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Laugh

As much as you breathe

And

Love

As long as you

Live

~ Author unknown

Seven sexy tales that take you through the lives of as many friends.  The seeming saviors of their victims, they quickly prove that none were prepared for what was in store.  Each shares a different account of what goes on behind closed doors when inhibitions are ignored and sexual tension ensured.

Delectable, Delightful, Devious to a fault. Enter at your own risk, but don't get caught.
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Knight 1

Julian Knight
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HARRISBURG, PA

Julian Knight stood in the entrance to his cubicle. The paperwork in his hand said his life was finally looking up. Better days with better pay was coming. From where he stood, he could see the doorway to an office where two men were changing out a placard. Another male was giving orders on placement of the furniture he’d agreed upon. A woman, Shannon he believed her name to be, was instructing another man and woman where to place the supplies as things began to come together in the space.

Shannon Porter was set to be his new assistant. She’d worked for the man who’d previously occupied the office. The woman was stellar at her job so he saw no reason for her to lose it. The final page of the document solidifying his new position at Waltham, Lake, and Knight Associates remained in his hand as he watched his dream come to fruition before his very eyes. He’d printed it so he could have a copy of the documentation for his records. Julian had also needed it to ensure he wasn’t dreaming. The physical version of the paperwork was the only way for him to believe it. 

Seeing is believing.

It’s the thought that repeated in his mind as he’d printed it out. Learning he was being sought after for this new title had nearly laid him out flat.

Bruce Waltham and Luther Lake had been running the agency for almost twenty-five years. They’d been secretly looking to groom someone to take over for the past five years. The day they met with him for his initial interview seven years ago, they’d admitted to seeing something special in him during the meeting. Julian hadn’t realized exactly what it was until two weeks ago when he was called into a meeting with the two men. An hour later, he was officially named partner. What he hadn’t known, and learned during that meeting, was they’d wanted to make the offer a week prior.

“We hadn’t expected your schedule to be as busy as it has been. Excellent work on the Clarke deal! Looking forward to the great things to come.”

Julian had practically floated back to his desk. A desk he wouldn’t be seated at for much longer. His friends—Thomas Day and James Warner or Tommy and Jimmy to him—wanted to celebrate the night he had the meeting with Waltham and Lake. He’d told them to hold off. Julian had wanted to have an official moment like today’s meeting before they all went out to celebrate. The truth was he didn’t want to prematurely revel in the beauty of this change. Now, that it was official—he had the paperwork to prove it—he could go out with the boys and live it up.

Today, the papers were signed and soon-to-be filed, the plaques and signage were being hung, and he would be able to bask in the glow of his new office in no less than an hour. Bruce and Luther had put a rush on everything. His business cards, letterhead, laptop bag, etcetera were all sitting at Shannon’s desk awaiting completion of the assembly of his office furniture.

Julian’s plans for when he returned from his client luncheon was to head straight for his new digs. He knew everything would be in place for him to take it all in. For his first call in his new office, Julian planned to make a conference call to let his buddies know tonight was the night. They would finally get to acknowledge his promotion. He even made a note of it.

Sliding the paper in his former portfolio, he pulled the suit jacket to his blue suit from the back of his chair, fixed is powder blue tie, combed his fingers through the dark curls of his hair then headed to the elevator. He’d worked his ass off for this day and he couldn’t wait to commemorate it.

It was a beautiful day in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania and it was getting more beautiful by the moment. The luncheon with his clients went as he’d expected. The company loved his ideas for their newly implemented platform. He wouldn’t be surprised if messages were waiting for him in his inbox giving him the final go ahead with the project. Julian didn’t want to check his email again until he was comfortably seated in his new chair. He made his way to his normative place but caught sight of the brunette standing at the end of the aisle.

“Shannon, how are things going?”

“They are wonderful, Mr. Knight. Everything is set up just the way you requested. I’ve even taken the liberty of bringing the last of the items over from your former cubicle. You have a few meetings that I’ve added to your calendar for Tuesday. I also moved everything from your Monday time slots to fit in with the rest of the week.”

He’d been marveling at the magnificence of his office until the moment she said the last bit.

“I’m sorry. What?”

Julian could see from Shannon’s physical wince that his words came out more forceful than he’d meant for them to be released.

