtatious way possible, hoping and praying Reese is watching me, but not having the balls to glance over and know for sure.

      I squeal with Juls as Rihanna’s “S&M” comes on overhead.

      A pair of strong hands wrap around my tiny waist from behind, and I still, feeling hot breath in my hair.

      “Don’t stop, Dylan.” Reese’s voice sends a chill up my spine and goose bumps along my exposed skin. His hips move against my back as he pulls me against him, his hands slipping around my stomach.

      Juls’ eyes widen and she goes to reach for me when Ian appears by her side and grabs her hand, spinning her into him and dipping her for a kiss.

      I close my eyes and feel his hands move up my rib cage, his thumbs brushing along the bottom of my breasts as I rub my ass against his crotch.

      I haven’t danced like this with a guy in years; in fact, I don’t know if I’ve ever enjoyed it this much before. My pulse is hammering in my throat and I can feel my face heat up from the contact.

      We’re moving together in perfect rhythm as I reach up and around his neck, feeling his breath on my bare shoulder.

      His hands spin me and my chest presses against his.

      “This dress is killing me,” he says, brushing my hair out of my face and tucking it behind my ear.

      We continue to move against each other, his impressive erection digging into my stomach and my hands gripping tightly around his neck while he holds on to my hips.

      Our lips are so close — open as our ragged breathing brushes each other’s face, sharing the same air. If either of us were to move in slightly, we would be kissing.

      “Were you watching me?”

      “Depends. Were you dancing just for me?”

      I lick my lips and nod.

      His eyes widen before he drops his hands from my waist and grabs my hand, pulling me away from the dance floor.

      Holy shit. This is it. I’m actually going to have slutty wedding sex with the hottest guy on the planet.

      I inwardly high-five myself as we move quickly between the guests.

      I follow closely behind him, my heels preventing the faster walking I would have preferred as we move down the staircase and down the hallway that leads to the bathrooms. My chest is rising and falling rapidly and my nervous energy has kicked in, causing me to practically bounce on my feet.

      He pushes the men’s room door open and drops my hand. “Wait here.”

      Disappearing behind the door, I stand outside the men’s room and pray to God no one is in there. I’m so wound up right now, I can’t imagine what would happen if we didn’t follow through with this. I’ve never felt this turned on in my life.

      I lick my dry lips as he opens the door and smiles. “You don’t mind a bit of an audience, do you?”

      My eyes widen and I swallow loudly, seeing a small smirk form on his lips. “I hope you’re joking.”

      I’m not having sex in front of people. No fucking way.

      “I am. Come on.” He grabs my hand, but I stay firmly planted in the doorway.

      “You don’t have a girlfriend, do you? Because if we’re about to do what I think we’re about to do, it’s not happening if you have one.”

      He raises his eyebrows at me, seemingly unprepared for that justified question. “No, no girlfriend. I haven’t had one of those since college.” He tugs me against his chest. “Any more questions before I ravage you?”

      I shake my head slowly with a flirtatious smile.

      “Good.” He pulls me into the bathroom and locks the door behind us before he pushes me up against it. His hands grab my face as his lips softly brush against mine, tasting and teasing me.

      My bottom lip is pulled into his mouth and I moan, granting him full access as I part my lips and his tongue sweeps inside.

      “Fuck, Dylan.” He moves his tongue against mine, biting and licking my lips.

      Holy hell, this guy can kiss.

      His mouth expertly explores mine for what seems like hours, and I slowly feel a pull building in my core.

      This kiss actually makes me feel bad for all of the other kisses I may get from guys in the future. The bar is being set ridiculously high here, certainly unattainable by the majority of the male race.

      My hands rake through his hair, holding his head to mine as my body responds to his touch with moans and whimpers.

      There’s no controlling myself here; I’m completely abandoning all my reservations and giving in to everything I’m feeling.

      I’m suddenly picked up, my legs wrapping around his waist as he carries me over to the vanity, our mouths still working each other’s.

      He tastes like spearmint and liquor as I lick him off my lips while his mouth moves down my neck.

