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Ryan & Fancy 




It’s been a while since Francine had a girls' night out with her best friend Sara. She also wanted to celebrate her final and permanent break up with her ex-boyfriend. There were awkward moments at the bar, but things improved when Sara left the dance floor with her new friend Ray. 

The night turned into good times and ended at a waterfront loft. Francine crashed on the sofa and woke up the next morning to freshly brewed coffee and Ray’s older brother half naked in the kitchen. Ryan was handsome, inked, and his gritty persona was so hot she couldn’t take it. 








  
  

1. A Night Out 


Francine 





Seattle, Washington


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sara moved closer, “Who sent the drink?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He’s definitely paying attention.”

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

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

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








  
  

2. Meeting Fancy 


Ryan 





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

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

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

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

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







OEBPS/images/bd7a1b68-ee33-435e-9085-e8f346687443.png
LAST
NIGHT

JESSICA CARYN








