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Chapter
1

 


 


Larry snaked
his arm over his wife Linda’s middle and kissed her neck. “I can
see by the calendar that I’m scheduled to service you tonight.”

“Mmmmm…I love
a man that pays attention.” Linda purred, pulling her neck to the
side so he could gain full access. She had been standing in front
of the full-length mirror, trying on a new work outfit she’d bought
earlier. The outfit lay on the bed, back on the hanger, while Linda
stood in just a bra and panties.

Warm and
tender, Larry’s lips touched the sensitive skin on her neck. “Shall
I be the butler tonight? Or the lost boy like last time?” his voice
was soft as he joked, almost a whisper.

“You can just
be yourself tonight, babe.” She could feel his hardness pressing up
against her backside as her long brown hair pooled around her
shoulders. His wedding band clinked on the metal clasp of his belt,
the sound sending delicious thrills down her spine.

Turning
around, Linda raked her hands through Larry’s full mop of curly
brown hair. He lifted her, pressing her firmly against their
bedroom wall. Straddling him, her legs wrapped around his waist.
Through the fly of his jeans, Linda could feel his girth bulging,
waiting to be freed. It drove her wild. Though he was a lawyer,
Larry kept in shape by working out at the gym daily. His biceps
hugged her body, while his six pack abs pressed up against her
stomach. Her hot husband was shirtless, just the way she liked
him.

“You locked
the door, right?” Linda breathed, fumbling with Larry’s belt. He
grew frustrated and undid it himself, nodding. “Did you turn your
phone off?”

Nodding
against her lips, Larry enveloped his mouth with hers, sucking on
her tongue, making her moan, craving more. Unfastening his fly,
Linda felt her husband’s rock-hard cock, throbbing for her. Giving
it a tight squeeze, she rubbed it up and down, as the muscles in
his ass flexed forward with her rhythm. “God, this never gets old.”
Larry growled hungrily against her lips.

With a small,
greedy bite on her lower lip, Larry cupped his wife’s breasts with
his hands, lifting the bra up, freeing her flesh. Sucking first her
right breast, then her left, he listened to her mewl with pleasure.
“I want you now, Larry.” She whispered.

“So eager.” He
said, teasing her nipple with his tongue. “Let’s savour this, babe.
It’s been a while.”

“I didn’t like
that damn doctor, anyway.”

“Ah, fuck him.
We fuck when we want, not on some doctor’s schedule.”

Cupping her
husband’s face, Linda gasped. “I love it when you say fuck.”

Wiggling his
brows, Larry inched Linda’s panties down slowly. “You want me to
fuck you? Hard?”

“And long. I
want you to fuck me into tomorrow, babe.” Linda panted as Larry
pulled her panties off and lifted his shirt off. Her bra was off in
one fell swoop. They stood there, against their bedroom wall, his
muscles bulging with her weight.

“I’ll fuck you
into next week.” Larry said, entering her. The ridge of his hard
cock had a bead of pre-cum on the tip. His cock slithered into her,
filling her quickly to the hilt. Linda’s eyes rolled backward with
pleasure. “You like that, baby?”

“Fuck me,
Larry. Fuck me, hard.”

With that,
Larry pumped slowly, teasing her, causing her to whimper with need.
His cock slid in and out, painfully slow, as he sucked her breasts
one by one. He could feel her tightening already. “Easy, baby.”

“Larry, fuck
me hard!” she begged, pushing her pelvis against him. Tightening
her muscles, Linda knew she could push her husband’s buttons.

“Oh, baby,
don’t do that. That’s cruel.” Larry’s cock twitched, feeling her
flesh hug him tighter.

“I want you.”
Linda panted.

“You have me.
All of me.” he said, pushing his cock higher into her.

“Give it to
me. Fast.” she pushed against his shoulders, lifting up and
down.

“Oh, you want
it? You’ve got it, baby.” Larry said, pulling her away from the
wall. With a surprised cry, Linda was pushed down into the bed,
Larry’s weight on her. Pulling her hands over her head, Larry
pinned his wife down on the bed with one arm. “I love fucking a
school teacher.”

“I love
fucking a lawyer.”