      “You taste so sweet. I bet every part of you tastes like this.”

      I groan at his words as his lips brush against the swells of my breasts, which are poking out from my dress. My hands tangle in his mess of hair.

      His lips move along each collarbone and over each shoulder, tasting and nibbling every inch of exposed skin.

      “Reese.”

      His hands hike up my dress and trail up the insides of my thighs. His fingers slide along the length of my panties and his eyes meet mine.

      They’re the greenest eyes I’ve ever seen, no other color mixed in. It’s almost hypnotizing staring into them. Deep pools of emerald.

      My panties are quickly slid down my legs; my eyes widen as he tucks them into his pants pocket. Shit, that’s hot. My fingers work frantically at his suit jacket, prompting him to slip it off and place it next to us. I’m practically clawing at his dress shirt, fumbling with the buttons with my shaky hands. I need to see him bare in front of me. I want to see his muscles contract as he moves inside of me, and by the way his shirt stretches across his chest, I know without a doubt he’ll be unbelievable to look at.

      “This has to be quick, love. I don’t think we have time to get completely naked before someone tries to come in here.” He presses his forehead against mine and I growl as he brings his mouth back to mine.

      Two fingers slip inside of me and I cry out. “Oh, God.”

      “You’re so wet and really fucking tight.” His lips move along my jaw. I’m panting against him, arching into his touch. “Does that feel good, love?”

      “Yes. Please, I need you,” I beg as his free hand pulls a condom out of his back pocket.

      He hands it to me. “Hurry.”

      I hold the wrapper with my teeth as my frantic fingers work his button and zipper, my legs helping to slide his pants and boxers down to his mid-thigh. My eyes widen at his length, and I groan loudly as he works me with his fingers, his thumb circling my clit.

      “Am I distracting you?” His lips move against my neck and I can only nod and moan my response.

      I swallow against his lips and feel them curl up on my skin.

      I’m getting close already, but I want him in me; I need him in me. Going without sex for a year has been worth it if it leads to it happening with Reese.

      Regaining my focus, I rip the wrapper with my teeth and slide the condom down his length while he stills in my hand. His heavy breathing mixed with mine fills the room.

      I stare, fascinated by how much it has to stretch to form around him, and trail my fingers underneath, hearing him inhale sharply. He’s long and heavy, my fingertips barely touching as I grip him. The man is gifted. Crazy gifted. Will he even fit in me? My mind scrambles at the thought.

      Well, wouldn’t that be a nice fuck you from karma. Here, Dylan, feast your eyes on this magnificent penis that you can’t even handle.

      Pulling out his fingers, he wipes a line of my arousal on the top of my breasts and immediately licks if off as I lift into him.

      “You taste fucking amazing.” He leans back and locks eyes with me, licking his lips. “I need to be in you. I can’t wait anymore.” His hands wrap my thighs around his waist as he enters me in one deep push, a loud groan escaping both our mouths.

      “Reese!”

      His thrusts are deep and quick as I hold onto his neck with one hand and the edge of the vanity with the other, my knuckles stark white.

      Our eyes are on each other’s as he slows his movements, guiding his length almost completely out of me before he rams it back in.

      “Dylan, holy shit.”

      He continues the slow torture as a bead of sweat drips from his hairline down to his jaw. Darting his tongue out, he licks his bottom lip before pulling it into his mouth, biting on it as I stare, mesmerized.

      Rocking my hips into his thrusts, I feel him deeper than I have ever felt anything in my life. His green eyes are burning into mine, full of intensity and desire. His words to me echo in my ears as he tries to control our quickly climbing orgasms.

      “So good. So fucking good, Dylan. Let me hear you. Scream for me.”

      No guy has ever talked to me during sex, and it’s probably the hottest thing I’ve ever heard. His fingers dig into my hips and I think he might bruise me, but at the moment, I don’t care. The slight pain he’s inflicting on me is actually fueling my need for him.

      “I’m close. Come with me,” I grunt, seeing his eyes light up.

