
  
  [image: ]




  
  
Copyright 




JESSICACARYN.COM


Last Night & After, Seattle #3



©May 2024 by Jessica Caryn



ALL RIGHTS RESERVED


Sara, After Last Night is a work of fiction. All characters in this story are fictitious, and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead is coincidental. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Recording and storage of this publication is prohibited. It is illegal to reproduce, duplicate, or transmit any part of this book except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. This includes derivative works being produced without the author’s consent. The prior statement has been increasingly ignored. Do not disregard it. Copyright Infringement is a serious crime punishable by fines and imprisonment.























  
  
Contents 




Ray & Sara


Morning Call


Can’t Wait 


New Employee 


Nothing More  


After Work 


Business District 


Girl, Bye  


Hot Tempered 


Heartache


Early Morning 


Cozy Flight  


Giving Her Time  


Just Feelings 


Being with Her  


Best of Times  


A Bruised Heart  


Still Jealous 


Not Pretending  


Lovemaking 101  


Mocha Kisses  


Making It Fair 


In Real Life  


Midnight Orange  


How It Went  


Pretty & Perfect  


His Sunshine 


Going Home


What was Missing 


Making Changes 











  
  
Ray & Sara




Their relationship was moving past the one drawer phase. Sara couldn’t be happier. Was five months long enough to fall in love? Sara was questioning it after an embarrassing situation. Their romantic weekend might not happen. Ray wasn’t cancelling their trip, but his dad’s hiring decision caused problems with his love life. Time in Dallas was needed. Ray had plans on winning Sara’s heart again.











  
  

1. Morning Call


Sara





Seattle, Washington


“That’s not a thing,” my calm whisper was to keep from waking Ray. Mom was on the phone being her outrageous self, but I didn’t have the patience. 

“Mom, we go through this every time you take a cruise. You won’t get captured by pirates. No one will hold you for ransom because your hair is red.”

She wasn’t convinced, “How do you know? They won’t know my hair is dyed. Rudolph thinks it’s true too.” 

“Reuben. Stop calling him the wrong name.” 

“Why does it matter? He answers to it.” 

There was no point in arguing about Mom’s current boyfriend’s name. “Okay. Have a nice trip and all that.” 

Mom’s voice rose. “Wait. How is your father?” 

My groan got an instant reaction. 

“What? I can’t ask about the father of my only child?” 

“Mom, you haven’t been with Dad in years.” 

“You try being with a man who works on oil rigs. Ray is managing a family business. It’s very different.”  

“Can’t say it matters. I would’ve been by Ray’s side. Dad took good care of us. We’re all about respecting boundaries in this family. Mom, I’m not doing this.”   

“You always were a Daddy’s girl.”  

“I’ll always be. For the rest of my life and forever.”  

Mom wistfully sighed, “Your father is amazing. He’s a great provider. That’s why I love him dearly. I didn’t want a divorce. Your father said it was best. Do not paint me out to be a bad person. It’s not like I ran off with the first guy promising excitement. I can’t be alone. Your father understands that about me.” 

I wasn’t the kind of daughter to get involved in my parents’ business. I stayed out of theirs and hoped they would always give the same respect. Mom was doing too much though. 

“Please let him be happy. Mom, please.” 

“I’m not interfering in his life. Is he seeing someone?” 

I groaned again, “Stop asking questions about Dad.” 

“I’m concerned. It should be okay to worry. Right? I sent him something from my travels. It was returned.”  

A laugh was about to happen, but it took everything not to. Mom was crazy possessive when it came to Dad, still, even years and years after their divorce. Mom had a thing for men who weren’t available to her. She liked to cry and pine away. Mom will get exhausted, move on, and repeat the process. I wasn’t in any position to judge because I usually did the same. 

Mom sighed again, “Go on. Say it. I was a terrible wife, but I sent money to Fancy’s parents every week and even got you girls into that elite boarding school. Six years of tuition, tutors, and organizing activities. I handled all the extras without complaining. And tickets were purchased whenever you two wanted to fly home to Seattle.” 

I smiled, remembering all the fun. “I won’t talk about what kind of wife you were to Dad. The family life wasn’t for you, but thanks for being there when I needed you.”  

Mom sighed, “I might not have a nurturing bone in my body, but I’ll throw money at a problem in a second.” 

