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Garden City  




Ashley rented a studio apartment and was paying off her debt. She wasn’t in the holiday spirit and would’ve been okay with staying in Myrtle Beach for Christmas. Joey talked sense into her. Ashley went home to spend time with her family. Things were good until she found out Joey was at a party with his ex-girlfriend. He ended the call without explaining. Ashley’s feelings were hurt. She went out to let off steam and ended the night in her ex-boyfriend’s bed. Sometimes, things aren’t what they seem, and earning Joey’s trust might be easier said than done. 










  
  

A Sexy Gift 


Joey 





Surfside Beach, South Carolina 


“Are you going to spend the night pouting?” I raised my voice so it would carry through my place. 

“Ash, come hang out with me.” 

“You didn’t mention this party with your friends on Christmas night. I would’ve stayed here for the holidays!” 

“Stop fussing from wherever you are,” I sipped my beer and kicked back. 

Everybody wanted their vehicles fixed. The auto shop was busy from morning until night. Downtime was needed, so I wouldn’t spend it arguing with my girlfriend. 

“Your flight leaves in the morning. Ash, stop fussing.” 

A door opened. She was in the bathroom, my room, the spare room, somewhere. Ashley was getting fired up over nothing. My friends came back to South Carolina for the holidays. Our tradition was to hang out Christmas Night. New Year’s Eve depended on who was still in town.

 I sipped my beer to give her time. Sugar plum and cherries were in the air. Ashley smelled sweet. I almost dropped my beer when she walked past wearing red and white lingerie with satin ribbons placed to keep her pussy hidden. A bow on her waist accented her hips. 

Ashley’s hair fell in waves down her back and ended above her ass. She had a Coke bottle shape, petite with curves. Ashley had a wild streak too. She grabbed a hard lemonade from the fridge. I didn’t mind being ignored because my view was perfect. 

Ashley finally came to the couch, letting her hips sway, and pulling out all the stops. Her lips shimmered with a sparkly gloss she liked, and her sweet fragrance was drifting all around me. I caressed her ass to get situated.

“I like that,” Ashley confessed, “But I’m mad so stop.” 

“You look gorgeous,” I kept staring with a raging erection. 

Ashley relaxed facing me. Her eyes lowered to my crotch. “This was your present before you decided not to invite me to the party.” 

“So, you’re withholding sex?” I chuckled. “Darlin’, we won’t reach the six-week mark for another week or so. It’ll happen next year.” 

Ashley groaned, “I shouldn’t have mentioned waiting.” 

“But you did, and I said we could.” 

“I’m changing your mind,” Ashley leaned in to tease me. 

“You came to play around. Cool, but I’m not giving in.” 

“Fine. I’ll get comfortable and relax.” She did this cute little move by putting her legs on my lap and turning to poke out her ass. “I can’t reach my lemonade. Get it.”

I grabbed it off the table and then cuffed her legs to pull her ass close. Ashley didn’t resist. She loved being spoiled. I rubbed her hips and ass, “I like your pretty outfit.” 

“Thanks. I’m wearing it for you,” Ashley softly moaned when I lowered my head to kiss her thigh. 

“Joey, this feels really good.” 

“I like when you’re calm, and the thing with my friends is nothing to worry about. We get together, drink, and eat. They’ll probably hang out here since I’m the only one still living in the area.” 

“It’s nice that they come home to visit,” Ashley wiggled. “Hey, don’t stop touching me. Keep going.” 

I glanced at her. She quickly remembered her manners. “Please.” Ashley was sassy and precious. She jumped into relationships, but said she wanted to take it slow this time around. I respected her choice but wouldn’t mind if she used me for sex. Saying it out loud would get her all worked up. I was her boyfriend. Ashley was mine. It’ll be her call, but she wasn’t the only one who could tease. 

I kept caressing her, all the while admiring the outfit. 

“Joey, don’t do that.” 

“What?” my eyes swept her. “Spoil you?”

Ashley sighed, “No, brush off the party. I’m jealous.” 

“Of what?” 

“You said something about your ex. What’s her face.” 

I smiled, “I never mentioned her name. Keep talking.” 

“You share friends, so she might be with them.” 

“Yeah. She lives in Charleston.” 

“And I’m supposed to be cool with this?” 

“No. I don’t know if she’ll be here.” 

Ashley thought about what she wanted to say. My feelings wouldn’t be hurt either way. “Go ahead and ask.” 

“Okay, so won’t you invite her if she’s in town?” 

“No, we’ll hang out at the hotel or whatever. Better?” 

“Worse,” Ashley replied. “Everyone fucks in hotels.” 

“We didn’t fuck in a hotel,” I glanced at her. “We can.” 

Ashley blushed, “Stop making jokes. I’m serious.” 

“Are you? Because you never meant Maddie. I’m not hooking up with her. I won’t be fucking anyone because I have a pretty girlfriend with a dirty mouth who’s not cool with it.” 

“I’m not okay with you flirting. Period.” 

“I won’t,” I grinned. “They’ll probably flirt with me.” 

“Forget this conversation. We’ll have our night together and then it’s whatever,” Ashley sipped her hard lemonade, getting more pissed off by the second. 