      Sliding his hand between us and under my dress, his thumb presses against my clit and begins to move, bringing my climax to the surface. My nails dig into his neck as I throw my head back and erupt. “Reese. Oh, God.”

      His free hand grips my neck and pulls me into his thrusts, which are now so powerful I think I might split in two.

      “Fuck!” he cries out.

      I reach up and pull his hair as he comes. His eyes never leave mine and my name escapes his lips at his release.

      I thought most guys closed their eyes when they climaxed, but not this one, and something about him watching me, letting me see him completely unravel, makes this even hotter somehow.

      He stills inside me and pulls my face toward him, bringing our lips together. His kisses are soft and sweet, going from one corner of my mouth to the other.

      My lips are swollen and chapped, and I couldn’t care in the least. I’d kiss this guy until my lips actually fell off.

      “What the fuck was that?” he asks, my eyes flickering open and searching his face.

      Amazing. Mind blowing. Beyond anything I could have imagined.

      I want to say these things, but don’t, not really understanding why he would ask me that question or what the hell he means by it.

      He shuts his eyes and pulls out of me, tossing the used condom before he pulls his pants up and tucks himself back in. Turning his body toward me, he picks up his suit jacket and slips it across his broad shoulders, his face completely impassive.

      Ah. The awkward aftermath of sex with a stranger.

      I avoid his eyes as I hop down and turn to fix my dress in the mirror, realizing he still has my panties in his pocket. Fuck, is he going to give them back? Or does he expect me to ask him for them? I meet his eyes briefly in the mirror, breaking the contact almost immediately at the sight of his tight jaw and creased brow. Fuck that. I’m not asking him anything.

      The door rattles.

      “Shit.” His voice is clipped and irritated as he glances at me before turning toward the door. “I’m really sorry,” he says as his fingers slide the lock back and he opens it, allowing two men to enter as I stand at the sink.

      “Well, well, well. What have we here?”

      I shake my head and push past them, my shoulder brushing against Reese as I walk down the hallway and quickly up the stairs, leaving him in the restroom.

      Jesus Christ, what was his problem? What the fuck was he sorry for? He came didn’t he?

      I’m fuming, my hands clenched tightly at my side as I storm through the crowd. I make my way to my table where my two friends sit, picking at the food on their plates. Their eyes both lock onto my face and Joey grins wide while Juls studies me questionably.

      “I need to get out of here,” I say, grabbing my clutch that I had left on the table, and trying my best to avoid their stares.

      “And where the hell have you been?” Joey asks, pushing his plate away as Juls stands up and walks over toward me. “Please tell me you just got thoroughly fucked.”

      “Yes, Dylan, where were you? You missed the cake cutting.”

      Goddamn it. That’s the only thing I really wanted to see.

      “Don’t ask.” I glance to my right and spot Reese as he walks toward his table, his eyes meeting mine briefly before flicking away.

      He looks thoroughly fucked as well, his hair a sexy disheveled mess.

      “Oh, Christ. Please tell me you didn’t do what I think you did with him?”

      I bend down and kiss Joey quickly on the cheek, ignoring Juls’ questioning. “Are you coming with me?” I ask.

      “Nah, I’m going to spend some more alone time with Billy.” He pulls me closer to him. “I want every fucking detail tomorrow.”

      I roll my eyes at him before I turn and walk out of the reception area with Juls.

      I make it down the stairs and to the front door before she stops me and demands answers.

      “Well?”

      “Well what? I forgot your question.” I didn’t.

      She crosses her arms over her chest and glares at me. “Did you fuck Reese? Dylan, please tell me you didn’t.”

      “Technically, he fucked me and thoroughly freaked out afterwards. Can I go now please?”

      Her mouth drops open. “Fucking motherfucker. Dylan, he’s married.”

      I have to grip the wall to prevent myself from falling over. “What? But he said he didn’t have a girlfriend.” My mouth drops open. “Oh, that asshole. I bet he thought he was really clever, telling me he hasn’t had a girlfriend since college. I suppose a wife isn’t technically a girlfriend.” The tight sensation in my gut from my previous orgasm is now instantly replaced with nausea and an intense urge to punch Reese in the nuts. “How do you know he’s married?”