His pumping
motions began fast, then faster, rocking the bed springs and making
the head board tap against the wall. Linda pulled her legs up, so
they almost draped over Larry’s shoulders. With his back arched,
Larry let go of his wife’s hands, hoisting himself up higher on the
bed. The skin of their thighs slapped together in the quiet. “God,
I love it when you’re so deep like this, baby.” Linda breathed.

“You like
that?” teasing her, Larry went faster. The friction was almost too
much.

“Oh, Larry!
I’m getting close!” Linda cried. “Fuck me harder, baby!”

Reaching down,
Larry grasped her breasts between his hands, sucking her nipples,
nearly throwing her over the edge. Her cries came louder, he could
feel her tightening inside, and he could feel his balls tense. “I
love your tits. They’re all mine.”

Back arched,
Linda felt the heat from his mouth on her. “I want you to cum with
me, baby.” She said, lifting, sucking his nipples. “Cum with
me.”

“You’re
cruel.” He sighed, taking her contact in. “You’re gonna make me cum
doing that.”

Her voice was
like silk. “That’s what I want.”

“That’s what
you want…” Larry said, pushing into her harder, as she teased his
nipple with her tongue, and gently squeezed the other between her
fingers.

“Oh, God,
baby…I’m close.” Larry grunted. Linda could feel him pulsing
inside, feeling impossibly large. She lulled her head backward,
squeezing his nipples in her fingers.

“Cum, baby!
Oh, Larry, I’m gonna cum!” she felt the wave of pleasure overcome
her, as her husband’s hot seed began releasing inside her. His
rhythm was like lightning as the veins in his neck bulged with the
force of his orgasm. As his balls knocked against her, she felt him
go rigid. Her whole body had been lit from head to toe with
heavenly sensations. Larry’s rhythm slowed as she felt the last
pulse of her larger than life orgasm. Breathlessly, Larry lay on
top of Linda. Both spent, neither said a word for minutes.

“I think we
did it this time, babe.” Larry said finally.

“I think so,
too.”

Trouble was,
they said that every time.

 


***

 


Linda stared
into her wine glass. The red liquid swished around as her body
moved subtly to the soft music playing in the background. Her
husband Larry was off in the distance mingling with their guests.
He was talking to a co-worker, Peter, from his law firm, who was
just recently divorced. Peter’s face sharply contrasted Larry’s.
Larry was considerably happy, his eyes crinkled as he grinned,
whereas Peter wore a pasted-on smile.

Snow fell
loosely as Linda glanced out the picture window to her right. The
Christmas lights were hung in a scalloped pattern across the
dual-paned glass, and a large hologram of Santa Claus was affixed
to the middle of the window. Larry never took festive decorations
down until after their annual New Year’s Eve party, so she could
expect him to be hanging off the side of the house in the early
morning hours tomorrow.

“Linda, have
you got any more dip? This red stuff is amazing.” A voice called
from behind her. Andrea, a fellow teacher from Linda’s school stood
in front of her, with her mouth half full of chips.

“Sure, I think
I have some more in the fridge,” Linda answered, placing her wine
glass on a coaster, “Follow me.”

“You have a
great turnout again this year,” Andrea commented, placing the chip
tray on the counter beside the fridge.

“Are you
having a good time?” Linda asked, surveying her friend’s face.
Andrea’s cheeks were coloured nicely from the red turtleneck and
matching skirt. Her plump yet shapely body hugged the ensemble
well.

“I’m having a
great time.” Andrea assured as Larry approached from behind.

“Danny’s
here.” Larry announced through pursed lips. He gave his wife a
knowing look as he reached around her and grabbed a beer from the
fridge.

“Oh, God.”
Linda whined. “You would think after last year he would know
better.”

“Who’s Danny?”
Andrea asked.

Linda scooped
a dollop of dip into the middle of the chip bowl with a metal
spoon. “You remember him from last year? He passed out in the back
yard, half naked?”

Recognition
came to Andrea’s face and she gasped. “After he hit on your mother,
right?”

Linda
nodded.

“At least he
had the sense to ask if mother would be here again this year.”
Larry commented, walking out of the kitchen.