“Oh ... um ... Mr. Waltham and Mr. Lake wanted to give you the day off to rest up because of everything that’s set to come. I’d thought you’d seen the message so I took the liberty of changing your schedule accordingly.”

“I’m ... no, I hadn’t seen the message. I’ll work on getting settled in my new space for a while then ...”

The look on her face halts his statement as he moves to stand behind his new desk.

“What is it, Shannon?’

“Since you just admitted to not reading the message then you probably don’t know that they’ve also given you leave to exit early today. The clients from your luncheon called and set up meetings to do mock ups of your projections next week.”

This news makes his day even better.

“Well, thank you, Shannon. I’ll make a quick phone call and then I’ll be out of your hair. If I don’t see you before I make my exit, have a fabulous evening and weekend.”

“Thank you, Mr. Knight. You as well, Sir.”

Julian’s ears perk up at her reply.

“Sir. I kind of like the sound of that,” he murmurs to himself.

Smiling, Julian takes a seat at his desk and spins in a circle in his chair. His panoramic view is one he never believed he would be able to enjoy.

“This is a dream come true.”

A buzz from his phone startles him. Quickly recovering, he presses the button to activate the intercom feature.

“Mr. Knight, I have Mr. Day on line one for you and Mr. Warner on line two. Which one would you like for me to put through first?”

Talk about right on time. His partners in crime must’ve known he was getting ready to call them.

“If you don’t mind conferencing the calls before sending them through, I’d greatly appreciate it.”

“No, it won’t be a problem, Mr. Knight. Thank you for asking.”

Before he could sit back in his chair, he hears his friends’ raucous laughter through the phone.

“Gentlemen.”

“Gentlemen? Do you hear this shit, Man? Give him a new title and he’s too good to make a phone call for himself.”

“Dude, Rachel has been making your calls for years. Mr. Rich Dick, you can’t talk shit about anything Julian is doing.” There is a slight pause where Julian hears Tommy chuckle. “Julian, how does it feel to be in with the big dogs? I mean, I know none can reach the status of Jimmy Dean over there but still. What are the new digs like?”

Jimmy’s chuckle comes through the phone before he can answer.

“Did you just make a reference to my sausage? I know it’s been a while but I didn’t believe you were that hard up, Tommy Boy?”

Clearing his throat, Julian laughs at the joking nature of two of his oldest friends.

“Look guys. I didn’t know my new assistant called you. Shannon must’ve seen the note I’d written to myself. I’d put it on my calendar. My super efficient assistant must’ve assumed Mr. Day and Mr. Warner were important clients since I took the time to pencil you two jerks in.”

“Mr. Straight-laced penciled us in. I bet you have us hanging out tonight somewhere on your calendar as well.”

“Tom, don’t start. I’m not allowing you two fucktards to destroy the high I’m running on right now. Jimmy, nothing from the peanut gallery.”

“What? I had nothing to add. Note that I don’t appreciate being anyone’s ‘peanut gallery’ reference.”

“Duly noted,” Tom and Julian simultaneously say in response to their lawyer friend.

“Funny. Freaking hilarious. Where are we headed tonight?” Jimmy takes a breath before making his own suggestion. “I’m thinking Brownstone Lounge. Tommy must enjoy that place.”

“Fuck you, asshole. I’m not horny enough to turn to another dude for sex.”

“I’m just trying to be accommodating here.”

“No, you’re trying to be funny.”

“Trying? I think I was pretty hilarious. Don’t you, Julian?”

“Maybe I’ll just hang out by myself. I’ve done celebrations on my own before. I don’t believe I want you bozos with me.”

“You’re kidding, right?”

“Bullshit man! You’re my wingman tonight. No backing out. Why do you think the ‘sausage hostage’ is giving me grief? We’re both getting laid tonight to celebrate your promotion.”

Releasing a derisive snort, Julian chuckles. 

“My stepping up a rung on the corporate ladder is your in to get laid tonight? I’m a little sad for you, Tommy.”

“Whatever works, Man. Getting kind of desperate over here.” Tom blows out a deep breath. “If you say anything, you’re getting two in the arm when I see you, Jimmy.”

Julian begins to laugh even before Tom finishes his statement. The Jimmy they both know wasn’t going to allow that threat to go unanswered much to Julian’s enjoyment.