      Juls runs her hands down her face. “Ian told me he was married when I met all of them briefly for drinks last week. Wow. What a scumbag.”

      Indeed. Scumbag doesn’t even come close to describe him at the moment. I’m thinking douche-bag, tool, asshole, fucking prick.

      Pinching the top of my nose with my thumb and pointer finger, I quickly replay the hottest sex I’ve ever had over in my head. I drop my hand and clench my fist.

      I could kill him.

      “And no fucking wonder he couldn’t get away from me quick enough afterward. How the hell was I supposed to know he was married? He wasn’t wearing a ring.”

      “Dylan?” We both turn our attention to Justin who is standing at the bottom of the steps, eyes wide and full of shock as he looks at me. Well, this night just keeps getting better.

      I snap my eyes back to my best friend, ignoring the cheating loser on the stairs. “I’m leaving before I get arrested for homicide. I’ll call you tomorrow,” I say to Juls and Juls alone.

      I open the door and walk out to the valet attendants, reminding them I’m the owner of the delivery van as they laugh amongst themselves.

      I’m fuming and so not in the mood for this shit.

      “You’re working a fucking wedding, so I know you’re not riding around in a Lexus. Just go get my fucking van,” I snap at them and they immediately shut up.

      One scurries away quickly toward the parking lot.

      “Dylan, can I talk to you?” Justin’s voice comes from behind me.

      “No. Congratulations, Justin. The ceremony was lovely.” I feel his hand on my shoulder and I turn quickly, stepping out of his grasp. “Don’t touch me. Shouldn’t you be upstairs with your wife?”

      He snickers and steps closer, his gray eyes full of mischief. “Well, if I heard correctly, aren’t married men your thing now?”

      Oh, no, he did not just say that.

      My hand comes hard and fast, slapping him across his face as he stumbles back, wide-eyed and smiling.

      “Fuck you,” I snap.

      Seeing Sam pull up to the curb, I walk quickly to the driver’s side.

      I can’t pull away fast enough; tires spinning as I quickly make my way down the long driveway and away from my complete fuckup of a night. I should have never come to this stupid thing.

      Hooking up with a married man at the wedding of my ex-boyfriend. Jesus, Karma, you are one hateful bitch.
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      Sunday was a complete blur.

      I spent the entire day in bed, unless I had to use the bathroom or get something from the kitchen. After several missed calls and texts from Joey, I finally turned my phone off and kept it that way the rest of the day.

      Juls probably made him aware of Reese being married, but whereas she was into lecturing me about the topic, Joey would high-five me, insisting I tell him every juicy detail about the hook up, and I wasn’t in the mood for either.

      I didn’t want to think about the best orgasm I’d ever had. I didn’t want to think about the way his lips felt against mine, against my skin, the taste of his mouth, his smell, the way his face looked when he came, the sound of my name on his lips, the way he looked at me as he fucked me against the sink, or how ridiculously huge he was; because he was married. He was fucking married and a complete tool for hooking up with me behind his wife’s back.

      I can’t even have a one-night stand without it blowing up in my face.

      Then there was my jerk of an ex-boyfriend. Following me outside and putting his hands on me like that when he should have been glued to his new wife’s side. Talk about a scumbag.

      Of course, he did get cheated on at his own wedding, which could not delight me more. That bastard got everything he deserved and whatever else is coming to him. I hope he doesn’t find out about his wife’s indiscretions for a while and thinks he’s in a loving marriage. When in reality, she is out fucking anything that moves.
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        * * *

      

      My alarm annoyingly wakes me at five a.m. on Monday, as usual.

      I like to get a run in every morning before I open up the shop, mainly because of the large amount of sugar consumption that happens regularly between Joey and me during work hours.

      Dressing in my running gear, I grab my phone and keys off my nightstand and go downstairs into the large kitchen.