“And of
course, she’s not.” Linda said, answering the question in Andrea’s
eyes.

“What’s his
deal, anyway?”

“His wife left
him at Christmas time three years ago,” Linda explained. “Ever
since then he ties one on during the holidays. It leaves us in a
difficult position since he’s one of Larry’s best friends. We can’t
exclude him from these gatherings, but at the same time we have to
be careful; every year he seems to get worse and worse.”

Andrea nodded,
scanning the room. Danny, who was previously chatting with Larry,
was now making eyes at Chyna, Andrea’s lover. “Oh boy, we seem to
have another problem at two o’clock.”

“What?” Linda
asked, dipping her head outside the archway from the kitchen. She
saw Danny’s half-baked ‘come hither’ expression and watched him
waltz over to Chyna.

“Oh, Jesus.
This could be a disaster.” Linda said, handing Andrea the chip
platter. “I’ll take care of it.”

An
inspirational holiday photograph had been tacked behind the wall
that Danny was standing next to. Chyna had read the sentiments and
smiled. Danny must have mistaken her glance, thinking it was meant
for him. “Danny? Could you help me in the kitchen please?” Linda
said, walking in between the two of them, before Chyna made eye
contact.

“S…sure,
what’s up?” Danny said, shooting a look at Chyna.

Andrea
motioned her life partner to come join her at the snack table as
she put the chip platter in its rightful place. Linda was thinking
of a believable reason to have Danny help her in the kitchen when
the doorbell rang. “Just one moment.” She said, raising a finger to
him.

As Linda
opened the door she was met by two females; more teachers from
work. One was undeniably single: she wore thick, dark-framed
glasses, and her dark hair was placed untidily into a misaligned
pony tail. The other female was an older version of the dark-haired
girl. There was no mistaking that they were mother and daughter.
Linda greeted the younger girl first. “Hi, Louise.” She then turned
to Louise’s mother. “So nice you could come, Meryl.”

Linda watched
another car pull up as Larry came to the door and took the girls’
jackets. She recognized the car, a dark-colored late model
Volkswagen, which belonged to her cousin Jill. Jill exited the car
wearing long leather boots and a handsome hip-length leather jacket
to match. Linda could tell that she’d gone the distance and had her
hair done for the occasion, things looked promising. “Glad you
could make it.” Linda said as Jill approached the decorated
doorway.

“Where do you
find the time to do all this?” Jill asked, fingering a green
faux-holly tassel hanging from the door jam.

“It’s
tradition.” Linda shrugged. “We always go visit Larry’s folks in
Florida for Christmas, but New Year’s Eve is our time at home with
friends and local family.”

Jill entered
and scanned the room, somewhat unimpressed. “How about next year I
fly to Florida with you two?”

“Oh, come on.”
Linda patted her back. “It can’t be all that bad. You showed up,
right?”

“I’ll stay for
an hour and that’s it.” Jill said pointedly. She was a corporate
shark and hated gatherings of any type, unless it was to do with
work. “I’ve got a teleconference with an associate in China at six
o’clock tomorrow morning.”

“On New Year’s
Day?” Linda was exasperated.

Jill rolled
her eyes. “The Chinese don’t celebrate New Year’s Eve on December
thirty-first.”

“Ah.”

Larry
approached wearing a shiny Happy New Year! cone-shaped hat.
“Hi, Jill. Nice coat. Can I take it for you?” he offered.

She scoffed,
making eyes at the ridiculous hat. “Sure, but I’m not staying
long.”

“As always.”
Larry said, and then he turned to his wife. “Is everyone here
now?”

“Um…let me
see.” Linda looked at her guests, all standing in small niches
around her festive living room. “We’re just waiting on Tammy I
think.”

Tammy Walker
was one of Linda’s best friends, they went to school together. “She
called and said she wasn’t feeling well.” Larry said
regrettably.

“I didn’t hear
the phone ring.”

“She called my
cell.”

Linda shook
her head, taking Tammy’s diversionary tactic as a lame way to get
out of coming to the party. “She was fine when I spoke to her
yesterday.”

Larry raised
his hands in defeat. “I’m just the messenger.”

