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      I must’ve been insane to come to this concert. I think for the thousandth time since I made my way past the graying hippy selling pot at the front door. When I heard The Psychedelic Squad was playing a concert in the small auditorium in Houston, I jumped on the chance to see my favorite band, but I’m currently regretting my impulsiveness.

      The packed arena is filled with way-the-fuck-too-old-for-this-shit assholes wanting to relive their glory years and acting like morons. I’m too old for this shit. I rub the back of my neck and turn to head back out while mentally kicking my own ass for my idiotic plan to attend the concert.

      After a hectic month dealing with the League, making sure all the players involved in a scheme to influence games by taking out other players were smoked out, I was at the end of my rope. Then I had the issue of one of my asshole hockey players attempting to renegotiate his already too-generous contract by playing like shit was too much, and I needed a way to decompress.

      Unfortunately, my exhausted mind picked the shittiest way possible to accomplish my goal. I’m about to turn around and leave when my eyes fall on her. Standing no more than five or six feet away is the most stunning woman I’ve ever seen.

      It might be corny but, in that instant, I feel the ground shift under my feet as I realize my life will never be the same. The tall, curvy blonde just stole my goddamn heart, and I’m not upset about it in the least.

      She reaches down to tug on the front of her short skirt, attempting to stretch the tight fabric, and I see red. There’s way too fucking much silky, pale skin on display for my comfort.

      As my eyes eat her up, my cock grows steadily harder behind my zipper. I watch her gorgeous honey-colored eyes widen when they meet mine. Electricity courses through my blood, nearly bringing me to my knees. She’s standing alone next to the tall wall of speakers, totally oblivious to all the hungry looks she’s receiving. Fuck that. It’s time for me to let all the assholes in this arena know she’s mine.

      My heartbeat turns erratic as I make my way through the crowd toward her. I step between her and everyone else, and her delicate fragrance wraps around me, drowning out the smell of weed and sweaty bodies. “Hi.” Okay. I sound like a moron, but I don’t care. My mind has been running on half-power since the second I laid eyes on her.

      “Hi.” I watch as her delicate throat moves up and down when she swallows, and my fucking cock almost explodes. Sweat breaks out on my forehead while I debate whether or not she’ll forgive me if I drag her gorgeous ass out of here before the band even takes the stage. “I’m not interested in a threesome, weed, or anything else you’re peddling.”

      She stands up straight and holds her ground. Fuck. I’m in love. “I’m not here to sell you on anything.” I can’t help but admire her stance. “I saw you standing over here by yourself and I wanted to come meet you.” Okay, I’ll admit it. I sound like a needy asshole, but I don’t care. I’ll do whatever it takes to encourage this curvy little angel to give me the time of day.

      “I’m standing by myself because most of the idiots in here are kinda scary.” She gives an adorable fake shudder.

      We stare at each other silently for several minutes as I attempt to find something to say to her that doesn’t make me sound like a loser. “Are you here alone?” Oh, fucking great. My goddamn mouth ran away without consulting my brain. I glance around, wondering if there are any assholes I need to get rid of before I can spend time with my girl.

      “Yes.” My gorgeous soulmate looks around uncomfortably. “But I know karate and I’ll use it if necessary. God, I can’t believe I thought coming to this concert was a good idea.”

      “I’m sure you could kick my ass, but I promise I’m not going to hurt you.” Far from it. I feel the need to protect her all the way to my soul. “I was regretting my decision to come to the concert until I saw you. Since we’re probably the only two sober people in this goddamn place, we should hang out together.” Fuck. That sounds like a pickup line.

      She looks at me with narrowed eyes for a moment then visibly relaxes. I’m not sure what she saw that convinced her of my sincerity, but I’m grateful for it. “I’ve been so busy lately, and I thought maybe a night out would help me decompress.” She rolls her eyes. “But things aren’t working out the way I thought.” She glances around and winces. “I feel like a fish out of water with all these drunk and high jerks.”

      “Me too,” I admit, and my mouth takes off again. “Want to get out of here? Maybe we can find someplace to decompress together without the high idiots?”

      Her mouth drops open and I wonder if I can call back the words.

      Calling myself a dumbass, I open my mouth to do just that when she shocks the fuck out of me. “That sounds like a great idea.”

      I don’t waste a second. I take her soft hand in mine and feel sparks light my blood as my cock grows impossibly harder. I somehow manage to get us out of the crowded arena and to my car in record time.

      As I pull out of the parking lot, I turn to my girl. “Are you sure?” What the fuck? My goddamn mouth is completely off the leash, but I know it’s the right thing to do. I want forever with this girl and that means I need to do things right.

      “No,” she answers, and my heart nearly stops, “but I’m throwing caution to the wind tonight. Let’s do this.”

      The thought of us “doing it” sends my heart into overdrive while my cock nearly bursts through my jeans. “You won’t regret it,” I vow as our future plans flow through my mind. Once I make her mine, I’m going to spend the rest of my life making my little tigress happy.
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        * * *

      

      As the hotel room door closes behind us, I turn and pull my girl into my arms. Somehow, I managed to get us out of the arena and out to my car without any problems. The entire ride back to the hotel, I shut down my mind to ignore my second and third thoughts about taking her straight to the hotel. When I checked in earlier today before heading over to the arena, I had no idea I’d be bringing my soulmate back with me. Last week, I debated just driving back to Silver Spoon Falls after the concert but decided it would put me getting home too late. Thank God.

      “I think you should know something.” She attempts to take a small step back, but I tighten my hold on her. “I’ve never done this before.”

      That doesn’t surprise me. She doesn’t seem like the type to jump into bed with men the night they meet. A thought suddenly occurs to me that we never even introduced ourselves.