I laughed, “That’s true. Boarding school was great. Life skills, languages, all of it. I only wish boys were there.”  

“Oh please. I couldn’t have you girls experimenting with sex and getting into trouble on my watch. No!”  

I teased her, “Mom, it was torture being in school without boys! It was so bad!” 

She burst into laughter, “Hush. It was not. You and Fancy went boy crazy during the Summer and holidays.” 

I laughed. “We did. Those were the days.”

“Were they? You had fun in college too. I’m not taking credit, but I didn’t want your father spending a dime of his hard-earned money. I paid all the financial obligations as promised. Your scholarships helped. I’m proud of you.”

“Thanks Mom. Take credit. You did your part.” 

“I threw money at every single obstacle. It worked.” 

I laughed, “It did. Where are you going?” 

“Amsterdam and then we’ll cruise to the North Sea. Let’s see what else. Skagen, that’s Denmark and Oslo in Norway. Kristiansand will be incredible, not to mention, Stavanger, Flåm, and Bergen. We have so many stops!” 

I laughed, “Are you reading the itinerary?” 

“Yes! It’s the Grand Fjords and Shores! Exciting! I keep saying you should travel more. Fancy should too. I don’t have a problem taking care of you girls.”

“Mom, we can’t cruise for thirty-six days. We have careers. As in, we work for a living.”  

“Why? You both have boyfriends. Granted, they’re attractive young men. Ryan owns commercial real estate.” 

I wanted to correct her statement, but she kept talking, “Ray is the heir to their family fortune while you and your best friend work all day long. I’ll never understand it.”  

I sighed, “Mom, you can’t. You’ve never had a job.”  

“Exactly. Nor do I want one.” 

Reuben was in the background. Mom said whatever it was could wait. She was on the phone with her daughter. No one was more important. Mom took random dating to a different level. She was always jetting around the world. Guess that was the only way to see it. 

Reuben was talking. It sounded important. 

“Mom, you should go. Tell him hello for me.” 

“Rudy, my daughter said hello. She’ll visit soon.” 

“Reuben. His name is Reuben. Mom, try to remember it, and it’s so like you to add more to it. Love you, bye.” 

Mom was still talking when our call ended. Hopefully, she wouldn’t do anything crazy on her cruise. 

Essentials went into my cosmetic bag. My long hair liked doing its own thing. Honey-blonde highlights and hazel eyes came from Mom. My other features and curvy shape came from women on Dad’s side. We were all hues, from sun-kissed golden to cocoa brown. I was fortunate to have loving family on both sides, but too many hours were clocked at the office this week. High salary aside, I wasn’t feeling it. Work was happening, however. 








  
  

2. Can’t Wait


Sara





Ray was in bed with a pillow tucked under his head. He looked so good, and morning sex was usually great, but our schedules were out of sync. Ray was silently watching. Normally, I would get a few kisses and cuddle, but a purse check happened for my phone, his keys, and whatever. “Hey. Good Morning. Did I wake you?” 

A deep yawn happened. “No. I was waiting for you.”  

I sighed, “Aww, that’s so sweet, but I can’t today.” 

“Why not?” Ray moved, and I was checking to see if the bed sheet would slide lower on his chiseled abs. It did.

Ray was athletically built. Tall with midnight-black hair, and I was jealous of the long lashes framing his dark-brown eyes. So gorgeous. Ray chuckled, “You’re considering it. Can we kiss? It’ll hold me over until later.” 

I went to him. “Are you closing tonight?” 

“Yeah. I work most nights. Come here.”

Ray pulled me into bed. I tried fussing, but it felt good. He caressed my bottom to keep me against him. My boyfriend was the best at kissing. His mouth claimed mine again. Everything felt great, so I was ready in an instant. 

Another deep kiss, and I was sighing with his mouth brushing mine again and again. Ray’s gentle kisses were doing so much. Another breathless sigh happened. “We shouldn’t. My clothes will be ruined.” 

My sexy boyfriend promised to be careful with a mind-blowing kiss. Ray spoiled me. He was cool with a little affection when we couldn’t have sex in the mornings. His deep kisses ended. I held on, “Screw it. I’m riding you.” 