The party
ended before twelve-thirty. Larry wrapped his arms around his
wife’s shoulders as they closed the door on the last guest. “Well,
at least Danny didn’t get too drunk and make a complete fool of
himself.” he said, grasping at straws.

“No, but
everyone was simply miserable.”

Turning his
wife so she faced him, Larry planted a chaste kiss on her lips. He
tipped her chin up so she could look directly at him. “I
wasn’t.”

“Oh, Larry.
What do we do? Our friends are so unhappy. I used to love throwing
these parties every year. It’s just not the same anymore. I hate
seeing everyone we care about so sad.”

He held her
close, so their noses touched. Linda snaked her arms around his
neck. “Should we just not throw these silly New Year’s parties
anymore? Maybe just stay in Florida a week longer?”

Larry’s kiss
deepened. “Na, let’s use that as plan b,” he said, stroking his
nose across hers. “I have something better in mind.”


Chapter
2

 


Jill glanced
at her watch and smiled; she was early and her business associates
weren’t scheduled to arrive for another twenty minutes. The
nightclub they had chosen to meet at was strictly A-list. If you
weren’t on the guest list and didn’t have proper identification,
you were out. Jill was director of procurement at a major
investment firm and they had coordinated a meeting at this club, a
location that they were considering purchasing.

Exiting her
car she checked herself; she’d just had her hair freshly cut for
her cousin’s New Year’s party less than a week ago, and her new
skirt and blouse ensemble was professional-looking, but the skirt
was above the knee, making it a suitable outfit for wearing at a
nightclub. Her shoulder-length reddish-brown locks had been loosely
rolled with hot-rollers less than thirty minutes ago, and she wore
a smattering of red lip gloss with just a hint of mascara and
eyeliner.

As she entered
the club she announced herself and was allowed entry without
hesitation. Showing her driver’s license to the maitre’d she asked
where the ladies room was and he directed her to the far right
corner of the posh establishment. She checked her coat and nearly
tripped on something on the floor.

Bending down
she saw that someone had dropped their driver’s license. Picking it
up she angled it towards the light and read the owner’s name: Peter
Flannigan. The nightclub was sparsely occupied; it less than half
full. Jill figured she would find the owner quickly, since most of
the guests were at the bar.

She walked
over to the large octagonal-shaped bar and looked closely at the
people surrounding it. Spotting a familiar face she approached.
“Are you Peter Flannigan?” she asked over the soft din of music
playing in the background. Peter was sitting on a high-backed bar
stool and swivelled himself around so he could see her better.

“Yes, can I
help you?” he said, rising from the chair. He was dressed in a
charcoal-coloured suit, contrasting his short blond hair. His deep
blue eyes glinted in the soft lighting that surrounded him.

Jill lifted
the driver’s license. “I think this is yours. I found it over by
the coat check.” She motioned with her head.

He took the
card from her gently and looked at it. His brows furrowed but his
cheeks blushed as he reached into his breast pocket, removing his
wallet. “That’s me.” he commented sheepishly. “Thanks for bringing
it over instead of giving it to one of these clowns.” he
smiled.

“I figured it
would just be easier to find you since the place isn’t busy.” Jill
said.

Peter cocked
his head to the side; his eyes narrowing slightly. “Don’t I know
you from somewhere?” he lifted his index finger. “Aren’t you Linda
Cogsworth’s cousin?”

She suddenly
wanted to crawl under the bar and hide. “I am.” she answered
reluctantly.

“Weren’t you
at the New Year’s party?”

Her eyes
widened. “Yeah. That. Party.”

He laughed
softly, sensing her discomfort. “They are getting pretty lame,
aren’t they?”

“Yeah. I left
like an hour after arriving.”

“I stayed a
bit longer. Larry’s a good guy; he’s thrown a lot of business my
way.”

“You’re a
lawyer?”

“Ten years.”
he confessed. “So what brings you here? Are you meeting
someone?”

“Business
associates.” Jill explained. “The company I work for is thinking of
investing in this place.”

“It could use
some help from what I see.” Peter volunteered. “Can I buy you a
drink while you wait? It’s the least I can do. You saved me a lot
of trouble.”