      “I don’t ever do this either,” I attempt to reassure her, but I feel like a fucking fish out of water here. “But I couldn’t resist you, Tigress.”
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      His words baffle me, and I wonder if he understood what I was trying to express. I forget all about my virginity and my confusion when he leans over to place a soft kiss at the base of my neck. As my mind shuts down, my thoughts scatter, obliterating my ability to resist him.

      “Tigress?” I wonder where he came up with that name for me.

      “I took one look at your caramel and blonde streaked hair and honey eyes combined with your fierce attitude and automatically pictured a tigress ready to hold her ground.”

      When he lifts me into his strong arms, I relax against his hard chest, telling myself to forget all my reservations and live for this moment. For the last three years, I’ve worked my rear end off attempting to finish nursing school while holding down two jobs. It’s time for me to live for the moment. Even if it means my heart gets smashed when it’s all over.

      I know I should at least find out his name before we go any further, but my unruly body overrides my reservations when he leans down to cover my lips with his.

      When my tongue tangles with his, I forget everything except him.

      My knees buckle when he sets me on my feet next to the king-sized bed, so I drop down on the edge of the bed. It takes every bit of bravery I possess not to put a halt to this, but I swallow my fear as he steps back to pull off his tight black t-shirt. God, I never knew abs like that really exist. When he unzips his jeans and shoves them down his legs, a ball of apprehension forms in my stomach, but I ignore it and watch while he gives me the show of my life.

      “Wow.” I sound like an idiot, but I can’t stop the exclamation from slipping past my lips as I stare at his huge erection.

      “I like having your eyes on me,” he groans and reaches down to wrap his hand around his hardness. I lean back on my elbows to watch the show. “But I want to feel your touch.” He steps close and takes my hand.

      I follow his lead and replace his hand with mine. He throws back his head, and a shiver runs through his massive body as I run my hand up and down his cock. Getting braver by the minute, I run my thumb across the velvety head and spread the wetness around.

      “I hope I’m doing this right.”

      “You couldn’t do it wrong,” he reassures me before stepping back out of my reach. “If you did it any more right, I would’ve come in your hand.”

      When he reaches for my t-shirt, I bite my lip and lie back, letting him remove it. He slowly runs his finger around my lacy bra cup, and I almost self-combust on the spot. I stare into his dark brown eyes and watch them turn nearly black as he stares down at my half-naked body.

      I ignore the urge to cover myself when he unhooks my bra and pulls it off. My blood roars through my veins as he slowly runs a finger around one of my nipples. Pleasure overtakes me, causing my mind to turn to mush.

      “I need you to shut up and fuck me.” Where is all this bravery coming from? I barely recognize myself, but I’m about to implode waiting for him to get a move on.

      “You don’t have to ask me twice.” He drops to his knees and pulls me to the edge of the bed. He makes quick work of my jeans and underwear, and my eyes cross when he spreads my legs. “I want to taste every inch of you.” That definitely sounds good to me. I ignore the tiny bud of worry in the back of my mind and let my eyes fall closed as he slowly touches me. Every-freaking-where except the one place begging for his touch. His finger makes slow circles on my upper thigh, slowly driving me insane.

      “Please taste me,” I beg.

      When he leans down and kisses his way up the inside of my thigh, I melt back against the covers. His fingers spread my intimate lips before he runs his tongue up my opening, causing electricity to flow through me.

      I slide my fingers through his thick dark hair to hold on as he turns his attention to my clit. I barely notice when he slips one finger into my opening. He thrusts it in and out a little deeper each time, and my inner muscles begin to relax around his finger.

      “Are you okay?” he asks before sucking my clit deep into his warm, wet mouth.

      Am I okay? I have no idea, but I’m not about to stop to find out. “Please.” I’m not sure what I’m begging for. Hopefully, he can figure it out.

      I feel his touch everywhere. While he slides his finger deep into my wet center, I hold on for the wild ride, wondering if I’ll survive the pleasure. He presses two fingers into my virgin opening, and I arch my back as my inner walls stretch around his fingers. I lose track of time while he pleasures me with his tongue and fingers. I explode when he bites down gently on my clit while pressing his fingers deep.

      “You’re so goddamn beautiful coming,” he whispers against my tummy before he stands next to the bed. While I recover from the mind-blowing orgasm, he lays my head on one of the fluffy pillows and leans over to place light kisses along my collarbone and down my chest.

      He runs his tongue up the side of my neck, causing goosebumps to erupt all across my skin. When he lies down next to me and pulls me against his hard body, fear almost overtakes me, but I push it back. There’s no way I’m giving up my chance to spend the night with the hottest man I’ve ever met.

      I run my hand down his back, feeling all the muscles rippling under my touch. His reaction eggs me on and I grow bolder. He never promised me more than tonight, and I may never get another chance to touch him, so I plan to make the best of this. My thoughts scatter when he rolls one of my nipples between his fingers. I reach between us and take hold of his erection.

      “I can’t take much more of that,” he groans against the side of my neck and places his hardness against my opening. I dig my nails into his muscular shoulders as he slowly thrusts deep. His lips devour mine and our tongues tangle, distracting me from the tiny sting of his invasion. I lift my hips up to meet his thrusts, and the pain completely disappears as his pace increases. When he circles his hips, his cock rubs a spot deep inside me that sends sparks skittering along my nerves. I lift my leg, attempting to get closer to him, and his erection slides a little deeper and I see stars. As his cock jerks inside me, wetness fills me before running out onto the bed beneath me. Oh, man. Exhaustion overtakes me, and I fall asleep telling myself I’ll have plenty of time to worry about consequences and all that some other time.
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