“I’m ready,” Ray relaxed on the pillows. I kicked off my designer flats and hiked up my skirt. Ray loved the pretty things I wore for him. Matching or no. It was all about quality. Ray took the time to admire my panties. 

“Pretty. I like these. You’re wearing delicate cotton and lace to work. Looks like I need to set my alarm.” 

My intimate places were bared to him. There was always something about the way he looked at me. 

I bit my lip, “Do you wanna have sex on my break?” 

“Sunshine, we can do it whenever you want,” he said while coaxing me closer. “I’m down for it. I need more time with you. You’re sleeping when I get off work. I’m exhausted when you’re leaving in the morning.” 

I gave Ray sweet kisses. “Aww, wake me up.”  

“You look so perfect when you’re asleep, and nothing like the beautiful nightmare you are every other time.”  

“Oh, you’re so funny. Absolutely hilarious. We’re short on time, so I won’t play hard to get,” I straddled him to press in. Ray caressed my hip, encouraging me to have my way with him. 

I leaned for one more kiss, wanting Ray, and needing him more and more. He liked that but kept his word and didn’t touch anywhere to mess up my outfit, well, my skirt would have creases, but that was a quick fix. 

Our next kiss was incredible. Heat coursed through while getting into position. I was his to enjoy. Ray stroked his hard length, knowing it would change our dynamic. I slowly lowered, encasing him in heat. Thick in width and perfect length-wise. My soft moans were only for him. 

Ray was great in bed. He knew everything I liked from kissing my neck to all the kinky things. Once wasn’t enough. I kept coming back for more. Ray could approach sex gently too. This time, he tilted his hips and held mine to keep us connected. I was torn between being in control and getting spoiled. I had been missing him too, so I cuddled against him, wanting to be taken care of. 

Ray didn’t disappoint. He adored me with each deep stroke until I bucked and wanted to get wild. Ray released the sexiest groan. “I’ll ruin your clothes,” he kept going with gentle thrusts. “Damn Sunshine, you’re so wet.” 

He didn’t say more. That meant things were about to change. I kept bouncing and rotating and rubbing against the sensitive spot on his dick. We were locked in a battle of wills until he toyed with my clit. I broke his hold to put my all in, and I didn’t care if he helped or not. 

Ray felt clenching with every stroke, but he fought it until I arched. Sensations were swirling when Ray quickly sat up. My breath was taken during the next deep thrust. His feelings came through, and I was only wanting him. My shirt was in the way. It was all breathless pleading. 

“Rip it! I don’t care! Rip it! Please Ray!” 

“Sunshine, I’ll be buying enough clothes to fill a closet,” my handsome boyfriend was teasing. “I’ll do it anyway. Damn if I don’t love you wild, but we’re keeping it light.” 

Ray kept bouncing me while carefully unbuttoning my shirt. Another skill. Interesting. We needed to explore it later because his mouth swept my lace bra. Everything always felt all kinds of wonderful with Ray. He was in deep, so things were hot and heavy during my crazy ride. 

Ray didn’t stop ratcheting up my pleasure. My moans were getting so loud, and I was still aching to be kiss. We would go into overtime. We couldn’t. Not this morning. Clenching started to counter his thrusts. Ray gripped my bottom, but my bouncing couldn’t be tamed. 

I went faster while twisting my hips to give him extra. He ended that with a sexy kiss. We were so close. Ray groaned again and thrust on through. My climax came with fireworks behind my eyelids. Ray was shuddering, and aftershocks were destroying me. My legs locked, and all I wanted was him.

Our emotions were still sparking. Ray took care of me. I adoringly looked at him, knowing words couldn’t begin to describe everything happening. Ray smiled and his eyes caught the light. “Morning sex is great with you.”  

“It’s good you know it,” I gave him sass. “Please help.”  

Ray used one hand to hold my bottom. The other yanked the sheet. He slowly lifted me in a deep caress. I was sated but disappointed too. Ray chuckled, “Look at you pouting. I know. I know. You don’t like quickies.”   

“You don’t either, but it felt fantastic. Thanks for that.” 

I left the bed to pull my life back together. 

Ray went back to lounging. “Your clothes are ruined.” 

“It’s okay. I have another outfit. My weekender is in your living room. I’m not carrying anything.” 