      I live in a small loft above the bakery and have since I opened the place three years ago. It’s practical for me living at my job since some days I’m required to get up in the middle of the night to work on something for a client. My loft consists of one large room, which I separated into two with a decorative screen, giving my bedroom area some privacy from the living room and kitchen. It is small, quaint, and cheap. Renting the room above the bakery only costs me eight hundred and fifty dollars a month, which is relatively inexpensive for the downtown Chicago area. Below the loft, the stairs dump out into the large kitchen/work space, which I spend the majority of my time in, with a doorway that leads out to the main bakery.

      I make my way through the doorway and smile at Joey’s face, which is pressing against the glass, peering inside.

      He never misses a run.

      I step outside and lock up behind me, seeing his angry expression glaring at me as I spin to greet him.

      “Well, thank God you aren’t dead. What the fuck? I called you a million times yesterday.” He stretches his back by twisting from left to right. “I believe I told you I wanted details.”

      I bend down and reach for my toes and he does the same. “I’m sorry. I needed to mentally check out yesterday. The wedding was a bit much.” Understatement of the century. Stretching my hamstrings, I stand up and press my hand against the window of the bakery to steady myself.

      “And are you going to just stand there and not tell me what the fuck that means?”

      “I’m sure you already know everything, you gossip queen. Hasn’t Juls spilled the big surprise?”

      We start jogging down the sidewalk together, our feet hitting the pavement at the same time. It’s already hot as hell outside and that just ups my annoyance level.

      “What big surprise? Juls spent the rest of the reception sucking Ian’s face and God knows what else, and I ate my weight in cake after I saw Billy flirting with a waiter.”

      “Oh, shit. I’m sorry, Joey. That really sucks.”

      “Whatever. He ended up driving me home, and I did him in the back of his Denali as punishment.”

      I push his arm, but he doesn’t budge. The man is a mountain of muscle. “Jesus. Well, I guess you showed him.”

      “Oh, I did. Now, what surprise?”

      We make our usual trek down Fayette Street on the deserted sidewalk, Joey initiating the pace as he always does.

      “Reese is married.”

      God, it still sucked today saying it out loud. And why did my heart physically ache at the sound of it. I couldn’t be that affected by a wedding hook up, no matter how good the sex was.

      I stop running and look back at Joey who is frozen on the pavement, his blond curls already sticking to his forehead with sweat.

      “He’s what?” He starts up again, momentarily stunned, and I move with him.

      “You heard me. Fucking married. Of course, he didn’t mention this before, during, or after our hot as hell sex in the men’s bathroom. He just simply asked me ‘What the fuck was that?’ after he came, told me he was sorry, and went on about his business.” I push my legs faster as we run up a small hill, feeling the burn in my thighs.

      “What a dick. Are you sure though? I mean, I didn’t see a ring and you know I hunt that out first thing.”

      “Yeah, so do I. Apparently, Ian told Juls that he was married. He probably didn’t wear his ring so he could fuck me blind. Oh, and I almost forgot, to top the night off, Justin followed me outside and alluded to me fucking him since married men are my thing now.”

      Asshole.

      Joey snaps his head toward me, eyes wide. “Are you fucking serious right now? Where the fuck was I when all this was happening? Oh, that’s right. I was eating my goddamned feelings.” He picks up his pace as I struggle behind him.

      “Slow down! Your legs are miles longer than mine.”

      “Crap, sorry.” He returns to my side. “I’m sorry about Reese, cupcake. I really am. But⁠—”

      “Don’t fucking say it, Joey.” I know exactly what his next words would be.

      “I’m just saying⁠—”

      “Shut it, Holt,” I grit out as he spins around to face me, effortlessly running backward.

      “You could be the sexy mistress. If the sex was that good, why give it up?”

      Now I start sprinting and hear a squeal from him as he catches up within seconds. “Are you mental? I am not going to be his fuck buddy on the side. I don’t care how amazing the sex was or how hard he made me come. Fuck that shit.” I wipe my forehead with the back of my hand, the sweat already starting to build on my skin.
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new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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