Clearing his throat, Jimmy calls out a loud, resounding, “Anything!”

The perfect pitch of his baritone ringing aloud and proud has Julian falling back in his chair with laughter and awe.

“Shut it, show off! You were on Broadway once. Don’t need it rubbed in right now.”

“Like you weren’t. You won a fucking Tony.”

“Tony the award not the male, Jimmy. I’m suggesting McGraith’s Pub. If you two can handle slumming it from the normative high end places you frequent,” Julian cut in before he lost the two of them to their razzing forever.

A knock on the door has Julian snatching up the receiver and quickly speaking before answering the door.

“Seven and no primping. It goes double for you, Jimmy.”

“Come in,” Julian calls out while placing the receiver back in the cradle. 

Bruce is at the door. His partner doesn’t stay long. The reason for the visit was a quick check in. After saying goodnight to Shannon, Julian heads out and straight to his apartments. Realizing he has a bit of free time on his hands, he watches part of a game he recorded. He also fielded a call from his father. Talking to his father was going to ruin his mood. That wasn’t what he wanted for the night. Hearing how much of a disappointment he was to his old man would definitely put a damper on his good vibe. Making partner would mean nothing to Theodore Knight. It had nothing to do with medicine so his father didn’t care for it. Why entertain someone who could care less that he’d succeeded in what he wanted to do with his life? Instead, he focused on the night’s events.

On a typical Friday night, Julian would be in the gym or balls deep in his on-again-off-again lover, Paige Montgomery. She wasn’t the best lay he ever had but she got the job done. That’s what it’s been for the last year or two. He’d get in and get off before sending her out the door with a promise to get together again soon. When he watched her, he could see the expectation of more, but it wasn’t an option for him. It was and has always been about the pleasure for him. Long-term things weren’t his deal.

When he looked up again, it was time for him to leave and meet the guys. He made quick work of dressing. He’d taken a shower as soon as he finished the first game he’d recorded. Locking up, he headed out.

McGraith’s Pub had become one of Julian’s favorite spots. He enjoyed the comfortable atmosphere, the welcoming faces, the food was decent, and the closeness to his home was optimal. The music playing overhead had him settling down. For some reason he was feeling anxious and didn’t understand the reason behind it. The job was his. His office was set up. He had an extra day and a half to enjoy his weekend. Everything should be perfect.

Walking into the main doors of the bar, a scent immediately hit him. It was the most heavenly scent he’d ever smelled in his life. A calm and comforting feeling settled over him. He tried to hone in on the flavors of it just before a waitress and two waiters breezed by with platters of food. The next scent was that of cherry blossoms and it was coming from another woman. He’d recognize that scent anywhere. Thomas’ little sister, Daniela—a girl he’s watched become a woman—loves it. He wished he could put his finger on the notes of the scent he’d initially caught when he entered the pub. Seeing Jimmy and Tommy, he nodded then made his way in their direction.

A wispy blonde and a brunette walked by him just as he made it to the table where three women sat with his friends. The scent assaulted him again. Turning, he attempted to determine if it was the blonde or the brunette with the intoxicating scent. His friend was calling his name to gain his attention so he couldn’t focus.

“Julian? Hey man, thanks for finally joining us.”

Reluctantly, he turned to face the table and take the final steps to join his friends.

“I am the reason for this little gathering. I see you two have been busy.”

“Of course. We didn’t forget about you.”

The two nod their heads and introductions are made. The next few hours are spent drinking before one of the girls suggests they head to a nearby club. Julian could tell Tommy and Jimmy wanted to join them. He didn’t see himself willingly joining them at the club. The scent was still bugging him and causing him to fixate on discovering the owner of it.

“Guys, I’m going to call it a night. I’ll catch up with the two of you later. Have fun ladies.”

Tommy and Jimmy didn’t seem too pleased about him bailing on them, but he didn’t feel up to pretending he was enjoying himself when he was preoccupied. The preoccupation probably wouldn’t have been so bad if he hadn’t encountered the scent twice more and still hadn’t identified which of the women in the bar had been the wearer.