“Sure.” Jill
said, taking the seat Peter offered her. He sat next to her and
summoned the bartender.

“What are you
having?” Peter asked Jill.

“White
wine.”

Peter ordered
her the drink and she looked around the room. It was finally
starting to fill. She looked at her watch, thinking her guests
should be arriving in about ten minutes. Grateful for the wine,
Jill took a sip to calm her nerves.

“So what kind
of lawyer are you?”

“Estate.”
Peter answered, sipping his beer. “I’m supposed to be meeting a
client here, but I’m a little worried about his choice of venue.
Can’t complain though, at the rate he’s paying me.”

Jill lifted
her glass. “Cheers to that.”

They both
sipped and Jill lowered her wine glass onto the black-lacquered
bar. “How long have you known Larry?”

“Since law
school. Long time. Linda was best friends with my sister in high
school.”

“Sherry. I
remember her. How’s she doing?”

“Married.
Three kids. She teaches at a different district than Linda though.
I think they lost touch after Sherry moved.”

Jill asked the
unavoidable question. “What about you? You married? Got any
kids?”

Peter took
another sip and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.
“Divorced. Two years. No kids. You?”

“Never
married. I almost got married once.” She answered, avoiding eye
contact.

Peter cleared
his throat and tipped his chin upward. “What stopped you?” Then he
checked himself. “Never mind. I’m sure you don’t want to talk about
it. I don’t like talking about my divorce.”

“Na, it’s
okay,” she waved. “It’s not a big deal. He couldn’t stand me being
so successful. He was a car salesman. Dead end job, you know?
Classic case of insecurity. I made triple what he did and that was
on his high commission months.”

“My ex-wife
comes from money. Her father is the co-owner of an architectural
firm. We never had any problems with money or lack thereof. I don’t
have to pay any alimony, which is nice. All the other divorced guys
I know are always bellyaching about that. I sort of close my ears
and mouth when they go off on a rant.” Peter checked his watch.
“Looks like I was right about my client.”

Jill smiled,
looking downward. “Have you been ditched?”

“I’ll give him
another fifteen minutes for good measure. He is coming from the
other side of town.”

“The weather’s
not too bad, but you never know.” Jill offered.

A large group
of people suddenly arrived, effectively swarming the bar. Jill had
to shift slightly to avoid having her drink spilled. “Maybe I was
wrong about this place.” She said, stiffening up as she entered
Peter’s personal space.

“Do you want
to go get a table? Or did you tell your partners to meet you at the
bar?” Peter asked, sensing her discomfort.

She shook her
head. “I didn’t really think that far. They’re pretty obvious
people.” She explained. “In a place like this they’ll stand out
like a sore thumb. One of my colleagues weighs about four hundred
pounds and the other two are a hundred and fifty pounds soaking
wet. In jest I say they look like the Pillsbury Dough Boy and the
Popsicle sticks.”

Smiling at her
joke, Peter rose and gestured for Jill to lead the way to a table.
“Shall we?”

“Thanks.”

Watching her
smooth calves as she walked, Peter’s eyes met her shapely yet
petite rear end and he chided himself. It sounded to him like this
woman was all business and not at all interested in getting
involved with anyone. If he was truthful with himself, he knew he
wasn’t even interested in getting involved. Sometimes he wondered
if he would ever be again. But Jill was a confident, independent,
sexy woman who knew what she wanted. To him, that package was a
huge turn-on.

“This looks
like a good table.” Jill said, placing her wine glass down. Peter
pulled the chair out for her and she tipped her head in thanks.

Removing his
suit jacket, draping it over the back of the chair, Peter offered
to get her a refill. “No thanks. I’ll wait until the others
arrive.”

He sat down
and took a sip from his beer. “You ever been here before?”

She shook her
head. “No, I don’t really get out much. Normally I arrange to have
business meetings either at the office or at a conference center.
Sometimes I choose a restaurant depending on the nature of the
meeting. This locale is an exception but only because the company
is thinking about buying it.”