“You don’t have to. You always pack early. Double check though. I keep saying to leave more clothes here.”  

“You haven’t had this apartment long. Settle in. You’re not ready to have my belongings all over your place. 

“What are you saying? Do you want a special drawer?”

I cut my eyes at him. “You got sexed up. Don’t make a joke about having other women’s panties. I’ll go right along with the nonsense. I collect keys. Remember? Go on. I’ll be in rare form. You shouldn’t try it.” 

“Sunshine, I won’t. Can I have your panties?” 

I playfully kicked them in his direction. Ray caught them with ease. I laughed, “You’re too much.”

“And you’re into kinky shit,” Ray sighed, “I love that.”

My modest blush wasn’t for show. I was with a guy who could handle my attitude, understand my emotions, and didn’t mind when I wanted to be with him. Late-night kisses and getting spoiled. Our sex life was scorching too.

Ray settled in with a pillow. My stare triggered a thought. It will always be him. Always. 

Ray yawned. “Stop flirting. You’ll be late.” 

I groaned, “I can’t. I need to get a move on.” 

He teased me. “You’re the only person I know who stresses about being at work early. You’ll be on time.” 

I fussed and rushed to the bathroom, “Stop judging me. Go to bed. I don’t need reasoning skills this morning.”

Ray’s laughter caused a smile anyway. His voice carried, “My bed is better with you. I’ve been missing you lately.”   

His words touched my heart. I rushed through my routine. It was quiet. Ray could go to sleep fast. I knew from all the times I wanted pillow talk. He would go another round to tire me. I always ended up cuddled in. 

I left the bathroom to start my day, for real this time. Ray was sprawled across the bed with his tight ass barely covered. I kissed his neck and ran my hands through his hair. Ray released an exhausted groan, but he didn’t wake up. I kissed him a final time. Work for two more days and then we would be relaxing and having fun. 








  
  

3. New Employee 


Ray 





Wednesday  


Being in bed without Sara was trash. I showered, threw on clothes, and was ready to go by two o’clock. Sara didn’t call or text, but nothing beat hearing her voice. 

I jogged down the steps to lock up. It was nice out. Couldn’t say warm weather wasn’t good. Milena rounded the building. I smiled, “Hey. You’re out early.” 

“Don’t I know it,” she motioned to the shop. “Summer will be here soon. The air is getting turned on full blast.” 

I chuckled, “It won’t be that hot. We’re starting Spring. Summers are mild in Seattle. You’ll be okay.” 

“Says you,” Milena groaned again. “Eighty degrees is too hot. Over ninety is sweltering, and it’s blazing if heat waves look like a mirage in the distance. Mild weather better really mean mild.” Milena tried unlocking the door. It didn’t give. She braced against it, “Not again.”  

I moved closer to check it out. “Is the lock jammed?”

She sighed, “No. It’s jacked up. That’s what it is.” 

“Let me try it.” 

“Be my guest,” Milena stepped aside. 

I turned the lock, held the knob, and put force behind it. The shop door opened with effort. I shook my head. “You shouldn’t have to do this every time. Ry will fix it.”  

“Ryan does our repairs, but Dutch changed the locks.” 

I glanced at Milena. “Why?” 

She shrugged, “Can’t say. He said the locksmith needed to come back. My guess is he botched the job.”  

“Alright. Let me know if you have more problems.”  

Milena laughed, “You live upstairs. Come running if you hear yelling. That means some bullshit is going down.”

Milena went inside. Dutch having the locks changed was weird since Ryan could’ve easily handled it. I didn’t put much thought into it. My brother knew what he was getting into by having his best friend as a tenant.

Summer in the city was nice. We could go to Waterfall Garden Park or hang out at Green Lake to watch the boats. Alki Beach was a favorite too. There was no going wrong with sun, sand, and my girlfriend in a swimsuit.

Romance was never out of the question, so our long weekend in Dallas was a good start. Bruce had places in mind. That was cool, but normal dates with Sara needed to happen when her schedule freed up more. 

Relaxing on the drive to work happened like always. Ryan was calling. I tapped the button on the steering wheel, “Bro, I didn’t sleep in. I’m on my way.”   

“I’m giving you a heads up. Emmie is here.”  

I came to a full halt at a stop sign to look both ways. “I don’t care if my ex is there to eat. She’s probably visiting.” 