Julian went to reach for his wallet and both of the guys flipped him off. Chuckling, he turned and weaved his way through the crowd. Once he was outside the Irish pub, the scent slammed into him again. He looked up and down the street but didn’t see either of the women he’d figured could possibly be wearing the scent. It was a clear evening and the street was surprisingly empty. He was getting ready to turn to walk to his apartment when he heard a muffled moan then a woman scream. 

“Leave me alone, you fucking ass! Stop it! I said I wasn’t interested! No, just let me go.”

As she’d spoken, he zeroed in on two figures and noticed it was the blonde he’d seen earlier. The guy she was with was struggling to keep a grip on her. She was punching and thrashing in an attempt to get away from him. It was evident she wanted nothing to do with the guy, but he wasn’t willing to let her go.

Rushing over to the darkened part of the street, he grabbed a bottle from the ground and snuck up behind the guy. He had the man by a couple inches. Wrapping an arm around the male’s throat, he broke the bottle and held it to the assailant’s face.

“Let the woman go. It’s obvious she doesn’t want to go with you. Be the good guy and do the right thing right now.”

He didn’t even recognize the voice that was coming out of his own mouth. It was gravelly and filled with rage as he tightened his hold on the numb nuts who was still trying to hold on to the woman. Seeing her tearstained face made him see red. 

“The ... bitch ... and ... her friend ... were teasing ...”

Whatever else he was going to say was lost because his body suddenly went slack. A passing cop stopped when he saw the blonde flagging him down. Something, Julian didn’t know she was doing. He allowed the man’s body to slide to the ground then checked to see if the guy was breathing.

“Stop what you’re doing! Put your hands up!”

“No. Please officer. He saved me from that man there. He was helping me.”

By then Julian was standing with his hands in the air while the blonde woman “protected” him. Her body was pressed protectively in front of his own. He needed to control his thoughts or something else would be pressing into the lithe curves of the woman in front of him.

A stiff one is exactly what he needs right now.

The officer radioed in. He advised of the scene he’d stumbled upon as well as called for an ambulance to check on the visible bruising on the woman before taking both of their statements. All Julian could think about was what could’ve happened to this beautiful woman if he hadn’t decided to call it a night.
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Chapter Two

Trinity Rogers
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STANDING ON THE STREET outside of the pub on one of my first attempts at a night out with my friend, Rose, isn’t exactly how I thought this evening would end up. Rose had been called away and I’d assured her that I would be fine without her. She’d appeared out of nowhere once the ambulance had arrived. I may still be in shock because I don’t think the seriousness of the situation has hit me yet.

I hadn’t known the jerk I’d blown off twice tonight was going to be standing outside having a smoke when I walked out to check on my Uber. The fact that I’m clinging to my savior hasn’t been missed. For some reason, I can’t let go of him. He’s been really sweet about all of this. He’s even leant me the jacket he’d been wearing. I didn’t have the heart to tell him the shiver wasn’t from a chill but from the fear of seeing the dumbass being loaded into the back of another ambulance.

The man had been breathing but barely. Some part of me wouldn’t have cared if he would’ve died tonight. His threats of what he planned to do to me tonight once he got me to a suitable place had me afraid for my life. Rose is going to feel horrible because she’d been called away to meet the delivery guys at her art studio. I know she’s going to try to make this her fault. I know I’m going to spend quite some time trying to convince her that it wasn’t. It isn’t.

It’s all my stupid fault. I shouldn’t have left the pub until I knew the car was outside. Maybe, I shouldn’t have come out tonight. I’ve been fine staying home and occasionally going to the movies or the library when I’m not working. Another chill runs up my spine again as I think about what could’ve happened had my knight not shown up tonight.

He wraps an arm around me and pulls me in closer. My chosen sheer top with the majority of the back out is one of my regrets for the evening. Having Mr. Tall, dark, and gorgeous rescue me then protectively wait with me while I’m checked out isn’t one of them. His dark green eyes gaze down at me after the paramedic tells me that I may have some bruising for the next few days but I should be just fine.

I don’t know what it is about those words that cause me to fall apart, but I’m suddenly a sobbing mess. The green-eyed stranger holds me and rocks me until I’m able to dial down the waterworks. It feels like it takes me forever.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know why that just happened or why I can’t stop crying now.”

“It’s all right, Trinity. It’s understandable. Some ass attempted to hurt you tonight. You were scared for your life and safety. The tears are expected.”