“I’m usually
holed up at the office or working from home.” Peter supplied. “This
guy, Buster Wakefield, just calls me out of the blue the other day
and asks to meet me here to discuss his uncle’s will. I had my
reservations about him to start with but I’m in between cases right
now so I figured I didn’t have anything to lose.”

She nodded and
emptied her glass. “Well if anything we’ll have a funny story to
tell.” Jill said, feeling nervous about her pending meeting. She
checked her watch again, noticing that they should have
arrived.

“You okay?”
Peter asked.

“Just a little
nervous. These guys are loud and obnoxious and I’m not in my
element at a place like this.”

Peter touched
her hand. “You’ll do fine. You seem to know what you’re doing. How
long have you been a director?”

“About seven
years. I was a protégé for the first two years I interned and then
my supervisor died suddenly and I filled the position. I’m the only
woman in the department and that makes some of the men itch.”

Peter was
about to speak when Jill’s cell phone rang. She pulled it from her
purse and checked the display. “Shit.” Her lips pursed. “They’ve
rescheduled at the last minute.”

Rolling his
eyes, feeling her frustration, Peter said. “When did they
reschedule for?”

“Tomorrow
morning at nine in the conference room at the office.” She said,
irritated.

“Well, if it’s
any consolation, at least you’ll be in your element.” Peter
offered.

“And I can at
least say I saw the place personally.”

“Call it
research.” Peter added. “How about that refill?”

Sighing, Jill
placed her phone back inside her purse. “Sure. Why not.”

Peter rose and
walked to the bar. Jill ran a hand through her hair and drew in a
deep breath. Turning, she watched Peter at the bar. Without his
jacket on she could observe his tight behind. It was round and
firm-looking; the kind that made her weak in the knees. His back
appeared semi-muscular through the linen dress shirt. As he stood
in the line-up at the bar he rolled his sleeves up to his elbows.
He had a fine down-like layer of hair on his forearm and
soft-looking hands. Jill licked her lips and tried to avert her
glance elsewhere.

The dance
floor had filled up as the volume of music rose slightly. Jill
peered back towards Peter and noticed he had thick blond semi-curly
hair. She suddenly wondered what it would be like to run her hands
through it. It looked so soft and inviting. It was long enough to
grab between her fingers yet short enough to be out of the way and
tidy. She was definitely out of her element at the club. Jill was
never one to have such lusty thoughts.

As he turned
back toward their table, he was carrying another beer for himself
and a glass of wine for Jill. He passed the glass to her and sat
back down. “Well I guess I can write this guy off for tonight.
That’s the last time I agree to meet outside the office.”

“You should
have met him at his place.” Jill suggested, sipping her wine.

He shook his
head. “Cardinal rule: never do that unless you’ve already signed a
contract. Lots of weirdos out there unfortunately.”

“I’ll
bet.”

Peter loosened
his tie and slipped it over his head. “What do you do when you’re
not at the office?”

“I go to the
gym, hang out with family, and I write a little.” Jill answered
honestly.

He undid the
first two buttons of his shirt, “Oh yeah? What do you write?”

Jill laughed,
embarrassed. “Funnily enough I write legal thrillers.” Her face
turned beet red.

His eyes
bulged. “Really?” he asked matter-of-factly. A quirky smile
appeared on his face and he gave her a sheepish look, like he was
guilty of something. “So I’m probably a gold mine of material for
you then.”

She raised an
eyebrow. “Maybe.”

Leaning
forward, his hands almost touched hers. “Go ahead. Ask me
anything.” He dared.

Put on the
spot, Jill blushed. “I don’t know.” She couldn’t hide the smile.
His eyes danced as he looked at her. “Um….you said you’re an estate
lawyer, right?”

He dipped his
head once, maintaining eye contact. She liked the fact that he was
enjoying looking at her and all the attention he’d proffered to
himself. “You ever read Grisham?” he asked.

She gave him a
how-stupid-are-you look, “Duh. He’s my favourite.”

Peter laughed
and looked away for a second, and then looked at her again. “Mine
too. Now come on, ask me something.”

One of Jill’s
favourite songs was suddenly being played. It was a slow eighties
ballad that reminded her of high school. Her face dropped; she
hadn’t heard the song in ages. “Want to dance?” she asked, feeling
courageous, and glad she came up with a question.