“Joey, you play too much. Why do you care if women flirt with you anyway? Guys come on to me at Silhouette all the time. I don’t throw it in your face. Not once did you hear me say, hey this guy gave a five hundred dollar tip and asked if I wanted to leave with him.” 

She sipped her lemonade but kept talking. “You have women coming in to get their cars fixed. They’re wearing bikinis during the Summer, so I bet some of them are still wearing coverups even though it’s Winter.” 

“We live down south. It’s kind of mild some days.”

“I’m saying jeans and a tee will work sometimes.” 

“Most of them are dressed. Now, about this guy.” 

“I was using him as an example.” 

“Cool. I understand. Did that happen?” 

“Yeah, last week. He was really aggressive. Security took care of it. They didn’t care about him being in VIP.” 

“Did he put his hands on you?” I turned her in my arms because she was looking everywhere but at me. 

“Ash, answer me.” 

“No. He didn’t touch me. It was nothing.” 

“Where did he offer to take you?”

“Some place overseas. It sounded like a trap. He’s on the reserved list, so he probably had the means to make it happen, but we report that kind of stuff. I told Desiree. Keith was super pissed when the guy propositioned me.” 

“I’m glad your brother and friend looked out for you.” 

“Yeah, they always do. I feel really safe. My brother’s Security will drop me off if Keith and Desiree stay late.” 

“Good. I sleep better, knowing you’re not waiting for a ride.” 

“You work too early to get up at three thirty.” 

“I’ll set my alarm and be in the parking lot waiting for you. Sleep will be put on hold. I’m sorry for joking around earlier. Can I have a kiss?” I tried my best innocent look. 

“I know you’re serious, but you’re not slick. You wanna make up,” Ashley pointed out but inched closer. I coaxed her into my arms. She held her lemonade balanced to keep it from spilling, “I’m not kissing you.” 

“You are,” I kissed her forehead. “All I care about is you.” 

“Good,” Ashley sighed and offered her mouth to me. 

One kiss wasn’t enough. We went at it again and again until she tried getting physical with me. 

I chuckled, “Do I get to unwrap my gift? I want to see.” 

“Oh, you can play with it too,” she cooed. My erection was damn near painful when Ashley set her drink aside. She started her little seduction and touched everywhere she wanted. My sweatpants didn’t give us a real barrier. 

Ashley rotated her hips, letting her heart-shaped ass brush my crotch over and over. One sexy move on her part kicked things up. “Joey, please, I want you so bad.” 

Ashley was too playful for her own good. She did another naughty move. One hand covered her pussy, blocking the lace, and the other slid into my sweatpants.

Jerking me off and her getting off on her own wasn’t happening tonight. I stood to throw her legs around me. Ashley bounced, rocking this way and that. I gripped her ass in warning and headed to the bedroom. 

“I want to have sex near the tree,” Ashley pouted. “Joey, please.” 

My cock was aching because her hands were touching everywhere. I clenched my teeth. The bed was the best choice, but Ash could have whatever she wanted. 

“I have to grab a condom.” 

“Why do you have them in the bedroom?” 

“Should I keep them on the coffee table?” 

Ashley was quiet for a second. “Don’t try it,” I told her. “I haven’t had sex in two months, Ash, I’m not in the mood to argue over it.” 

I handled her with ease, grabbed the condom box, and yanked the blanket off the bed. Ashley squealed when I maneuvered her around. We were in the living room on the blanket and damn near under the tree. She opened her gorgeous legs to show her pussy hidden under the lace. 

“Unwrap your gift,” Ashley cooed my name and tried unraveling the satin ribbon. I took care of it and pulled the lace down until her breasts were on display. I gave them gentle kisses all the while moving lower. 

Each kiss and caress worked her up. She wanted to get wild. I yanked down my sweatpants, rubbed on the condom, and kissed her pussy through the lace. 

Ashley moaned, “I don’t want that. Kiss it and fuck me.” 

My thumb brushed her delicate skin. I placed a gentle kiss on her clit and added pressure. Ashley clenched the blanket, refusing to grab my hair. I could spend the night teasing her tight pussy. My mind was on pleasing her, but she arched, wanting to be fucked hard and fast. 

I ripped her pretty outfit to shreds. Lace and satin ribbons were all over the place. I threw her leg on my shoulder and thrust in deep. She was wet and ready, but so damn tight. I groaned and eased back, thrusting in again, taking my time, proving my cock was all she would ever need from here on out. 

Ashley’s moans grew louder. The tree was shaking, bulbs hit the floor, but I didn’t stop fucking my beautiful girlfriend. We were minutes in when she clenched around me. I kept thrusting and fucking until she came. 

Her orgasm was one of many. I pulled out, flipped her over and thrust back home. Ashley threw her head back, and her wavy mane cascaded down her back. I held her shoulder and kept my other hand anchored on her ass, drilling into her to deliver the fast pace she wanted. 

Ashley was trembling. Sensations were threatening to pull me under, but I kept it full throttle until she screamed my name. 

Ashley was the sexiest gift. I proved it all night. 
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