“You’re sweet. Thank you. Oh my god. I don’t even know your name.”

He laughs and I have to stifle another chill because the deep rumble of it skirts over my skin. His proximity is causing reactions in my body that I shouldn’t be having right now.

“My name is Julian Knight.”

“Of course that’s your name. It’s fitting.”

The skin surrounding his eyes crinkles as he smiles down at me.

“I don’t know about that. I’m just glad I was around to help out.”

“Me too. Ugh! I’m ... I was so scared. This is going to be a long night. I just know it.”

“Do you want to come to my place?”

My eyes snap up to his to access if he’s serious or if I’m hearing things. I could not have heard him correctly. Did he ask that or did the over eager part of my body dream up this scenario?

“Excuse me?”  

“I’m not some weirdo or anything. It’s just I don’t live from here. Here, this is my business card. Let me write the address on the back. You can come back to my place and shower. I’ll have a car set to take you to your place afterwards.”

Taking the card from him with a notably shaky hand, I read it. There his name is in embossed lettering along with his office and cell numbers. Searching for my purse, I twist but don’t find it until I’m facing him again. It is dangling from his long finger directly in front of my face. I smile and snag my bag. Pulling out my phone, I snap a picture of the card then send it to my email, Rose, and my neighbor.

“Would you like to take a photo of me as well?” he asks with a wry smile on his face. “Would that make you feel better about what you’re getting ready to do?”

I have no idea why I feel suddenly shy when this man, my rescuer, smiles at me.

“Do you mind?”

“I wouldn’t have offered if I minded, Trinity.”

“Trin. You don’t have to be so formal with me.”

“Trin it is then.”

I like the way even the shortened version of my name rolls off his tongue. Lifting my phone, I shift slightly and take his picture. I send the photo to all of the same people with a note that let’s everyone know the photo was of the person whom I am spending some time with this evening.

My phone immediately buzzes.

Rose: I want deets as soon as possible.

I smirk as I read the message then shake my head at my friend. Julian stands and holds out his hand to me. 

“Now that you have that taken care of, are you ready?’

Nodding, I step down from the back of the ambulance and tighten Julian’s jacket around my arms. The wind picks up a bit on this chilly spring evening. It makes me wonder if a storm is brewing. If one is brewing then what type of storm is it? Either way I find it necessary to mentally prepare myself for it. 
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Chapter Three

Julian 
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JULIAN CAN’T BELIEVE he’d asked this absolute stranger to join him at his home. What exactly was he thinking? Maybe that was it, he wasn’t. If he were thinking, he’d realize it was with the wrong head. He’d seen how upset she’d been and it did something to him. Some feral need to protect this woman rose up and the words were forming faster than he could process them. He guessed that meant that he wasn’t totally thinking with the other head. 

The walk from the site of the incident wasn’t long. It took them no time at all to arrive at his townhouse. With nervous hands, he unlocked his door and let them both in. The motion sensors kicked in and lit the living room along with the main hall.

“Nice. This is really ... wow,” she exclaims the instant she enters his space. “Thank you for letting me come here. I didn’t realize the ... ordeal had caused me to look like such a mess. I just caught sight of my reflection in the mirror on your door there.”

“Came with the place. Um ... it’s barely noticeable.”

“Liar. You were the one to suggest I stop here and shower, remember? You noticed.” She stopped in her tracks once they made it beyond the main entrance. “Is that the bathroom there?”

“It’s the half bath. The full bath is upstairs. I can show you in just a moment.”

Julian’s habitual nature was getting the better of him. He couldn’t walk through the house with his shoes on. The light coloring of the floor seemed to hold on to anything that called attention to dirt or fluff. Seeing him stepping out of his shoes, Trinity scurries back to the doorway and slips out of her own.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t realize.”

“It’s not that big of a deal.”

“It is. I can tell.” She hopped on one foot to remove her other heel and caught sight of the flesh as her breasts bounced. Feeling like a jackass, he averted his gaze and held out a hand for her to hold onto while she unbuckled the strap of her shoe. “You want to show me to where I can get this dirt and blood off?”

He’d seen the blood and his vision went red because he’d missed the fucker striking her. Clearing his throat, Julian tilts his head then smirks as he walks by her. What he wouldn’t give to have a few more minutes with that male.
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