“That wasn’t
what I was looking for, but alright.” Peter answered, frowning with
satisfaction.

He watched her
legs as she led them to the dance floor. Drawing in a deep breath,
Peter took her hand in his and placed it gently on his chest. His
other hand rested on the small of her back as she nervously stepped
closer to him. “It’s been a long time since I did this.” Jill
said.

“You’re not
alone there.” Peter said, resting his chin against her
forehead.

The warmth of
her body radiated through his. He was suddenly glad he removed his
suit jacket and tie. Her breasts were soft yet firm and pressed
slightly on his chest. Jill’s hair smelled like coconuts and felt
soft and supple. He could feel her body rigid with nerves. “You can
relax.” he comforted softly. “I’m just Larry’s friend. I don’t
bite.” he gave her a reassuring rub on the back.

“Sorry,” she
said. “If it weren’t for the wine I probably would never have asked
you to dance.”

He laughed
softly and rubbed her back again, feeling her arms loosen on his
chest and around his neck. The hair on the back of his neck was so
soft Jill had to stop herself from running her hands through it. It
was nice of him to try and comfort her, she thought, although
knowing he could tell she was nervous was unnerving. He smelled
subtly of aftershave, which she liked, there was nothing that
turned her off more than a guy bathed in unnatural scent. His body
was firm; Jill guessed he worked out regularly. “Hey, I forgot to
ask what you do outside of the office.”

Peter pulled
back so he could see her face. “Not much. I go to the gym, too, and
I have a motorcycle. Sometimes I go to car races and hockey
games.”

She smiled and
his eyes went briefly to her lips. “You have a nice smile.”

“So do you.”
she said, letting her eyes linger to his lips.

Breaking the
silence, he rolled his eyes, “Cheesy line, I know.”

She lowered
her forehead onto his chest and snorted, embarrassed. It had been
so long since a guy flirted with her she wasn’t sure what to do.
Was he flirting?

“Are you
flirting with me?”

He lifted a
brow playfully. “Are you flirting with me?”

She laughed
softly. “I don’t think I even know how to flirt.”

“That makes
two of us.” he said, pulling her closer as the song finished.
Another slow ballad followed. “Well if nothing else we’re catching
up on our dance experience tonight, huh.”

She stretched
her arms higher on his shoulders, loosening further. “And I haven’t
had a glass of wine in ages.”

“Well then it
wasn’t a loss.” Peter said matter-of-factly. Her body softened
against his; he could feel every inch of her and became aware that
she could probably feel every inch of him. Jill could probably tell
by now that he hadn’t been with a woman in a long time.

Lifting her
head from his shoulder, she glanced at him. “There’s something else
I haven’t done in ages.”

“What’s that?”
He asked, unable to keep his eyes from her lips.

Leaning in,
she gently touched his lips with hers. When she pulled back, she
allowed herself a stroke through his hair with her hand. “Just as I
imagined.” She said, watching his eyes close from her touch. Her
heart pounded inside her chest. She leaned in and kissed him again.
A vibration came from her throat and he deepened the kiss. His head
angled to her left as his mouth opened, enveloping her mouth.

As their
tongues met, Jill’s legs went to jelly. Her hands plunged in his
hair, mussing it up as his hands pulled her tight against him, so
she could feel the hardness below his belt. The pull in her belly
was overwhelming. It took everything in her to not rip his clothes
off and straddle him on the dance floor. For the rest of the song
they kissed deeply, as if they were the only two that existed.

When the song
ended, they were both breathless. The music changed to a fast song
and they suddenly felt exposed. “Can we just stand by the wall for
a few minutes?” Peter asked, smirking because from the look on her
face, she figured out why.

“Sure.” she
said, taking his hand and leading them to the wall behind the dance
floor. The railing that lined the floor was where they chose to
stand. Jill stood facing the floor while Peter came from behind her
and slowly pushed her hair away from her neck. His lips seductively
kissed her from shoulder to ear. “I don’t think that is going to
help you sit back down again.” she giggled.

“I don’t
care.” he whispered, wrapping his arms around her as he sucked her
earlobe.