“Emmie is working until seven.”

“What? She lives in Syracuse. Well, she did last time I checked. When did she fill out an app? Did you hire her?” 

“Slow down little brother,” Ryan chuckled, “It wasn’t my doing. I wouldn’t blindside you like this.”  

I groaned, “First, Dad wanted to franchise while he’s retiring. He didn’t think it through because I would’ve been splitting my time between locations. Now, he hired my ex-girlfriend like The Diner is the only job in Seattle. Justin and Donna are busy. We don’t have time today.”  

“You’re fully staffed, and we have a dishwasher full-time. Two part-time are starting on weekends,” Ryan reminded me. “Make it work. You’re good at scheduling.” 

“Ry, that’s not the point. What time are you leaving?”  

“Three-thirty. I’ll get Emmie a shirt and name tag. We started her training earlier. You’ll have leeway.” 

“Thanks,” I ended the call and went right to Dad’s number. He didn’t pick up. I called Miss Doris. 

“Ray, what’s going on? Did something happen?” 

I chuckled, “No Dee Love, sorry for randomly calling.” 

“Oh, you got my heart racing. You boys are working. I just knew this was bad news. My hands are still shaking.” 

“Everything’s okay,” I said without meaning it. Emelia was a problem. “Is Dad around? I tried calling.” 

“He’s hanging out with Earl. They’re barbecuing and not doing much else. I’ll tell him it’s important.” 

“That’s why you’re my favorite.” 

Miss Doris laughed, “It does my heart good to hear it. Ray, hold on. I need to have a word with your father.” 

She was fussing at him for not answering his phone. Miss Doris was in love with Dad for years. Everybody saw it except him. Mom passed when I was a kid, and it was hard on all of us, but her being gone broke Dad’s heart in a way he couldn’t put into words. He was totally lost. 

We understood why he wanted to be alone. Dad liked Miss Doris, but he wouldn’t let it go beyond speaking here and there. Ryan finally talked sense into him. Dad asked Miss Doris out on a proper date. She was shocked when he proposed two months later. Miss Doris was teary-eyed when Ryan said he wanted them to be happy. 

Stepmom sounded like second place. That was my take on their relationship. Dad didn’t like my saying so. Ryan was ready to punch me. I said Miss Doris didn’t need the title. The nickname Dee Love was special and only for her. Miss Doris burst into tears. We’ve been close ever since. 

Dad was a different story. He kept trying her patience. Dad was too old to be risking a busted lip and black eye, but it seems my old man was set on testing his luck. It sounded like Dad was getting the business. Miss Doris wasn’t in the mood for jokes. “Carl, what are you doing? Didn’t you hear me say your son is on the phone?”    

“Dee, I have two of them. Which one?”  

“Your youngest. Watch your tone. He’s been calling.”  

Dad was calmly talking, “I’m not getting mad. I would’ve answered, but I don’t know where my phone is.” 

“How can you not know? The boys need to get a hold of you. Here, take this phone. Ray is waiting.” 

Dad didn’t want to get the phone, but he tried fixing things with her. Earl was laughing in the background, so that didn’t help. Dad cleared his throat, “What’s up son?”  

“A lot. Why is Emmie working at the diner?”

“Because I hired her.” 

I groaned in frustration, wanting him to know it wasn’t a good idea. “Dad, she’s my ex-girlfriend.” 

“And her parents are good friends of mine. Emmie is working part-time and going to school.”  

“She was finishing grad school in New York. Can’t say it matters that she’s back in town, but we’re going through applications. It’s not fair for her to jump the line.” 

“We run a family business. We talked budget. You wanted two new hires. Pick the other one.”   

“You don’t get it,” I turned into the parking lot and coasted to a stop. “Emmie won’t work and leave it at that.” 

“I figured you and her were on good terms.”  

“We’re not. I won’t get into it, but you hired her without saying anything. Dad, this is not the way to do business.” 

He sighed, “I was at her parents’ house. Emmie was upset about not getting some job. I fixed the problem.”

“You caused another one.”  

“Son, it’ll be fine.” 

“You don’t know Emmie like I do. I’m at work. I’ll talk to you later,” I ended the call with Dad because explaining wouldn’t help. My mood had already went to piss. 
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