Her panties
were damp and her heart was beating so fast she almost couldn’t
catch her breath. She checked to see if anyone was watching, but
luckily everyone was on the dance floor. Reaching back she felt the
bulge against his zipper. “In that case.” she said, feeling
courageous and drunk on lust. Jill began stroking his hardness from
behind.

Peter moaned
softly in her ear. He leaned his forehead into the back of her
neck, as if in surrender. “God have mercy.” he breathed. “You have
to stop that or I’m going to have to go to the bathroom for a
while.”

She smiled,
pulled away and turned to face him. Raising both hands she swept
them through his hair as he leaned into her and enveloped her body
in his arms. “I don’t think I’ve ever been this attracted to anyone
before.” he said sincerely.

Jill turned
her head to the side. “Me neither.”


Chapter
3

 


Peter sat in
his office, mulling over a new case. His thoughts suddenly went to
Jill and their erotic encounter the previous night. They exchanged
phone numbers after another heated kissing session in the parking
lot of the nightclub, and he’d promised to call her, but he wasn’t
sure if it was too soon.

The phone rang
and Peter answered, “Flannigan here.”

“Peter. Larry.
How’s things?”

Peter took in
a deep breath. “Good. Busy. You?”

“Not bad.
Busy. Hey, did you get all the information on the Dutchmen file?”
Dutchmen was the family name of a man who recently died in town and
his children had suddenly turned into vultures.

“Yep. Looking
at it right now.”

“Good. You’ve
got a handle on it? Need any help?” Larry offered.

“Nope. It’s
all good.” Peter hesitated, “Say…err…never mind.”

“What’s up?
Something on your mind?”

Peter answered
reluctantly. “Um…Jill, you know, Linda’s cousin?”

“Yeah. What
about her?”

“She’s…normal,
right?”

“Yeah. Why?”
Larry chuckled.

“Nothing. I
just met up with her by accident last night at Harlinton’s
Club.”

“Oh yeah? What
was she doing there?”

“She was
supposed to have a business meeting but it got cancelled.” Peter
explained.

“Huh. She
usually has those at the office. Busy girl.”

“Yeah. Um, do
you think Linda would be okay if I asked her out?”

Larry paused.
“Sure. I don’t think she’d mind. I can ask her for you if you
like.”

“No, no.”
Peter interrupted frantically. “Don’t ask her. If Jill found out I
asked permission she might think I’ve got issues or something.”

Larry laughed
softly. “No problem, brother. Go on and have fun. She’s a good
girl.”

“I will.
Listen, I gotta go.”

“Same here.
Talk to you later.”

 


***

 


“Who was
that?” Linda asked. She was home for her lunch break, and thankful
Larry was working from home so they could dine together.

“Peter.” Larry
laughed.

She gave him a
knowing look. “What did you do?” her tone was insinuating.

He lifted his
hands in mock defence. “Nothing…at least…nothing more than what we
talked about.”

Linda crossed
her arms over her chest. “Well I hope to God you’re having an
easier time than I am. It was no small task convincing Jill’s
assistant to make up a cock-and-bull story to get her to that club.
Lord knows what kind of dirty looks she’ll give those poor bastards
at the real meeting.”

Larry laughed
out loud. He was having too much fun. “It was a piece of cake,
actually. This guy, Buster Wakefield, called him up and set up a
fake appointment with him at the same bar.”

She furrowed
her brows. “Who the hell is Buster Wakefield?”

He smiled and
pointed at himself.

 


***

 


Jill fixed her
hair in the entrance mirror before draping her jacket over her
shoulders. She was supposed to meet Peter at the movie theatre in
twenty minutes. He wanted to meet her at her apartment but the
Dutchmen case had him swamped, so he had to squeeze her in for a
couple of hours after work.

She arrived at
the theatre first and sat on a bench in the entrance doors to keep
warm. Her nerves were showing; shaking hands barely allowed her to
adjust the strap on her purse so it wouldn’t fall down her
shoulder. Peter and she had spoken briefly on the phone, but just
hearing his voice on the other end of the line was so sensual. He
had a really sexy telephone voice; it made her break out in goose
bumps.
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